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ilisofl.  Prom,  Ream,  320. 


They  talk  of  love  and  pleasure,  —  but  'tis  all 
A  tale  of  falsehood.     Life  is  made  of  gloom: 
Xlie  fairwrt  scenes  are  clad  in  ruin's  pall, 
The  loveliest  (Mthwaj  leads  but  to  the  tomb ; 
Alas !  destruction  is  man's  onlj-  doom. 
We  rise,  and  aah  our  little  lives  away, 
A  moment  blushes  beauty's  vernal  bloom, 
A  uioment  bi-ightcns  manhood's  summer  ray. 
Then  all  :s  wrapt  in  cold  and  comfortless  decay. 

And  yet  the  busy  insects  sweat  and  toll, 
And  atni^frle  hard  to  heap  the  shining  ore  • 
How  tvifimg  seems  their  bustle  and  turmoil, 
And  even  how  trifling  seems  the  sage's  lore  1 
±.ven  he  who,  buried  in  the  classic  store 
Xi  S??,^"*  agesjonders  o'er  the  page 
Of  Tuljy  or  of  Plato,  does  no  more 
Than  with  his  bosom's  quiet  warfare  wage 
vo',"  ""  *'"'^'^^  "^       of  useless  thought  engage. 

■ Co.).l. 


Then  close  thy  ponderous  folio,  and  retire 

To  shady  coverts,  uDdisturbed  retreats, 

And  lay  thy  careless  hand  upon  thy  lyre, 

And  call  the  Muses  from  their  woodland  seats: 

Bnt  ah !  the  poet'a  pulae  how  vainlj  beats ! 

'T  ia  but  vexation  to  attune  his  stnngs. 

Even  he  who  with  the  Chian  bard  competes 

Had  better  close  his  fancy's  soaring  winga, 

And  own  earth's  highest  bliss  no  true  enjoyment 


"We  find  this  earth  a  gloomy,  dull  abode, 
And  yet  we  wish  for  pleasure;  —  sense  is 
And  so  this  life  is  hut  a  tmlsome  road. 
That  leads  us  to  a  more  delightful  scene. 
Well,  if  thou  find'st  a  solace  there,  1  weer 
It  is  the  only  joy  thou  e'er  canst  know ; 
And  yet  it  is  but  fancy,  never  seen 
Bv  mortal  eye  was  all  that  lovely  show, 
That  paradise  where  we  so  fondly  wish  to 


We  have  a  body,  —  and  the  wintry  wind 

Will  not  respect  the  poet     No,  the  storm 

Beats  heavv  on  the  case  that  holds  a  mind 

Of  heavenly  mould,  as  on  the  vulgar  form; 

When  bleak  winds  blow,  how  can  the  soul  be  warm  ? 

Can  fanny  brighten  in  the  cell  of  care  ? 

Can  inspiration's  breath  the  soul  inform, 

When  the  limbs  shiver  in  the  gusty  air. 

And  in  the  thin,  pale  face  the  fiends  of  hunger 


O,  thej-  may  tell  me  of  the  ethereal  flame 
That  bums  and  bums  for  ever ;  —  't  is  the  dream 
Of  those  high  jntelleets,  who  well  may  claim 
Kelation  to  the  pure,  celestial  beam : 
The  life  eternal,  —  't  is  a  glorious  theme. 
Whereon  bards,  sages,  have  outpoured  their  fire ; 
Yet  view  it  namHriy,  and  it  wiQ  seem 
But  the  wild  mount)n»  of  unquenched  desire. 
The  long  extended  wish  to  raise  our  being  higher. 


True,  't  ia  a  mighty  stretch,  when  iinconfined 
The  soul  expatiates  in  imagined  being. 
And  where  the  vulgar  eye  can  only  find 
Dust,  by  a  second  sight  strange  visions  seeing. 
And  still  from  wonder  on  to  wonder  fleeing, 
By  its  enkindled  feelings  wildly  driven. 
It  l^aps  the  walls  of  earth,  but  ill  agreeing 
With  those  high-mounting  thoughts  to  genms  given, 
Nor  rests  till  it  has  set  its  eagle-fbot  inheaven. 


And  there  it  culls  the  choicest  fields  of  earth 

For  all  tlio  pure  and  beautiful  and  bright. 

And  gives  a  gay  and  odorous  Eden  birth, 

And  rains  around  a  flood  of  golden  li"ht, 

Where  sun,  moon,  stajB,  no  more  aw3;e  the  sight, 

But,  pouring  from  the  Eternal's  viewless  throne, 

It  fills  us  with  ineflable  delight. 

And,  every  stain  of  earth  for  ever  flown. 

We  bathe  and  bask  in  tliis  ethereal  fount  atone. 
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And  flowers  of  every  hue  and  scent  are  there  ; 

The  laughing  fields  are  one  enamelled  bed, 

And  filled  with  sweetness  breathes  the  fanning  air, 

And  soaring  birds  are  sinmng  overhead, 

And  bubbling  brooks,  hy  living  fountains  fed, 

O'er  pebbled  gems  and  pearl-sands  winding  play ; 

One  boundless  beauty  o  er  creation  shed, 

The  storm,  the  eloud,  the  mist,  have  hied  away, 

And  nothing  dims  the  blaze  of  this  immortal  day. 


And  man,  a  pure  and  quenchless  beam  of  light. 

All  eye,  all  ear,  all  feelmg,  reason,  soul, 

He  takes  irom  good  to  good  his  tireless  flight, 

And,  ever  auning  at  perfection's  goal, 

Sees  at  one  instant-glance  the  moral  whole ; 

Powers  ever  kindling,  always  on  the  wing, 

Th€  disembodied  spark  Prometheus  stole, 

To  science,  virtue,  love,  devotion,  spring 

His  fancy,  reason,  heart,  — creation  s  angel  king. 


The  -whole  machine  of  worlds  before  his  eye 
Unfolded  as  a  map,  he  glances  through 
Systems  in  moments,  sees  the  comet  fly- 
In  its  clear  orbit  through  the  fields  of  blue. 
And  every  instant  gives  him  something  new, 
"Whereon  his  ever-quendiless  thirst  he  feeds ; 
Prom  star  to  insect,  sun  to  falling  dew. 
From  atom  to  the  immortal  mind,  he  speeds, 
And  in  the  glow  of  thought  the  boundless  volume 
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Trnth.  stands  before  iim  in  a  full,  clear  blaze, 
An  intellectual  sunbeam,  and  his  eye 
Can  look  upon  it  with  unbending  gaze, 
And  i(a  minutest  lineaments  descry ; 
No  speck  noT  line  is  passed  unnoticed  by. 
And  the  bririit  form  perfection's  image  wears 
And  on  its  forehead  sceptred  majesty 
The  calm,  hut  awful  port  of  justice  bears, 
"Who  weeps  when   she   condemns,  but  smiles  not 
wlicn  she  spares. 


Mercy !  thou  dearest  attribute  of  Heaven, 
The  attractive  charm,  the  smile  of  Deity, 
To  whom  the  keys  of  Paradise  are  given,  — 
Thy  glance  is  love,  thy  brow  benignity, 
And  bending  o'er  the  worid  with  tender  eye, 
Thy  bright  tears  fall  upon  our  hearts  like  dew, 
And,  melting  at  the  call  of  clemency, 
We  raise  to  God  agwn  our  earth-fixed  view. 
And  in  our  bosom  glows  the  living  fire  anew. 


The  perfect  sense  of  beauty,  —  how  the  heart. 
Even  in  this  low  estate,  with  transport  swells. 
When  Nature's  charms  at  once  upon  us  start  1 
The  ocean's  roaring  waste,  where  crandeur  dwells, 
The  cloud-girt  mountwn,  whose  bald  sumnut  tells, 
Beneath  a  pure  black  sky  the  faintest  star. 
The  ilowery  maze  of  woods,  and  hills,  and  dells, 
The  bubbling  brook,  the  cascade  sounding  far, 
Kobcd  in  a  mellow  mist,  as  Evening  mounts  her  car. 


And  with  her  glowing  pencil  paints  the  skiea 
In  hues,  transparent,  melting,  deep,  and  clem', 
The  richest  picture  shown  to  mortal  eyes, 
And  lovelier  when  a  dearer  self  is  near. 
And  we  can  whisper  in  her  bending  ear, 
"  How  fiur  are  these,  aad  yet  how  fairer  thou ! ' 
And,  pleased  the  artless  flatter;  to  hear. 
Her  full  blue  eyes  in  meek  confusion  bow,  — ■ 
Hat  hour,  tJiat  look,  tiat  cjc,  arc  living  to  me  n 


But  there  the  cloud  of  earth-bom  passion  gone; 
Taste,  quick,  correct,  exalted,  riused,  refined, 
Bears  o'er  the  subject  intellect  her  throne, 
The  pure  Platonic  ecstasy  of  mind ; 
By  universal  harmony  defined. 
It  feels  the  fitness  of  each  tint  and  hue. 
Of  every  tone  that  breathes  along  the  wind, 
Of  every  motion,  form,  that  ehaiTn  the  view, 
And  lives  upon  the  grand,  the  beautiful,  and  n 


The  feelings  of  the  heart  retain  their  sway. 
But  are  ennobled ;  — not  the  instinctive  tie, 
The  storgfe,  that  so  often  leads  astray. 
And  poisons  all  the  springs  of  infancy. 
So  that  thenceforth  to  live  is  but  to  die. 
And  lin^r  with  a,  vencan  at  the  heart. 
To  feel  ftie  sinking  of  despondency. 
To  writhe  around  the  early-planted  dart. 
And  burn  andpant  with  thirst  thatncvcr  can  c 
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Such  are  the  wounds  induigent  parents  give, 

Who  slay  the  smiling  blossom  or  their  love ; 

And  if  the  blighted  plant  should  lingering  live, 

The  spirit  cannot  wing  its  flight  above. 

But  in  its  restleSiS  agony  will  rove 

Still  on  and  onward  in  forbidden  joy, 

1^11  wildly,  as  a  wliirlwind's  fury  drove. 

He  rushes  to  the  foes  that  soon  destroy. 

And  thentheyweep,ikud  curse  their  lost,  deluded  boy. 


His  fHendship  warmed  to  love,  all  things,  that  feel. 

In  all  his  tenderness  of  feeling  share ; 

His  love,  bright  as  devotion's  holiest  zeal. 

For  sex,  witnout  its  ill,  has  being  there ; 

All  pleasure's  smile  and  virtue's  Deauty  wear. 

And  kindred  souls  in  dear  conununion  blend. 

Love,  purest  love,  without  its  sigh  and  care. 

And  hand  in  hand  their  mounting  way  they  wend. 

With  hope  that  meetsnochill,and  joys  that  never  end. 


Devotion,  —  'tis  an  all-absorbins  flame, — 

The  omnipotent,  all-perfect,  endless  Being, 

The  Builder  of  the  universal  frame, 

At  one  quick  glance  past,  present,  future,  seeing, 

By  whom,  hot,  cold,  moist,  drjr,  good,  ill,  iwreemg, 

At  last,  Ihe  perfect  birtli  of  bliss  comes  forth. 

And  evil  to  its  native  darkness  fleeing, 

Virtue  shines  out  in  her  unspotted  worth. 

And  blasts  to  meanest  dust  the  proudest  forms  of 
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Hark !  hear  the  holy  ehoir  around  the  throne; 

Their  lips  are  coals,  their  pseans  vocal  fire ; 

They  aing  the  Eternal  Lord,  who  sits  alone. 

And  still  their  swelling  anthem  rises  higher, 

The  warbling  of  the  universal  lyre, 

The  harmony  of  hearts  and  souls  and  spheres. 

O,  how  my  bosom  biuns  with  long  desire, 

How  flow  ray  bitter,  penitential  tears  ! 

0,  'tis  a  strain  too  loud  and  sweet  for  mortal  e> 


But  stop,  delirious  fancy !  now  awaking 

From  thy  enchanted  dream,  what  meets  thy  sight  ? 

The  eliarmed  spell,  that  bound  thy  senses,  breaking. 

Thy  Eden  withers  in  a  simoom's  blight. 

And  all  its  suns  have  set  in  endless  night ; 

Love,  sanctity,  and  glory,  all  a  gleam, 

Thy  airy  paradise  has  vanished  gtiite, 

And,  falling,  fading,  flickering,  dies  life's  beam. 

Thy  visioned  heaven  has  fled.     Alas !  't  was  but  a 


O  for  those  early  days,  when  patriarchs  dwelt 
Li  pastoral  tents,  that  rose  beneath  the  palm. 
When  life  was  pure,  and  every  bosom  felt 
TJnwarped  aflection's  sweetest,  holiest  balm, 
And  like  the  silent  scene  around  them,  calm. 
Tears  stole  along  in  one  unrufiled  flow  I 
Their  hearts  aye  warbled  with  devotion's  psalm. 
And  as  they  saw  their  buda  around  them  blow. 
Their  keenly  glistening  eye  revealed  the  gratef 
glow. 
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They  sat  at  eyenin",  when  their  gathered  flocks 
Bleated  and  sport^  bj-  the  pahn-crowned  well. 
The  sun  was  glittering  on  the  jwinted  rocks, 
And  long  and  wide  the  deojiening  shadows  fell ; 
They  sang  their  hiinn,  and  in  a  choral  swell 
Tliey  raised  their  simple  Toiees  to  the  Power 
■Who  smiled  alon"  the  feu-  sky ;  they  would  dwell 
Fondly  and  deeply  on  hra  praise  ;  that  hour 
Was  to  them  as  to  flowers  that  droop  and  fade  the 


He  warmed  them  in  the  sunbeama,  and  they  gazed 

In  wonder  on  that  kindling  fount  of  light, 

And  as,  hung  ia  the  ^lowiM  west,  it  blazed 

In  brighter  glories,  with  a  full  delight 

They  poured  their  pealin"  anthem,  and  when  night 

Lifted  her  silver  forehead,  and  the  moon 

Eolled  through  the  blue  serenity,  in  bright 

But  softer  rirfiance,  they  blessed  the  boon 

That  gave  those  hours  the  charm  without  the  fire 


Spring  of  the  living  world,  the  dawn  of  nature, 
Wlien  man  walked  forth  the  lord  of  all  below, 
Erect  and  godhke  in  his  giant  stature, 
Before  the  tainted  gales  of  vice  'gan  blow ; 
Hia  conscience  spotless  as  the  new-fallen  snow. 
Pure  as  the  crystal  spouting  fixim  the  spring. 
He  aimed  no  murderous  dagger,  drew  no  bow, 

;  soaring  of  the  eagle's  i  ' 

t  wolf's  stealthy  step,  t 
spring. 


..Cooyl. 


With  brutes  alone  he  armed  himself  for  war ; 
Free  to  the  winds  his  long  Ictcka  dancing  flew, 
And  at  his  prowling  enemy  afar 
He  shot  his  death-shaft  from  tie  nervy  yew ; 
In  morning's  mist  his  shrill-voiced  bugle  blew, 
And  with  the  rising  sun  on  tall  rocks  strode, 
And  bounding  thro' the  framed  and  sparkling  dew, 
The  rose  of  health,  that  in  his  full  cheek  glowed. 
Told  of  the  pure,  fresh  stream  that  there  enkindling 
flowed. 


This  was  the  age  when  mind  was  all  on  fire, 
The  day  of  inspiration,  when  the  soul, 
"Warmed,  heightened,  lifted,  burning  with  desire 
For  all  the  great  and  lovely,  to  the  goal 
Of  man's  essential  glory  rushed ;  then  stole 
The  si^  his  spark  from  heaven,  the  prophet  spake 
His  deep-tonea  words  of  thunder,  aa  when  roll 
The  peals  amid  the  clouds,— words  that  would  break 
The  spirit's  leaden  sleep,  and  all  its  terrors  w^e. 


He  stood  on  Sinai,  wrapped  in  storm-cloudsj  wild 

His  loose  locks  streamed  around  him,  and  his  eye 

Flashed  indignation  on  a  world  defiled 

With  sense  and  slavery,  who  lost  the  high 

Prero^tive  of  power  and  spirit  by 

Their lonMngs  for  their  flesh-pots :  —  O,  'tis  lust 

Which  robs  us  of  our  freedom,  makes  us  lie 


PROMETHEUS. 


Ho  saw  those  Samsons  by  a  harlot  shorn, 
He  saw  them  take  the  distaff,  and  assume 
The  soft  and  tawilry  tunics  which  adorn 
Tbc  leerin"  aren ;  all  their  flush  and  bloom. 
And  misht°and  vigor,  all  that  canUlume 
And  blaiton  manhood,  by  the  magic  rod 
Of  pleasure  changed  to  weakness,  squalor,  glo( 
And  thev,  who  erst  with  port  majestic  trod_. 
Then   drunk   and   goi^ed   and   numbed,  m  i 
lethargic  nod. 


He  stood  and  raised  his  mighty  voice  in  wrath, 
And  sent  it,  like  a,  whirlwind,  o'er  those  oars. 
And  thrilled  them,  like  a  samoom  on  its  path 
Of  havoc.     See,  the  slumbering  giant  heare. 
And,  waked  and  roused  and  kindled  bj;  his  fears, 
Starts  into  new  life  with  an  instant  spring ; 
This  ia  no  tune  for  soft,  repentant  tears ; 
At  once  away  their  wine-drenched  spoils  they  fling, 
Their  energy  is  up,  their  souls  are  on  the  wing. 


The;-  did  not  lie,  and  wish,  and  long  to  break 
Ihe  manacles  which  clasped  them ;  they  did  tear 
Cables  as  we  would  silk-threads,  and  did  take  _ 
An  upward  journey,  where  the  world  shines  fiur, 
The  temple  of  true  virtue,  glorj-,  where 
Man  lives  and  glows  in  sunshine,  where  the  prize, 
More  rich  thanTaurel  wreaths,  for  all  who  dare 
To  reason's  perfect,  fearless  freedom  rise, 
Sends  forth  bright  beams,  that  dun  and  blind  all 


Go  o'er  the  fields  of  Greece,  and  aee  her  towers 

Fallen  and  torn  and  crumbled,  —  eee  her  fonea 

Prostrate  and  weed-encircled ;  dimly  lowers 

Brute  ignorance  around  them,  slavery  reigna 

And  lords  it  o'er  tlieir  sacred  cities,  cWns 

Are  riveted  upon  them,  and  they  gall 

Their  cramped  limbs  to  the  bone,  the  lashed  wretch 

To  rend  the  gnawing  iron,  —  but  his  fall 

Is  in  himself.    Sleep  on !  je  well  deiserve  your  thralL 


This  is  the  old  age  of  our  fellen  race ; 

Wo  mince  in  ste^s  correct,  but  feeble ;  creep 

By  rule  unwavering  in  a  tortoise  pace ; 

Wo  do  not,  like  the  new-hom  ancient,  leap 

At  once  o'er  mind's  old  barriers,  hut  we  keep 

Drilling  and  shaving  down  the  wall ;  we  play 

With  atones  and  shells  and  flowers,  and  as  we  peep 

In  nature's  outward  folds,  like  infants,  say. 

How  bright  and  clear  anipure  our  intellectual  day. 


We  let  gorged  deiSpols  rise  and  plant  their  foot 
Upon  our  prostrate  necks,  if  they  but  give 
Their  golden  counters.     Tyranny  takes  root 
In  a  rich  soil  of  sloth  and  self;  —  we  live 
Like  oj-sters  in  their  closed  shells ;  —  can  we  stri' 
For  freedom  when  this  cobweb  circle  draws 
Its  tangling  coils  around  us  ?     Let  us  give 
Our  hearts  to  Nature  and  her  sacred  laws, 
And  we  can  fight  unharmed,  unchecked  in  fre 


There  are  a,  fow  grand  spirits  who  e; 
Tlie  beauty  of  Bimplicity,  and  pour 


Where  man  unfettered  rises,  proudly  o'ei 
The  common  herd  of  daves  to  power  aad  rale : 
Oo,  searuh.  the  world,  you  cannot  find  a  more 
Weak,  drivelling  subject  for  a  despot's  tool, 
Than  liim  who  dares  not  leave  the  lessons  of  his 
school. 


Cast  hack  your  sicltened  eye  upon  the  dawn 

Of  Greek  and  Boman  freedom.     See  their  sons 

Before  the  bulwark  of  their  dear  rights  drawn, 

Pvoud  in  their  ample  dignity,  as  runs 

The  courser  to  the  fair  Btream ;  — on  their  thrones 

They  sat,  all  kings,  all  people ;  —  they  were  free. 

For  they  were  strong  and  temperate,  and  in  tones 

Deep  and  canorous,  nature's  melodv, 

They  sung  in  one  full  voice  the  liynm  of  liberty. 


In  Dorian  ■mond  they  marched  to  meot  their  foes ; 
With  measured  step  their  awful  front  they  bore, 
Aa,  wlien  a  mountain  billow  slowly  flows, 
Riang  and  heaving  onward  to  the  sliore. 
It  rofi  its  mingledwaters  with  a  roar, 
Tliat  echoes  through  the  moimtains;  wide  they  dash, 
Blue  as  the  heavens  they  kiss,  and,  tumbling  o'er, 
Tliey  burst  upon  the  coast,  and  foaming  lash 
Tlio'  roi'lcs  and  splintered  cliffs ;  earth  groans  be- 
neaih  the  crash. 


..Coot^k 
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-Then  liberty  and  law  were  brightest :  men 
Were  not  themselves,  —  the  city  was  their  soul ; 
They  did  not  keep  their  treasures  in  a  den, 
And  brood  them,  as  a  fowl  her  eggs,  —  the  pole 
To  whieh  their  hearts  were  pointed,  and  the  goal 
Of  all  their  strivings,  was  the  public  good  ; 
The  sage,  with  naked  brow,  and  flowmg  stole. 
And  snowy  beard,  and  eye  majestic,  stood, 
And  gave  to  willing  minds  their  high  but  ample 


It  was  not  cates  which  pleased  then,  but  they  drew 
And  filled  then-  brimmmg  goblet  from  the  stream. 
And  plucked  the  fruits  that  overhung  it ;  few 
But  noble  were  their  works,  —  the  hving  beam 
Of  sunlight  stamped  their  pages.     We  may  dream 
Of  monsters,  till  the  brain  is  mad,  —  the  pure, 
Bright  images,  wherewith  their  volumes  teem. 
The  taste  of  nature  always  will  allure. 
And  while  man  reads  and  thinks,  and  feels  and 
loves,  endure. 


Then  "Wisdom  crowned  her  head  with  stars,  and 

smiled 
In  Socrates,  and  glowed  in  Plato,  shone 
Like  day's  god  in  the  St^rite,  who  piled 
A  pyramid  of  high  thoughts ;  as  a  throne, 
It  lorded  o'er  the  world  for  ages ;  grown 
Weak  in  a  second  childhood,  they  did  count 
And  nicely  measure  each  minutest  slone. 
And  crawled  nround  the  base,  but  could  not  mount 
And  taste,  upon  tfie  top,  the  pure  ethereal  fount. 
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Then  Eloquence  -was  power,  —  It  was  the  burst 

Of  feeling,  clothed  in  words  o'erwhelmin",  poured 

From  mind's  long-cherished  treasury,  and  nurst 

By  virtue  into  majesty ;  it  soared 

And  thundered  in  Pericles ;  and  was  stored 

With  fire  that  flashed  and  kindled  in  that  soul 

Who  called,  when  Philip,  with  barbarian  horde, 

Hung  over  Athens,  and  prepared  to  roll 

His  delude  on  her  towers,  and  drown  her  freedom's 


Then  Poetry  was  insjiiration,  —  loud. 

And  sweet,  and  rich,  in  speaking  tones  it  rung, 

As  if  a  choir  of  muses  from  a  cloud. 

Sun-kindled,  on  the  bright  horizon  hun" ; 

Their  voices  harmonized,  their  lyres  fiillstrung, 

EoUed  a  deep  descant  o'er  a  listening  world. 

There  was  a  force,  a  majesty,  when  sung 

The  bard  of  Troy,  —  his  B  ving  thoughts  were  hurled. 

Like  lightnings,  when  the  folds  of  tempests  are  uu- 


Was  it  the  tumult  of  contending  powers, 

Tlio  clash  of  swords  and  shields,  the  rush  of  cars, 

Or  when  alofi,  in  night's  serenest  hours, 

The  moon,  encircled  by  l>er  train  of  stars, 

Poured  her  soft  light  around,  and  dewy  airs 

Breathed  through  the  camp  and  cooled  the  warrior's 

Was  it  the  mellow  slumber  which  repairs 

The  languid  limbs,  or  keen-edged  words,  that  bow 

The  soul  in  wondering  awe,  —  or  was  it,  round  the 


The  purple  wave  disparting,  and  in  fowa 
Koaring  beliind  tbe  vessel,  as  slie  flew, 
A  white-winged  falcon,  from  lier  lessening  home, 
Ploughing  tlie  sea's  broad  hack,  as  loudly  hlew 
The  winOB  among  the  cordage,  —  Nature  threw 
Her  energy  athwart  his  page,  and  shed 
Her  blaae  upon  his  mind,  and  there  we  view, 
If,  chance,  hy  taste,  unwarped,  unfettered,  led, 
A  new-made  world,  all  life  and  light,  around  us 
spruad. 


Tlie  times  are  altered :  ~  man  is  now  no  more 

The  being  of  his  capabilities; 

The  days  of  all  hia  eneigy  are  o'er. 

And  wnl  those  fallen  demigods  arise 

In  all  their  panoply,  and  hear  the  cries 

Of  king-cmehed  myriads,  who  wear  the  chain 

Of  bondage  ?  will  light  dawn  upon  their  eyes, 

And  wake  them  from  their  iron  sleep,  again 

To  bare  their  breast  in  strife  on  freedom's   holv 


The  marble  walls,  as  bj-  an  earthquake,  break. 

And,  lo!  an  armed  leg]on  onward  pour 

Bright  casques  and  nodding  plumes,  and  thirsting 

gore, 
The  blood  of  awe-struck  tj-rants,  flash  their  swords ; 
Their  march  is  as  a  torrent  rivei^'s  roar. 
And,  with  a  waked  slave's  desperation,  towards 
Their  homes   of  icy  gloom  they  drive  Sarmatia's 

horde*. 


,,glc 


There  !s  a,  flood  of  ligM  rolled  round  tbe  hill 
Of  JOve,  and  from  its  eloudj'  brightness  spring 
Spectres  of  iong-departed  greatness;  still 
ITieir  heart-felt  homage  to  that  shrine  they  bring, 
Which  time  has  made  all  aacred,  where  the  king 
Of  thunder  sat  upon  hia  ivory  throne, 
And  by  him  stood  his  bird,  ■with  ready  wing 
To  pounce  upon  hia  foea.     The  days  are  flown 
When  darkness  ruled  as  God, —  Valor  will  claim 


And  Eome  f^ 

Italia !  Gaul  and  Goth  and  Hun  shall  fly ; 

Thy  sons  shall  wash  away  theit  shame  in  gore, 

And  once  again  the  year  of  liberty, 

The  mighty  months  of  glory,  they  ahall  see, 

Along  thy  radiant  zodiac,  on  the  pali 

Of  £^63,  warn  the  nations,  "  We  are  free ! " 

O,  who  pan  tell  the  madness  and  the  wrath. 

The  drunkenness  of  soul,  a  new-waked  people  hai 


The^  stand  for  hearth  and  altar,  wife  and  sire ; 
Their  lisping  infants  call  them  to  the  fight. 
And  as  they  call,  their  eyeballs  flaahing  fire, 
And  shouting  with  a  courser's  wild  delight. 
When  loosed  he  bounds  and  prancea  in  the  might 
Of  young  life.     There  is  in  the  sound  of  home 
A  magic,  and  the  patriot,  in  his  right 
Sti>ong-founded,  mee' "   '  " 
To  waste  his  land,  — 
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The  torch  that  lights  him  in  his  high  career 

Waa  kindled  at  the  purest,  holiest  flame ; 

He  fights  ftr  all  hia  bosom  hoUs  most  dear, 

And  oh  1  no  voice  so  conquering  as  the  cl«m 

Of  filial  tenderness  and  love ;  no  name 

So  melting  as  sire,  wife,  and  children,  —  all 

Are  in  those  sweet  words  blended.     What  is  fame, 

Tliough  pealing  with  her  trumpet  to  the  call 

Of  kindred,  bound  aad  toiling  m  a  tjTant's  thrall? 


He  sees  the  noble  and  the  learned  stoop, 

And  kiss  the  feet  that  crush  them,  and  the  crowd, 

In  hopeless,  cureless,  willing  bondage  droop ; 

And  j-et  he  does  not  dirink  beneath  that  cload. 

But,  muttering  execrations  deep,  not  loud. 

He  whets  hia  sword  npon  his  heaped-up  wrong ; 

And  starting,  like  a  spectre  from  his  shroud. 

Stung  by  the  lash  of  slavery's  knotted  thonw, 

In  all  the  might  of  wrath,  he  hurls  his  strength  along. 


Even  as  a  tigrcaa,  when  her  secret  lair 
The  hunter  hath  invaded,  —  how  she  draws 
Her  limbs  to  all  their  tenseness,  points  her  hair, 
Gnashes  her  grinding  teeth,  and  bares  her  claws, 
And  breathes  a  stifled  growl,  and  in  a  pause 
Of  burning  fury  hangs  upon  the  spring. 
And,  nerved  and  heated  in  a  parent's  cause, 
Bounds  roaring  on  the  robber,  like  the  wing 
Of  pouncing  hawk,  or  stone  hurled  whizzing  from 
the  ^Dgl 


They  meet  at  Tivoii,  —  and  night  has  spread 
Her  curtain  o'er  those  l^ons,  who  would  quench 
The  flame  that  Brutus,  TuUy,  Cato,  fed, 
And  from  ila  loCly  column  madly  wrench 
The  new-raised  statue.     Freemen  will  not  blench, 
When  they  have  broke  their  fetters ;  but  will  arm 
Their  nervv  hands  with  vengeance,  and  will  clench 
And  grapple  with  tbeu-  masten ;  for  the  charm 
Of  liberty's  sweet   voice    the    coldest   heart  wUl 


re  victors ;  —  but  the  soul, 
.   .  -'s  lava  glowing,  dies, 
And  fella  with  hand  firm-gasped  upon  the  goal 
Of  all  his  longings.     As  he  mounts  the  skies, 
He  drops  his  mantle  on  the  youth,  who  rise 
To  give  their  Uves,  like  him,  to  liberty ; 
Devoted  to  the  noblest  sacrifice, 
Ijke  stars  of  purest  brightness,  they  shall  be 
The  rallying-point  where  all  the  bruised  and  crushed 


A  dream,  —  a  cruel  dream  I     Fair  rose  the  sun 

Of  freedom  on  that  sty  without  a  cloud; 

Sweet  was  the  dawn,  when  liberty  was  won 

By  hands  unweaponed ;  and  they  hasted,  proud 

Of  bloodless  conf[ueBt,  in  their  pteans  loud 

To  those  who  Samson-like  had  rent  their  chain ; 

Then  heavenward  shone  the  fijreheads  whidi  had 

bowed 
To  foreign  rule  for  ages,  and  again 
He  people's  majesty  towered  over  hill  and  plain. 
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And  we  did  hope  the  Roman  had  awaked, 

And  ancient  valor  had  revived  anew, 

And  that  the  eagle's  thirst  of  light  iiiiElaked, 

As  when  above  Sie  Capitol  she  flew, 

SlJU  sought  her  eyry  in  the  boundless  bine ; 

And  we  did  hope  a  ^irit  had  gone  forth. 

Which  tyrants  and  their  parasites  would  rue, 

And,  like  a  torrent  roiling  to  the  north. 

Would  with  it  blend  all  hearts  that  kept  r 


n  of  the  world, 
The  Icnell  of  despots,  and  the  day  when  thrones 
Were  tottering,   and  crowns  falling,  when   king 
hurled 


Which  bound  the  arch  of  empire  lost  their  hold, 
And  in  the  sudden  crush  were  heard  the  groans 
Of  go:^ed  and  pampered  spoilers,  who  had  rolled 
Like  havoc  on  the  dumb,  weak  ta^mblers  of  then-  fold. 


And  we  did  see  a  nation  on  their  way 

To  stop  the  invading  torrent,  eve  it  came 

And  deluged  their  fair  fields.     It  was  a  day 

Of  breathless  expectation,  when  the  flame 

Of  freedom  burned  the  highest,  fisr  the  game 

Of  man's  emancipation  was  at  stake. 

The  heart  that  would  not  throb  then,  had  no  claim 

And  place  in  Honor's  column,  —  't  would  not  wake 

EroD  if  a  bolt  from  Heaven  should  by  its  pillow 


Tbej  hung  upon  tlie  mountains,  like  a  storm 
Crowning  the  Apennine  with  deep,  dun  shade. 
And  o'er  them  towered  the  bold  and  ardent  form. 
Who  seemed  in  panoply  of  fire  arrayed ; 
And  from  their  pikes  and  bayonets  there  played 
A  Btream  of  liffhtninga  on  the  advancing  host, 
AYIiieh,  trained  and  nmtured  in  the  murdering  trade, 
Like  tempest-billows  rolling  to  the  coaat, 
Marched  slow  and  still  and  sure,  to  storm  that  rocky 


In  all  the  difciplino  of  war  they  came; 

Their  strong,  squared  columns  moved  with  heavy 

Their  step,  their  bearing,  even  their  breath  the  same, 
And  not  a  murmur  whispered  through  the  dead 
And  boding  silence ;  by  a  master  led. 
Even  as  a  rock,  that  fronts  the  infuriate  wave, 
Thev  saw  them  hanging  on  their  mountain's  head ; 
With  coM,  proud  sneer  they  marked  the  untutored 

And  knew  here  lay  wide-yawned  Italian  freedom's 
grave. 


Secure  and  calm,  they  pitched  their  camp,  and  piled 
Their  arms,  and  furled  their  banners ;  all  was  still. 
When,  like  the  bursting  of  a  hiul-eloud,  wild 
Those  sun-fired  l^ons  hurried  down  the  hill, 
And  dashed  a«sunst  their  robbers,  with  a  will 
To  do  all  deeds  of  daring,  and  a  might 
Nerved  into  madness  by  those  wrongs,  that  fill 
The  heart  to  overflowing ;  from  iJiat  height, 
In  one  wild  rush,  they  poured  their  souls  into  the 
fight. 

.    .  .X 
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Awhile  the  Austrian  wavered,  for  the  blows 
Fell  with  a  giant's  vigor ;  but  the  clear, 
Qniek-aghl«d  leader   bade   their   stretched  wings 

And  circle  in  the  headlong  swarms ;  then  fear 

Usurped  the  seat  of  course ;  far  and  near 

The  jliun  was  covered  with  the  fljing  bands. 

In  T^  the  patriot's  effort,  word,  and  tear, 

His  life's  blood  only  drenched  hia  country's  aands. 

Or  stained  with  iruitleaa  drops  the  brute  invader's 


The  invading  wave  rolls  on,  — no  arm  is  raised 
1o  stem  its  ceaseless  progress ;  in  its  flood 
It  swallows  all  the  hopes,  on  which  men  gazed 
With  such  deep  yearnings,  as  when  linnets  brood 
TTieir  callow  nestlings,  —  tbey  are  now  the  food 
Of  sceptred  ribaldry  and  regal  sneers. 
Well,  let  them  laugh  and  revel  in  light  mood,  — 
A  voice  of  wrath,  ereltmg,  will  thrill  their  ears, 
And  give  them  doubly  full  their  cup  of  blood  and 


Fosterers  of  nations !  whree  parental  hand 

Sconi^s  the  unwilling  subject  to  obey. 

To  you,  ye  seltmisnomered  Mr/  band, 

The  goaded  slaves  their  stripes  and  wounds  shall 

pay; 
Though  now  their  heads  in  childlike  fear  they  lay, 
They  keenly  feel  the  smart  of  all  their  wrong ; 
They  now  may  stoop  and  crawl,  there  is  a  day 
When  they  will  rise  and  to  their  vengeance  thrtmg ; 
Even  now,  ye  trembling  dread  what  will  not  linger 
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Aceldema  of  nations !  thou  hast  blei 

IVom  countless  gashes,  —  thou  must  ati!l  bleed  on; 

Tliy  children's  gore  that  harvest-field  has  fed, 

Where  thou  thy  chains  and  manacles  hast  won ; 

Thy  struggle  for  true  liberty  is  done, 

France,  Italy,  have  roused  and  hurst  their  thrall, 

And  started  in  that  glorious  raxse  to  run.  _ 

Where  hate  their  high  words  ended  ?     See  their 

falL 
The  despots  crush  them  now,  and  say,  "  So  perish  all 


IVho  will  not  sleep  contented,  while  we  rule 

And  fleece  and  flay  them."  You  may  writhe  and  turn, 

And  cuiM  them,  as  you  crouch,  their  earth-pressed 

Yes,  ye  may  start  a  moment,  spring  and  spurn 
Tiie  foot  that  treads  you ;  ye  may  glow  and  bum 
With  wrath  to  be  so  scoffed  at,  but  a  weight 
Like  mount£das  bows  you  down  i  dust  is  your  urn ; 
The  spirit  is  besotted :  —  this  your  fate, 
To  rise  and  stumUe,  kneel  and  kiss  the  hand  you  hate. 


One  stonn  has  come  and  gone ;  —  the  film  is  torn 
From  oflT  your  eyes ;  —  you  look,  and  Power  is  there ; 
Around  his  throne  unnumbered  shields  are  borne, 
Serried  in  close  array  ;  j-on  cannot  tear 
The  monster  from  his  pinnacle ;  lib  lair 
Is  filled  with  boaes  of  Ireemen  he  has  slain. 
As  ft  crouched  lion,  when  his  fangs  are  hare. 
He  easts  around  his  keen  eye ;  Ho^e  in  vain 
LifLs  up  htr  g[ize,  hii  glance  bends  it  toearthagMn. 
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Treedom  can  haye  no  dwelling  on  that  shore; 
She  must  away  and  cross  the  Atlantic  flood. 
Why  playthe  rude  game  overV  you  may  pour 
In  waves,  like  torrent  rivers,  your  hest  blood, 
But  it  will  end  jn  ■'  We  have  dared  and  stood 
In  battle  for  our  rights  ;  we  sink  ^ain 
Before  an  overwhelming  weight,  the  food 
Of  tyranta  and  their  parasites,  who  drain 
Our  tears  like  wine,  and  bind  with  doubled  links  01 


Severe  and  simple  walked  the  Cyprian  sage 

In  Athens'  pictured  porch  ;  he  showed  (md  taught 

Unbending  virtue  in  a  downward  age, 

And  reckoned  all  the  joys  of  sense  as  naught, 

And  mastered  down  the  tide  of  swelling  thought. 

And  bound  on  passion  an  unyielding  rein ; 

With  slow,  siu^  step,  the  highest  good  he  sought, 

And  shunning,  as  a  vipei^'s  tooth,  the  stain 

Of  weakness,  marched  erect  l«  Truth's  majestic  fane. 


Which  stood  aloft  in  Doric  plainness;  bright 
The  sunbeams  played  upon  its  marble  prMe, 
And  from  it  flaahed  a  stream  of  purest  light 
Down  its  ascending  path,  —  as  lolls  the  tide 
Of  snow-fed  torrents,  in  a  deep,  a  wide, 
llesistless  rusli  of  waters,  till  the  plain 
Is  satiate  with  its  richness,  then  they  glide 
In  Bommer's  scanty  wave,  so  pure,  no  stain 
Darkens  its  lii^uid  light,  when  rolling  to  the  main. 
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So  on  the  mind  enwrapped  in  error's  cloak, 
Whom  bigotry  and  sense  have  led  astray, 
If  chance  the  fetters  of  liis  thoun;ht  are  broke, 
And  all  the  niaht  that  tljmmed  him  swept  away, 
And  on  him  Wisdom  pours  lier  fullest  ray, 
A  flood  seems  rolled  through  hia  exulting  soul, 
And.  all  its  fulness  hardly  can  allay 
His  new-waked  thirst  for  knowledge ;  to  the  goal 
Of  truth  he  springs,  and  spurns  indignant  all  control. 


Awhile  he  ^-asps  at  Science,  with  the  strong. 
Fierce  spirit  of  ambition,  when  his  car 
O'er  fortune's  field  of  blood  is  borne  along, 
Drawn  by  the  wildly-mahing  steeda  of  war. 
And  hurrying  on  in  quest  of  Fame's  bright  star. 
That  shines  through  smoke  ajid  dust  and  wounds  and 

gore; 
Justice  and  mercy  cannot  raise  a  bar 
Across  the  torrpnt  of  his  wrath  ;  its  roar 
Drives  virtue,  love,  and  peace,  affrighted  from  its 


So  on  he  rushes,  in  the  high  pursuit 

Of  knowledge,  till  his  stored  and  wearied  iiund 

Bows  'neath  the  weight  of  its  collected  fruit. 

And,  casting  all  its  useless  load  behind, 

!No  more  to  nian's  essential  being  blind. 

His  thought  dwells  only  on  the  good  supreme ; 

Then,  a&a  in  dignity,  in  taste  refined, 

A  spirit  pure  and  lucid  as  the  beam 

Ethereal,  virtue's  charms  are  his  continual  theme. 
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And  what  is  virtue  but  the  just  employ 

Of  all  oar  facilities,  so  that  we  live 

longest  and  soundest  and  serenest,^joy 

ItB  handmdd,  all  the  sweets  that  health  can  give, 

The  light  hearty  and  the  Btrong  frame,  which  can 

Delighted  in  the  war  we  must  endure ; 
Thoughts  clear,  hold,  tireless,  feelings  all  alive, 
No  passion  can  subdue,  no  f^nso  allure. 
Even  as  our  Hire  in  heaven,  just,  merciful,  and  pure. 


The  animal  is  crushed,  the  god  bears  sway. 

The  immortal  essence,  the  enkindling  fire ; 

"What  powers,  what  energy,  it  can  display. 

When,  freed  frcan  life's  gross  wants,  it  dare  aspire. 

And  give  a  free  reign  to  its  high  desire, 

And  fonging  for  a  mind  that  cannot  sleep. 

Even  as  Apollo  with  his  golden  lyre, 

And  canopied  in  sunbeams,  he  would  sweep 

His  cliords,  and  pour  a  liymu,  harmonious,  full,  and 


A  hjTnn  to  Nature,  and  the  unseen  hand 
That  guides  its  living  wheels,  the  moving  soul 
Of  this  material  universe,  who  spanned 
Within  his  grasp  its  circle,  where  suns  roll, 
Each  in  its  fixed  orb,  and  around  the  whole 
Has  drawn  in  viewless  light  its  flaming  walls; 
This  is  the  limit  of  our  thought,  the  goal 
Where  mind's  imaginative  pinion  falls. 
When,  wrapt  in  sdemn  thought,  no  link  of  eartl 
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I  walk  abroad  at  midnight,  and  my  eye, 

Purged  from  its  sensual  blindness,  apward  turns, 

And  wandora  o'er  the  dark  and  spangled  aky, 

AVicre  every  star,  a  fount  of  being,  burns, 

And  pours  out  life,  as  Niuads  from  their  urns 

Drop  their  refreshing  dew  on  herbs  and  flowers;  — 

I  gaze,  until  my  fancy's  eye  discerns, 

As  in  an  azure  hall,  the  aaaembled  powers 

Of  nature  spend  in  deep  consult  those  solemn  hours. 


Mcthinks  I  hear  their  langui^  ;  —  but  it  sounds 

Too  high  for  my  conception,  aa  the  roar 

Of  thunder  in  the  mountains,  when  it  bounds 

From  peak  to  peak  ;  or  on  the  echoing  shore 

The  tempest-driven  billows  bursting  pour, 

And  raise  their  awful  voices;  or  the  groan 

Humbling  in  ^Etna's  entrjuls,  ere  its  store 

Of  lava  spouts  its  red  jets ;  or  the  moan 

Of  winds,  that  war  within  their  cavorned  walls  of 


And  there  is  melody  among  those  spheres, 

A  muaic  sweeter  than  the  vernal  tr^n, 

Orfaynote8,whichthe  nymph-struck  shepherd  hears, 

Where  moonlight  dances  on  the  liquid  plwn. 

That  curls  before  the  west-wind,  till  the  main 

Seems  waving  like  a  ruffled  sheet  of  fire :  — 

'Tis  Nature's  Alleluia;  and  t^ain 

The  stars  exult,  as  when  the  Eternal  Sire 

Said,  "  Be  there  light,"  and  light  shone  forth  at  hia 


How  my  heart  trembles  on  so  vast  a  theme  ! — 
The  boundless  source  of  energy  and  power, 
The  living  eaaence  of  the  good  supreme, 
TTie  all-seeing  eye  that  watches  every  hour, 
That  marks  the  opening  of  e!u:h  bud  and  flower, 
Tiiat  pwnts  the  colors  of  the  ephemeron's  wing, 
That  counts  the  myriad  drops  which  form  the  shower. 
As  wondrous,  in  the  awakening  call  of  spring. 
As  worlds  that  Ue  beyond  the  stretch  of  fancy's  wing. 


Wilh  brule,  tineonscious  gaze,  man  marks  the  earth 

Take  on  its  livery  of  early  flowers ; 

He  sees  no  beauty  in  this  annual  birth, 

No  ceaseless  working  of  creative  powers; 

His  soul,  lethargic,  wakes  not  in  Uiose  hom^ 

When  air  is  living,  and  the  waters  teem 

With  new-bom  being,  and  the  mantling  bowers 

Are  full  of  love  and  melody,  and  seem 

The  happy  Eden  of  a  poet's  raptured  dream. 


The  sky  is  then  serenest,  and  its  arch 
Of  brighter  sapphire ;  and  the  Bportive  train 
Of  life-awakening  zephyrs,  on  their  march, 
Slied  renovating  influence  o'er  the  plain ; 
Tlie  blue  waves  sparkle  on  the  laughing  main, 
Which  renders  back  to  heaven  its  placid  smile ; 
The  checkered  sky,  now  clear,  now  dropping  ram 
On  flowei's,  that  sfa-ead  tlieir  leaves  to  catehit,  while 
Tlie  ful!-3woln  river  rolls  a  fertilizing  Nile. 
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How  loVely  13  the  landscape !  Morning  peepi 

Behind  yon  leafy  mountain,  and  her  eye 

Looks  o'er  a  freah,  green  world,  that  calmly  sleeps 

In  the  sweet  cradle  of  its  infancy, 

And,  clustering  round  the  rocky  aummita,  fly 

Light  mists,  now  painted  in  the  rich  array 

Of  Heaven's  majestic  spectrum,  which  on  high 

Spans  the  dark  tempest,  as  it  steals  away, 

And  westward  glows  in  pomp  the  golden  eye  of  day. 


Beneath  the  cliff  that  frowns  in  blackness  lies 

The  mirror  of  dark  waters,  on  it  rest 

Soft  wreaths  of  snowy  vapor,  such  as  rise 

Spotless  in  winter  on  the  mountain's  breast, 

Soft  as  the  downy  couch  by  beauty  prest, 

And  mantled  in  as  gay  a  canopy 

Of  overhan^ng  elouds  in  crimson  drest, 

All  glow,  transparency,  and  purity, 

Fit  curtain  to  the  throne  where  dwells  Eternity. 


And  now  the  sun  springs  upward  from  his  bed. 

Insufferably  brilliant,  and  his  blaze 

Tinges  with  flowing  gold  the  icy  head 

Of  peaks  which  rise  above  the  clouds,  and  gaze 

In  lonely  grandeur  on  an  endless  maze 

Of  buddin"  landscape,  hills,  woods,  meadows,  lakes, 

Rivers,  and  winding  rivulets,  where  plays 

The  wave  in  lines  of  silver.     Day  now  breaks 

In  dazzling  floods  of  light,  and  living  Nature  wakea 
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Her  woodland  choristers,  and  air  is  breathing 
In  tones  of  love-tuned  harmony,  the  deep. 
Heart-kindling,  soiil-Jnspiring  anthem  wreathing 
The  burst  of  naliye  joy  that  will  not  sleep, 
Bat  at  the  summons  of  the  dawn  will  leap, 
And  all  its  fuD-swoln  tides  of  feeling  pour. 
And,  as  the  light  winds  from  the  bright  lake  sweej 
The  mantling  vapors,  it  will  freely  soar. 
And  wilh  its  strong  voice  drown  the  waterfall's  wid( 


Let  man  come  forth,  and  in  the  generd  throng 

Of  tuneful  hearts  his  high  devotion  raise. 

And,  joining  in  the  utdversal  song 

Of  thankful  rapture,  centre  all  the  rays 

Of  that  heaven-lighted  intellect,  whose  blaze, 

Bright  emanation  from  the  ethereal  beam. 

For  ever  kindling  through  eternal  days, 

A  disembodied  spark,  along  life's  stream. 

Shall  always  hasten  on  to  excellence  supreme. 


There  is  ita  only  resting-place,  —  while  here 
We  pine  in  heart-aick  longing.     Is  the  fire 
That  bums  witliin  our  bofoms,  for  a  sphere 
Of  brighter,  purer  being,  something  higher 
Than  sh  man  ever  reached  to,  the  desire 
Of  unless  purity  and  tireless  thought. 
But  the  vibration  of  a  living  wire, 
The  motion  of  frail  flesh  more  nicely  wrought, 
That  trembles  here  awhile,  and  (ten  ei 
naught? 
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Our  tlloughta  are  boundless,  tho'  our  frames  arc  frail, 

Our  souls  immortal,  though  our  limbs  doeav; 

Thougli  darkened  in  this  poor  life  by  a  veil 

Of  suffering,  dying  matter,  we  shall  play 

In  truth's  eternal  sunbeams;  on  the  way 

To  Heaven's  high  capital  our  car  shall  roll ; 

The  temple  of  the  Power  whom  all  obey, 

That  is  the  mark  we  tend  to,  for  the  soul 

Can  take  no  lower  flight,  and  seek  no  meaner  goah 


I  feel  it,  —  though  the  flesh  ia  weak,  I  feel 

The  spirit  has  its  enei^es  untanied 

By  all  its  fatal  wanderings ;  )jme  may  heal 

The  wounds  which  it  haa  suffered ;  f^ly  claimed 

Too  large  a  portion  of  its  youth ;  ashamed 

Of  those  low  pleasures,  it  would  leap  and  fly, 

And  soar  on  wings  of  lightning,  Uke  tho  famed 

Elijah,  when  the  chariot  rushing  by 

Bore  him  with  stee4s  of  fire  triumphant  to  the  sky. 


We  are  as  baiis  afloat  upon  the  sea, 
Holmless  and  oarless;  when  the  light  has  fied, 
The  spirit,  whose  stron«  influence  can  free 
The  drowsy  soul,  that  siumbcrs  in  the  dead. 
Cold  night  of  moral  darkness ;  from  tho  bed 
Of  sloth  he  rouses  at  her  sacred  call. 
And,  kindling  in  the  hlaze  around  him  shed, 
licuds  with  strong  effort  sin's  debasing  thrall, 
And  gives  to  God  his  strength,  his  heart,  his  nu 
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Oiir  home  is  not  on  earth ;  although  we  sleep, 

And  Eink  in  seeming  death  awhile,  yet  then 

The  awakening  voice  speaki  loudly,  and  we  leap 

To  life  and  energy  and  light  again ; 

We  cannot  slumber  always  in  the  den 

Of  sense  and  selfishness ;  the  day  will  break, 

Ere  we  for  ever  leave  the  haunta  of  men ; 

Even  at  the  parting  hour  the  soul  wiU  wake, 

Nor  like  asenae!e?anriite  its  unknown  journey  take. 


How  awful  is  that  hour,  when,  ci         .      .    .    ^. 
The  hoary  wretch,  who  on  his  death-bed  hears, 
Deep  in  his  soul,  the  thundering  voice  that  rings. 
In  one  dark,  <j^mning  moment,  crimes  of  years. 
And,  screaming  like  a  vulture  in  his  ears. 
Tells  one  by  one  his  thoughts  and  deeds  of  shame  ! 
How  wild  the  fury  of  his  soul  careers  1 
His  swart  eye  flashes  with  intensest  flame, 
Andljke  the  torture's  rack  the  wrestling  of  his  frame. 


Our  souls  have  wings ;  their  flight  is  like  the  rush 
Of  whirlwinds,  and  they  upwi^  point  their  way. 
Like  him  who  bears  the  thunder,  when  the  flush 
Of  his  keen  eye  feeds  on  the  dazzling  ray : 
He  daps  his  pinions  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
And,  ga.inina  on  the  lofljest  arch  his  throne, 
Parts  his  quick  vision  on  his  fated  prey,  ■ 
And,  gathering  all  his  vigor,  he  is  gone. 
And  in        ■  ■  ,  ■      ■  .  ■ 


We  soar  as  proudly,  and  as  quicklj-  fall, 
This  moment  in  the  empyrean,  then  we  sink, 
And,  wrapping  in  the  joys  of  sense  our  all, 
The  stream  that  flows  irom  Heaven  we  cannot  drii 
But  we  will  lie  alon^  the  flowery  brink 
Of  pleasure's  temptmg  current,  till  the  wave 
Is  bitter  and  its  banks  bare,  then  we  think 
Of  what  we  might  have  been,  and,  idly  brave. 
We  take  a  short,  weak  flight,  and  drop  into  the  gra' 


My  heart  has  felt  new  vigor,  and  the  glow 

Of  high  hopes  and  bright  fancv,  and  the  spring 

Of  that  unchanging  bemg,  whither  flow 

The  breathings  of  jjur  spirit,  when  its  wing 

Is  spread  to  take  its  last  flight,  where  we  cling 

In  all  the  storms  of  life,  as  to  an  oar ; 

There,  like  the  shining  serpent,  we  shall  fling 

Away  our  earthlj-  shackles ;  there  no  more 

The  wind  shall  Irft  the  waves  and  send  them  fo  the 


To, make  wild  music  on  the  surging  beach, 
And  fling  the  foam  aloft  in  snowy  curls, 
And,  pouring  headlong  through  the  sea-wall's  breach. 
Suck,  in  the  ramn^  vortex'  giddy  whirls, 
The  sea-bird  lifting  on  the  wave,  that  hurb 
To  swift  destruction  ;  but  there  is  a  rock,    • 
Built  stroi^,  deep-planted,  —  Mercy  there  unfurls 
Hiir  white  flag,  and  the  bark  that  stands  the  shock. 
The  tempests  tossing  tide,  the  breaker's  burst,  shall 
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Much  etudy  is  a  weariness :  —  so  said 

The  saee  ra  sages,  and  the  aching  eye, 

The  pallid  cheet,  the  trembling  frame,  the  head 

Throbbing  with  thonght  and  torn  with  agony. 

Attest  his  truth;  and  yet  we  will  obey 

The  intellectual  Numen,  and  will  gaze 

In  wondering  awe  upon  it,  and  will  pay 

Worship  to  its  omnipotence  ;  the  blaze 

Of  mind  is  as  a  fount  of  fire,  that  upward  plays 


Aloft  on  snow-clad  mountains,  on  whose  breast 

Unspotted  purity  has  ever  lain  ; 

The  clouds  of  sense  and  passion  cannot  rest 

Upon  its  shadowy  suminit,  nor  can  stain 

The  white  veil  which  enwraps  it,  nor  in  vain. 

Boll  the  white  floods  of  liquid  heat ;  they  melt 

The  gathered  stopes  of  ages,  to  the  plain 

They  pour  them  down  in  streams  enkindling,  felt 

By  every  human  heart,  in.  myriad  channels  dealt. 


This  is  the  electric  spark  sent  down  from  Heaven, 
That  woke  to  second  life  the  man  of  clay ; 
The  torch  was  lit  m  ether,  light  was  given. 
Which  not  all  passion's  storms  can  sweep  away. 
There  is  no  closing  t«  this  once-risen  day ; 
Tempests  may  darken,  hut  the  sun  will  glow, 
Serene,  unclouded,  dazzling,  and  its  ray 
Through  some  small  crevices  will  always  flow, 
Nor  leave  in  utter  night  the  world  that  grope*  below. 
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And  iiow  and  then  some  spirit  from  the  throng. 
With  wings  Dtedalean,  in  his  rj^e  will  soar, 
And  spreading  wide  his  pinions,  with  a  strong 
And  desperate  effort,  from  this  servile  shore 
Mounting  lilte  Minder's  swans,  whoso  voices  pour 
Mtilodbus  music,  like  the  dying  fall 
Of  zephyrs  in  a.  pine  grove,  or  the  roar 
Heard  through  the  lonely  forest  when  the  pall 
Of  night  o'erhanga  us,  borne  from  some  far  waterfeU. 


With  wing  as  tireless,  and  with  voice  as  sweet. 
His  eye  the  falcon's,  and  his  heart  the  dove's. 
He  lifts  his  heavenward  daring,  till  the  heat 
Of  that  same  orb  he  aimed  to,  which  he  loves 
To  mark  with  keen  eye  till  the  cloud  rcmovea 
That  gave  its  glow  a  softness,  with  its  blight 
Withers  his  sinewy  strength  ;  so  Heaven  reproves 
The  minds  that  scan  it  with  audacious  sight, 
And  seek  with  restless  gaze  too  pure,  umningled 
light. 


Gay  was  the  paradise  of  love  he  drew. 
And  pictured  in  his  fancy ;  he  did  dwel] 
Upon  it  till  it  had  a  life  ;  he  throw 
A  tint  of  Heaven  athwart  it.     Who  can 


And  plucked  aside  the  veil,  —  he  saw  a  hell. 
And  o'er  it  curled  blue  flakes  of  lurid  flame. 
He  laid  him  down,  and  clasped  his  damp,  chill  brow 
in  shame. 


His  fall  b  as  tho  Titans',  who  would  tear 
The  thunder  from  their  monarch,  and  would  pile 
Their  mountain  stairway  to  Oljmpua,  where 
The  bolt  they  grasped  at  pierced  tnem ;  with  a  smile 
Of  fearless  power  the  thunderer  sat  the  while. 
And  mocked  their  fruitless  toiling,  then  he  hurled 
His  whitening  arrows,  and  at  once  their  guile 
And  force  were  blasted,  and  their  fall  unfvirled 
An  awful  wammg  flag  to  a  presumptuous  world. 


They  stand,  a  beacon  chained  upon  the  rock ; 

Heaven  o'er  them  Ma  unveiled  her  boundlesa  blue ; 

Ambition's  sun  still  scorches,  and  the  mock 

Of  all  their  high  desires  is  full  in  view ; 

Affection  cools  their  foreheads  with  no  dew 

Of  melting  hearts,  no  rain  of  pitying  eyes ; 

The  vulture,  conscience,  gnaws  them ;  ever  new 

Their  heart's  torn  fibres  into  life  will  rise  ; 

The  gorging  fiiry  clings,  repelled  she  never  flies. 


These  are  the  men  who  dared  to  rend  the  veil 
Religion  hung  around  us ;  they  would  tear 
The  film  from  off  our  eyes,  and  break  the  pale 
That  bound  the  awe-stmek  spirit,  nor  would  spare 
The  worship  paid  by  ages ;  in  the  glare 
Of  their  red  torches  Piety  grew  bhnd. 
And  saw  no  more  her  comforter ;  her  ftdr 
And  fond  hopes  lost  their  beauty.     Can  the  mind 
When  rifled  of  ils  faith,  bo  dear  a  solace  find  ? 
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They  pnll  down  Jove  from  liia  Idfean  throne  ; 
They  quench  the  Jew's  Shechinah,  and  the  cross. 
That  bore  the  mangled  corse  of  Heaven's  own  Son, 
They  trample  in  the  dust,  and  spurn  as  dross; 
And  will  they  recompense  the  world  its  loss  ¥ 
Hive  they  a  feirer  light  to  cheer  our  gloom  ? 
O.  no  I  —  the  grave  yawns  on  us  as  a  fosse. 
Where  we  must  sleep  for  ever ;  this  our  doom,  — 
Body  and  mind  shall  rot  and  moulder  in  the  tomb. 


There  ia  a  mourner,  and  her  heart  is  broken. 
She  is  a  widow ;  she  is  old  and  poor ; 
Hiir  only  hope  is  in  that  sacred  token 
Of  peaceful  happiness,  when  life  is  o'er ; 
She  asks  nor  wealth  nor  pleasure,  begs  no  more 
Than  Heaven's  delightful  volume,  and.  the  sight 
Of  her  Redeemer.     Sceptics!  would  you  pour 
Your  blasdng  viala  on  her  head,  and  blight 
Sharon's  sweet  rose,  that  blooms  and  charms  her 
being's  night  V 


She  lives  in  her  affecUons ;  for  the  grave 
Hits  closed  upon  her  husband,  children ;  all 
Her  hopes  are  with  the  arm  she  trusts  will  save 
Her  treasured  jewels ;  though  her  views  are  sm 
Though  she  has  never  mounted  high,  to  fall 
And  writhe  in  her  debasement,  yet  the  spring 
Of  her  meek,  tender  feelings  cannot  pall 
Her  unperverted  palate,  but  will  bring 
A  joy  without  regret,  a  bliss  that  has  no  sting. 


PROMETHEUS. 


Even  as  a  fount^n,  whose  unsullied  wave 
Wells  in  the  pathless  valley,  flowing  o'er 
With  alent  waters,  kissing,  as  they  lave, 
The  pebbles  with  light  rippling,  and  the  shore 
Of  matted  grass  and  flowera,  —  so  softly  pour 
The  breathings  of  her  bosom,  when  she  prays, 
Low-bowed,  before  her  Maker ;  then  no  more 
She  muses  on  the  griefs  of  former  dap ; 
Her  full  heart  melts  and  flows  in  llearen's  dissc 


And  Faith  can  see  a  new  world,  and  the  eyes 
Of  saints  look  pity  on  her ;  death  will  come ; 
A  few  short  moments  over,  and  the  prize 
Of  peace  eternal  waits  her,  and  the  tomb 
Becomes  her  fondest  pillow ;  all  its  gloom 
Is  scattered.    What  a  meeting  there  will  be 


Theirs  is  the  health  which  lasts  through  all  eternity. 


There  is  a  war  within  me,  and  a  strife 
Between  my  meaner  and  my  nobler  powers ; 
1  would,  and  yet  I  cannot,  part  with  life : 
T  is  as  a  scorpion's  sting  to  view  those  hours 
Where  soul  has  bowed  to  sense,  and  darkly  lowers 
The  fature  in  the  distance.     There  are  men. 
Whose  strange-blent  nature  now  an  angel's  towers, 
And  rides  among  the  loftiest,  and  then 
Seeks,  like  a  snarling  dog,  tlie  cynic's  squalid  den. 


They  nestle  in  their  prison ;  they  can  find 

No  friend  t«  pour  their  hearts  on ;  they  would  cling 

Closer  than  ivy  to  the  kindred  mind 

They  touch.     Its  ice-cold  freezes ;  then  they  fling 

Affection  to  the  winds,  and  madly  spring 

To  shun  their  hated  fellows  in  some  cave ; 

A  leaden  weight  confines  their  spirit's  wing, 

Life  palls  them,  there  is  naught  beyond  the  grave. 

They  turn  a  sneer  on  Him  who  gives  his  hand  to 


Theirs  is  the  boundless  love  of  sentient  being;  — 
As  they  have  now  the  will,  had  they  the  power, 
Were  but  then-  longings  and  their  strength  agreeing, 
Their  outspread  hana  a  flood  of  bliss  would  diower. 
And  wake  the  moral  world,  as  in  the  hour 
Of  spring  wakes  living  nature;  —  from  his  sleep 
Of  vice  and  superstition  man  should  tower ; 
Thoughts  pure,  high  feelings,  purpose  strong  and 

Should  lift  liim  on,  like  wings,  up  virtue's  craggy 


And  flowers  should  bloom  on  his  ascending  track, 
Like  roses  on  their  wild  thorns,  by  the  way 
The  hunter  scales  the  mountains,  nor  should  lack 
Music  of  tuneliil  birds ;  the  flute  should  play 
The  soft  iurs  of  the  shepherdess ;  when  ifcy 
Spreads   the   broad  plane-tree's  noon  shade,  and 

when  night 
Spangles  her  silent  canopy,  away 
By  some  dark  cavern  on  the  lonely  height. 
The  full-voiced  Iiymn  should  tell  the  hermit's  holy 

flight; 
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"Who  sits  done  in  darkness,  wrapped,  in  musing, 
Commnnii^  with  the  Universe,  the  Power, 
"Whose  ceaseless  mercy,  love  and  life  diffiiang, 
IKds  the  sun  dart  his  warm  raj^,  sends  the  shower, 
Mantles  the  turf  in  green,  and  decks  the  bower 
"With  tufted  leaves  and  wreathed  flowers,  whose 

Earth's  incense,  breathes  most  sweetly  at  the  hour 
"When  soft-descending  night-dews  st*ep  the  bloom. 
And  with   their  star-lit  gems  the  mantling  arch 
illume ; 


And  from  this  waste  of  beauty  fills  the  urn 
Of  plenty  with  her  fair  flTiits,  spreads  the  pimn 
With  all  the  wealth  of  harvest,  the  return 
Of  Spring's  delightful  promise,  with  a,  chain 
Of  love  and  bounty  binding  life's  domain 
To  Him  who  by  his  fiat  gave  it  birth. 
Else  had  these  flowery  fields  a  desert  lain, 
And  all  the  riches  of  the  teeming  earth 
■Been  withered  by  the  touch  o±  endless,  hopeles! 
dearth ; 


Else  had  one  wilderness  of  rock  and  sand, 
Treeless  and  herbless,  where  no  rain  nor  dew 
Poiired  their  reviving  influence,  one  land 
Of  sparkling  barreness,  ajjpalled  the  view, 
And  o'er  it  heaven  had  raised  its  cloudless  blue, 
Hot  as  the  burning  steel's  cerulean  glow, 
And  the  sun's  blasting  arrows  darted  through 
The  scorched  brain,  till  its  lava  biood  would  flow 
In  torrents,  and  its  veins  throb  with  delirious  throe ; 
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And  man  had  died  of  thirst  and  famine ;  — -  Death. 
Cornea  not  with  direr  aspect;  eyes  of  blood, 
Staring  and  bursting  \  frequent,  fiery  breath 
Heaved  from  the  breast,  that  seems  one  boiling  fiood 
Of  maddening  pulses,  writhing  as  a  brood 
Of  serpents  roused  to  fury ;  like  their  hiss 
They  rush  along  the  swoln  veins,  and  for  food 
His  parched  jaws  gnaw  his  flesh,  and  oh!  what  bliss 
To  drain  his  life's  warm  stream !  —  there  is  no  death 
like  this. 


TTiia  is  the  living  prototype  of  hell,  — ■ 
The  earth  all  fire  without,  all  llame  within, 
And  conscience  barking  like  a  Hysen's  yell. 
And  pouring  ouC  her  vialed  wrath  on  ein ; 
She  Lghts  her  torch  unwasling,  —  then  begin 
Asres  of  endless  torture,  ftir  the  heart 
Whom  Circe  and  the  tempting  Sirens  win, 
While  listening  to  their  voice,  must  feel  the  smart 
And  pangs  of  unfed  Hope's  forever  probing  dart. 


The  clouds  are  gathering  on  ^   , 

And  in  their  dark  veil  wrap  those  cliffs  and  towers 
Of  wasteless  granite,  those  enduring  props. 
On  which   the   arch  of  heaven   rests,  where  the 

powers 
Of  winter  hold  their  rule,  even  in  the  hours 
Wlien  sultry  summer  scorches ;  there  they  roll 
And  spread   their  ftuwning  curtains;  night  there 


..Cougic 


PR0METHEU9. 


In  hazy  gloom  the  threatening  tempest  broods, 
Crownmg  with  ebon  wreaths  the  mountain's  cone 
And  holing  in  its  magazine  the  floods 
That  BOOn  will  hany  headlong  from  its  throne, 
From  rock  to  rock  impetnous  pouring  down 
Their  dark,  foam-created  waters,  as  the  mane 
Waving  amid  the  rush  of  war,  and  drown. 
In  their  wide-wasting  waves,  the  cultured  plain. 
And  bear  flocks,  forests,  towns,  and  harvests  to  t 


And  see,  —  the  cloudy  billows  heave  their  aurgea, 

In  airy  tides,  along  yon  western  wall, 

Now  swiftly  rolling  as  the  roused  wind  urges, 

Now  hanging  silent  as  the  wild  blasts  &U, 

Drooping  in  massy  fblda,  aa  if  the  pall 

Of  all  these  sweet  scenes  o'er  us  were  outspread; 

Even  as  a  spectre  rising  grim  and  tall 

At  night  to  some  scared  wanderer,  fancy-led, 

Sullen  and  dim  and  dark,  towers  yonder  m 


A  solemn  pause,  —  the  woods  below  are  still ; 
No  breezes  wave  their  hght  leaves,  and  the  lake 
Lies  like  a  sleeping  mirror ;  on  the  hill 
The  white  flocks  eye  the  reun-drops,  that  will  slake 
Their  hot  thirst,  and  the  screaming  cnrlews  take 
Their  circling  flight  along  the  silent  stream ; 
Save  their  storm-loving  music  now  awake, 
Nature  seems  slumbering  in  a  midnight  dream ; 
She  starts!  —  behoM  oToh  that  sudden,  quivering 

gi.... 


PROMETHEUS. 


The  torch  is  lit  among  the  clouds,  —  the  _peals 
Eoar  through  the  lonely  wilds,  and  echoing  swell 
Around  the  far  horizon ;  —  earth  now  feels 
And  trembles  as  she  listens.      Who  can  tell 
The  spirit's  awe  ?  as  if  it  heard  its  knell, 
It  bows  before  the  Power,  whose  hand  controls 
Lightning  and  wind  and  waves,  who  loves  to  dwell 
In  storms,  and  on  its  path  the  tempest  roDs, 
Whose  words  are  Ixjlts,  whose  glance  electric  pierces 


And  makes  the  bold  blasphemer  pale  with  awe, 

And  sljlls  the  madman 'a  laugh,  and  strikes  with  dread 

The  brow,  that  bore  defiance  to  the  law 

Stamped  on  the  universe ;  he  hides  his  head 

In  darkness  like  the  ostrich  ;  all  those  led 

By  his  once  fearless  mocking  slink  away. 

And  o'er  them  prostrate,  wratlifiil  angels  tread. 

And  draw  their  fiery  arrows,  and  repay 

With  fear  and  death  the  hearts  that  dare  to  disobey. 


'T  ia  night,  and  we  are  on 

The  air  is  motionless,  and  not  a  breath 

Of  wind  ia  whispered,  and  the  pure  dews  drop 

From  heaven,  like  tears,  upon  this  lovely  death 

Of  nature,  while  the  landseape  underneath, 

And  the  vast  arch  above,  smile  in  the  ray 

Of  the  full  moon,  who,  circled  in  her  wreath 

Of  alory,  walks,  a  queen,  her  lofty  way. 

And  pours  upon  the  world  a  softer,  calmer  day. 
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The  hills,  the  plaina,  and  meadows,  far  below, 
Sparkle  with  watery  diamonds,  and  the  stream 
That  steals  in  oft  meanders,  in.  its  flow 
Of  peacefulness,  is  silvered  with  her  beam, 
And  the  round  basins  in  the  woodlands  seem 
Like  mirrors  circled  in  a  pearly  row. 
And  like  the  colors  of  the  djing  bream, 
The  sdl  mists  hovering  round  them,  bear  the  bow, 
The  aerial  brede  of  light,  lit  with  a  mellower  glow, 


Than  when  it  ats  majestic  on  the  storm. 

What  time  it  hangs  along  the  eastern  sky. 

The  herald  of  retnminc  calm,  its  form, 

As  imaged  erst,  a  maiii  of  peacettil  eve. 

Who  on  her  dewy  saffron  wings  would  fly, 

And  roll  away  the  clouds  along  the  wind, 

And  laughing  as  she  saw  the  ear  on  hin-h 

Shine  in  its  full  effulgence,  as  the  mind, 

Whom  sense  can  never  sink,  nor  passion's  fury  blind. 


So  rolls  that  car  along  its  arch  of  blue. 

And  shines  with  a  aerener  effiuence ;  ^r 

Wakened  by  fanning  breezes,  charms  anew 

The  flushed  cheek  with  its  coolness ;  heaven  is  fair, 

A  speck  dims  not  its  liquid  azure,  there 

The  eye  can  rest  with  calmness,  and  the  green 

And  bloom  of  grass  and  flowers  new  rii;hness  wear, 

And  sweeter  incense  rises  from  the  bean 

And  jessamine  and  ros^>,  tJiat  scent  this  dewy  scene. 
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As  when  the  twilight  of  a  weary  life 

Comes  on  with  quietness  apd  purity, 

And,  after  vainly  struggling  in  the  strife 

Of  pleasure  or  ambition,  from  the  eye 

The  film  falls,  and  the  mantling  vapors  fly. 

And  man  stands  forth  in  his  pure,  native  worth, 

And,  after  tears  for  lost  years  hurried  by. 

The  soul  awakens  to  a  second  birth. 

And  for  afe  w  hours  knows  there  is  a  heaven  on  earth. 


Live  for  the  present  moment,  but  live  so 

As  you  might  live  for  ever ;  hat  the  cares 

And  toils  of  this  poor  trau^ent  being  go. 

And  pluck  the  ftTiit  the  tree  of  knowledge  bears, 

And  gaze  upon  the  charms  which  virtue  wears. 

Till   her   eye's  light  has  filled   and  warmed  your 

breast ; — 
Be  strim^  and  bold  and  active ;  —  he  who  dares 
Contend  in  virtue's  panoply  is  blest 
A]oae  with  Heaven's  unstained,  enduring,  noiseless 


Give  me  the  evening  of  a  summer's  day, 
A  long  bright  day  of  glory,  when  the  sun 
Is  most  effulgent,  and  the  earth  most  gay, 
And  after  deeds  of  lofty  daring  clone. 
And  palms  on  many  a  field  of  combat  won. 
Where  tempests  rage,  or  noontide  glows  will 
And  when  the  miuu  its  high  career  has  run 
To  seek  a  covert  at  this  silent  hour, 
Where  songs  and  galea  may  lull  in  some  i 
bower. 
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'Tis  night,  and  winds  are  hushed;  —  the  leaves  ai 


Drips  o'er  the  face  of  yonder  mountain's  broTf, 

The  moonbeams  shine  aa  on  Endj^iion ;  tio\t 

The  forests  are  unpeopled  of  those  gay 

And  lovely  nyirpha  and  wanton  fauns,  but  how 

They  gave  the  fancy  of  the  poet  play, 

And  threw  a  rosy  hue  and  periumo  o'er  his  lay  I 


The  Spring  came  forth,  and  with  her  came  a  trwn 
Of  hours  and  loves  and  graces ;  every  bower 
Concealed  its  nymph,  and  every  flowery  plain 
Waa  full  of  lighi-winged  Cupids  ;  for  the  power 
Of  love  awaked  the  universe,  the  hour, 
When  Hymen  lit  his  torch,  and  Psyche  cama 
Wrapped  in  the  embrace  of  Eros,  and  a  shower 
Of  sweets  was  poured  around  them,  and  a  flame 
Shot  from  the  glowing  eyes  of  that  enamored  dame. 


She  gave  her  soul  to  love,  and  on  her  lip 
Her  heart  stood,  and  he  kissed  the  prize  away. 
More  sweet  than  when  the  dews  from  roses  drip 
In  spangles  on  the  grass,  in  early  day. 
When  emerald  sylphs  on  airy  pinions  play. 
And  lightly  hover,  as  the  leaves  unfold 
And  spread  their  vermeil  velvet,  in  the  ray 
Poured  through  the  leafy  canopy,  and  rolled 
O'er  all  the  bloom  below  in  waving  floods  of  gold : 


PROMETHEC3. 


The  lilac  puqjling  with  it 

Breathing  a  milky  sweetu 

From  Aden's  groves  of  rajrrh,  where  summer  fires 

The  living  world  to  rapture ;  but  the  calm, 

Cool  ahaift  of  spreading  maples,  than  the  palm 

With  all  its  crimson  clusters  charms  mo  more ; 

The  violet,  lurking  underneath  the  halm 

Of  withered  grass  tufts,  has  a  dearer  store 

Of  sweets,  than  all  the  flowers  that  glow  on  Ceylon's 


The  heart  cannot  be  cold  in  such  a  shade ; 

It  will  be  melted,  as  the  icy  stream 

That  steals  with  limpid  current  through  the  glade. 

And  murmurs  not  in  winter,  but  the  beam 

Of  warmth  dissolves  it;  as  a  fleeting  dream 

The  fretted  icicles  are  gone,  the  wave, 

Gliding  o'er  snowy  sands  in  morning's  gleam, 

Chimes  like  the  song  of  sorrow  Cycnus  gave. 

In  tones  of  dying  woe,  around  his  brotlwr's  gtaive. 


How  poor,  how  weak,  how  unpotent  is  man  1 

Cradled  in  imbecility,  the  prey 

Of  those  who  love  hun  fondest,  who  will  fan 

His  passions  by  indulgence,  and  will  sway 

To  sense  and  self,  and  pride  and  fear,  and  play 

Then-  apish  tricks  upon  him,  till  his  sold 

Has  lost  its  native  innocence  ;  the  ray 

Kindled  Irom  Heaven,  while  feeble  yet,  is  stole 

By  sirens,  and  than  quenched  in  pleasure's  mantling 


The  foaming  goblet  sparkles  to  the  brim, 
And  heedieBS  youth  hangs  o'er  the  glowing  stream, 
And  in  its  amber  waters  gayly  ewim 
The  fairest  viaons  of  enehantment's  dream, 
And  o'er  it  plays  a  soft  and  Bunny  beam, 
That  steals  in  serpent  windings  to  the  heart, 
And  like  a  viper's  lid  in  roses  gleam 
The  flashings  of  its  keen  eyes,  as  a  dart 
With  venom  tipped,  they  give  deep  wounds  tiiat 
ne'er  depart. 


We  lie  along  in  gay  voluptuous  ease,  — 

The  full  vme  mantles  o'er  us,  and  our  pillow 

Of  mingled  moss  and  flowers ;  the  hmn  of  bees 

•Sucking  the  dew  of  roses,  and  the  willow 

Now  hung  in  downy  bloom,  and  elothed  in  yellow, 

Comes  like  a  drowsy  zephyr  on  the  ear, 

And  the  clear-flowing  fountain  murmurs  mellow. 

And  airy  birds  in  mazy  eircles"veer, 

And  all  seems  fair  and  bright  as  some  celestial  sphere. 


We  sip  the  cup  of  promise,  and  we  drain 

With  ei^er  lip  its  nectar,  till  the  fume 

Mounts  kindhn^  to  the  wild  and  heated  brcun ; 

And  then  all  thmgs  a  richer  tint  assume. 

And  are  enrobed  in  splendor,  and  illumed 

With  gay  looks,  and  bright   eyes,  and   speaking 

glances, 
And  laughing  frolic  waves  her  spangled  plume, 
And  revelry  with  light  step  featly  dances. 
And  on  their  rainbow-wiags  flit  round  a  crowd  of 

fancies. 
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And  from  our  couch  we  spring,  ^ —  we  scarce  ca 
This  poor  earth  in  our  ecstasy ;  on  hiah 
We  float  through  fields  of  ether,  overhead 
Swells  with  a  muer,  loftier  arch  the  sky, 
And  on  an  e^le's  wings  we  seem  to  fly. 
And  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  world  appear 
In  daiiling  beauty  to  the  fancy's  eye, 
And  like  the  tunefijl  spirit  of  some  sphere, 
The  sweet  winds  pour  full  floods  of  music  in  c 


As  breezes  ftwm  Sabiea  o'er  the  main 
Waft  ft-agamce  on  their  pinions  from  the  groves 
Of  myrrh  and  cassia,  and  the  snowy  plain 
Of  coffee-blossoms,  where  the  Queen  of  Lores, 
Drawn  in  her  pearly  car  by  purple  doves. 
Would  linger  with  most  fbndnesa  on  her  way ; 
A  land  of  passion,  —  under  shady  coves 
Hollowed  m  living  rock,  they  spend  the  day, 
To  see  their  hounes  dance  ana  hear  their  cjdierns 
play. 


The  past  is  gone,  —  it  can  return  no  more, 

The  dew  of  life  exhaled,  its  glory  set ; 

It  has  no  other  goods  for  me  m  store, 

It  is  a  dreary  wudemess,  and  yet 

I  fondly  look  and  linger.  .  In  the  net 

Of  pleasure  all  the  breathings  of  my  soul. 

The  burning  thoughts  alone  on  Learning  set 

In  tender  childhood,  pointed  to  the  goal 

Where  bards  and  sages  aimed,  in  youth  blind  leaders 
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And  vile  companions  rifled,  and  they  left 
My  heart  dispirited  and  sunk  and  poor, 
Of  all  its  hignest  hopes  and  wants  bereft, 
A  pinnace  on  the  waves  with  naught  to  moor 
Or  bind  it  to  the  safe  bank ;  from  the  shore, 
Where  my  best  powers  stood  weeping,  o'er  the  deep. 
Tossing  and  madly  heaving,  wild  winds  bore 
My  dark,  distracted  being,  where  fiends  keep 
Their  orgies,  and  the  worm  that  gnaws  will  never 


There  is  no  hope ;  —  ten  years  the  winds  have  blown, 
Tliat  bore  me  to  my  ruin,  and  the  waves 
Roll  in  my  wake  like  mountains.      Joy  has  flown, 
And  left  behind  the  lonely,  turflesa  gravea 
Of  early,  fond  attachments; —  like  the  slaves 
Bound  fettered  to  the  galley,  at  the  oar 
Sdll  I  must  toil  uncheered,  or  in  the  caves, 
Where  not  a  ray  of  hope  comes,  I  must  pour 
Tears,  hitter  tears,  that  well  from  the  heart's  bleed- 


The  soul  that  had  its  home  with  me  was  bright, 
Its  early  promise  as  the  flowers  of  spring, 
Proftise  in  richness  as  the  dawning  light. 
When  the  cay,  rosy-footed  hours  take  wing. 
And  from  the  glowing  east  the  coursers  spring, 
That  bear  the  car  of  day  along  its  road, 
And  o'er  a  waking  world  their  radiance  fling,  — 
So  bright  the  stream  of  mind  within  me  flowed, 
It  had  one  only  wish,  —  to  scale  the  high  abode. 


Where  Truth  has  reared  her  awful  throne,  and  pure 
Platonic  Beauty  ats,  a  smiling  bride, 
The  M^esty  that  bows,  and  to  allure 
The  winning  charms  of  Virtue  by  his  side. 
Curs«d  be  the  drawling  pedants,  who  divide 
The  monarch  from  his  lovely  queen,  and  ank 
The  soul  in  stupid  awe,  too  soon  to  hide 
Its  coward  head  in  Pleasure's  lap,  and  drink 
Her  tempting,  fiery  draughts.  —  Stop !  ye  are  on  the 


Of  endlesg  woe  and  ruin ;  —  sleep  no  more,  — 

The  charm  will  soon  be  broken.     Te  will  wake, 

And  find  the  alluring  hours  that  wooed  you  o'er. 

And,  rising  like  a  fury,  Vice  will  shake 

Her  smoky  torch,  and  in  your  heart's  blood  slake 

Itfl  hell-lit  fires,  and  you  will  seek  in  vain 

The  young  days  that  have  vanished ;  in  the  lake, 

That  priests  have  drawn  so  highly,  there  remain 

But  years  of  hopeless  thought,  and  still  returning 


The  world  may  scorn  me,  if  they  choose,  —  I  C! 
But  little  for  their  seoffinga,  —  I  will  think 
Freely,  while  life  shall  linger  on,  and  there 
1  find  a  plank,  that  bears  me ;  —  I  ma^  sink 
For  moments,  but  I  rise  again,  nor  shrink 
From  doing  what  the  love  of  man  inspires : 
I  will  not  flatter,  fawn,  nor  crouch,  nor  wink 
At  what  high-mounted  wealth  or  power  deares 
1  have  a  lotUer  aim  to  which  my  soul  aspires. 


.,t.AK>'^l>J 


On  all  the  capabilities  of  man, 

Not  like  Conoorcet's  waking  dreams,  't  is  boun< 

By  what  our  free,  unfettered  efforts  can, 

The  %h  career  that  Tully,  Hato,  ran. 

Or  higher  Bljll,  the  ideal  tiify  could  form. 

'T  is  ignorance,  not  nature,  puts  tlie  ban 

On  these  bright,  perfect  visions,  which  could  w 

Worthies  of  old,  who  lived  in  virtue's  darkest  sti 


They  saw  man  sunk  around  them,  grovelling,  vile, 
A  mass  of  brutal  grossness,  shivering  fear, 
Follies,  that  made  the  cold  Abderite  smile 
And  on  his  fellows  look  with  bitter  sneer. 
And  squalid  woes,  that  drew  the  Ephesian's  tear, 
Which  flowed  for  miseries  he  could  not  heal ; 
So  wept  the  man,  to  whom  all  life  was  dear, 
Whose  heart  was  made  most  sensitive  to  feel, 
And  from  a  wretched  world  in  hopeless  sorrow  steaL 


He  could  not  cure  the  malady,  —  too  deep 
The  poisoned  dart  was  planted ;  but  he  gave 
Hia  witness,  and  bis  voice  should  never  sleep, 
A  warning  sound  should  issue  from  his  grave. 
And  tell  to  ages  words,  which  heard  might  save 
From  woes  liie  those  he  suffered,  woes  like  mine ; 
The  man  who  will  spe^  boldly,  and  will  brave 
A  thoughtless  world's  contempt,  deserves  to  shine 
Bright  in  the   loftiest  niche  of  Fame's  enduring 
sliriiip. 
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To  feel  a  heart  ■witliin  thee,  tender,  flowing 
In  tears  at  others  p^n,  and  racked  with  thine, 
A  soul  that  longs  lor  high  att^nments,  glowing 
For  all  that  can  ennoble,  raise,  refine, 
Whose  dearest  bngings  seem  almost  divine, 
l^e  insatiate  gra^p  for  knowledge,  and  the  aim 
Of  tireless,  fearless  virtue,  then  to  pine, 
Unknown,  unvalued,  and  to  quench  the  flame 
Of  mindin  some  low  slough,  and  bid  farewell  to  fame. 


And  why '/  because  no  hand  was  near  to  cheek 
The  wanderings  of  my  childhood,  but  then-  care, 
If  care,  it  could  be  cafled,  which  caused  my  wreck, 
Made  sin's  descending  path  to  me  seem  fair ; 
They  poured  her  tempting  fruits  and  viands  there, 
And  kmdled  in  ray  heart  the  lava-stream 
Of  wasting  passion  ;  —  now  I  wake,  and  hare 
Before  me  lie  the  horrors  of  that  dream, 
Which  poor,  perverted  youth  the  fairest  Eden  deem. 


The  world  will  never  pity  woes  like  mine,  — 

'T  is  only  justice  pouring  out  her  flood. 

I  ask  no  pity,  nor  will  I  incline 

Weakly  before  the  cross,  nor  in  the  bhjod 

Of  others  wash  away  my  crimes ;  —  I  stood 

Alone,  wrapped  in  suspicion  and  despsdr. 

For  they  did  goad  me  early  to  that  mood ;  — 

I  hate  not  men,  but  yet  I  will  not  share 

Again  their  follies,  hopes,  their  toife  and  fears,  nor 
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The  mantle  of  the  hypocrite,  nor  bow 
Before  a  fancied  power,  nor  lisp  the  creed 
Which  offers  them  new  life,  they  know  not  how, 
A  blind  belief,  whose  ministers  will  lead. 
Even  aa  a  hireling  slave  the  shackled  steed, 
The  many,  who  to  Nature's  laws  are  blind. 
The  heart  whom  early  wrongs  have  taught  to  bleed. 
When  blended  with  a  bright  and  well-stored  mind, 
Jn  solace  Euch  as  this,  no  hope,  no  joy  can  find. 


I  will  not  lift  my  hand  against  those  laws. 
Which  Nature  wears  enstamped  upon  her,  nor 
Gird  me  to  battle  in  so  weak  a  cause. 
Nor  waste  my  efforts  in  so  fruitless  war ; 
But  1  will  weep  the  hopea  1  panted  for, 
Which  virtue  might  have  made  reality. 
And  know  that  fortune  with  malignant  star 
Lighted  my  path,  and  with  an  evil  e^e 
Left  me  to  those  who  crawled  in  Epicurus'  stye. 


I  see  the  charms  of  Virtue ;  —  can  1  take 
Again  her  narrow  path,  which  leads  to  Heaven  ? 
Be^de  it  flows  a  fountain,  whieh  can  slake 
The  temperate  thirst  of  nature,  there  are  pven 
Traits  which  refresh,  not  kindle ;  —  I  have  striven 
Against  the  long  perversions  of  my  frame, 
And  I  will  strive ;  but  no,  by  passion  driven, 
In  evil  hour  I  do  the  deed  of  shame. 
And  for  a  time  I  quench  the  soul's  reviving  flame. 
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I  have  no  hand  to  cheer  me  ; 
Whom  I  must  ever  long  for,  i.  ^  .^ 
Still  mine  in  all  mj-  f^Rn^  as  the 


Wakens  a  slumbering  worid,  she  n 

New  being  to  me,  and  my  soul  would  start, 

As  giants  from  their  sleep,  to  run  the  race 

Of  glory,  and  to  hurl  the  unerring  dart, 

Where  Victory  rears  her  palm-branch.  No,mychaBe 

Of  fejne  is  done,  and  left  behind  it  scarce  a  trace. 


Awake,  thou  sleeper,  from  thy  languid  dream 
Of  pleasure  crowned  with  roses ;  thou  must  take 
Anew  the  harp  of  solemn  tone,  —  a  theme 
Demands  thee  to  attune  it,  which  should  wake 
The  fire  within  thy  bosom  hid,  and  break 
The  flowery  fettere  that  entwine  thee.     Hark ! 
A  clear  voice  calls  thee,  where  the  blue  waves  make 
Music  around  the  light  and  bounding  bark. 
That  rides  the  shoreless  sea  of  mind,  a  heaven-built 


Fair  shines  the  sun  to  greet  thee  on  thy  way 
Over  the  hurried  ocean,  heaven  is  clear 
In  its  serenest  vestment,  light  winds  play 
And  sport  along  the  billows,  far  and  near 
Earth,  air,  and  sea  are  beautiful,  a  sphere 
Of  pui-est  light  o'erhsngs  thee,  fiil!  the  sail 
Swells,  as  the  north-wind,  in.  its  mild  career, 
With  the  still  breathing  of  a  summer  gale, 
O'er  the  long-rolling  deep  doth  steadily  prevail. 
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On  -mtli  thy  voyage  1  leave  the  darker  shore. 
Where  keener  spirits  feel  their  light  crow  dim, 
And  as  thy  while  wing  hastens  on  b^ore 
The  breath  of  heaven,  exalt  thy  tarewel!  hj-mn ; 
Weave  the  fresh  flowera  to  crown  thy  goblet's  brim, 
And  pour  thy  offering  to  the  powers  who  keep 
Watch  o'er  the  waters,  while  the  vessel's  rim 
Kdes  low  along  the  green  wave,  up  the  steep 
Climbing,  or  sinking  soft  into  the  furrowed  deep. 


On  o'er  the  boundless  waters !  thou  wilt  bear 
Prayers  for  mild  winds  and  sunshine ;  eveiy  soul, 
That  hath  a  portion  of  Heaven's  fire,  will  share 
In  all  thy  fortunes :  whether  ocean  roll 
Calm  in  a  mellowed  brightness,  or  the  whole 
Wrath  of  the  tempest  lash  it,  still  steer  on. 
Joyous  or  firm  in  courage ;  man's  control 
Is  on  the  sea,  and  proudest  wreaths  are  won 
Alone  in  those  wild  storms  where  hardest  deeds  are 


Up  with  thy  swelling  canvas !  now  the  g.ile 
Wooa  thee  to  strain  thy  corda^,  down  Hie  bay 
The  small  waves  fleet,  like  quick  streams  down  the 

Speeding  o'er  polished  stones  their  babbling  way ; 
The  shrill  voice  of  the  air  ftirbids  thy  stay. 
It  summons  thee  to  take  the  gift  it  throws 
With  such  a  smile  before  thee  :  —  now  when  day 
s:,.  ™  :,,  i.:„i.  .1, ^  ^}|g  p,,^  g^y  g,^^.g 
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■ Cougic 


Now,  in  this  noon  of  life,  tMs  jubilee 

Of  the  united  elements,  this  flow 

Of  soul  from  eye  to  eye,  this  iarmory 

Of  all  that  shine  above  with  all  below 

In  their  unfaded  loveliness,  this  glow 

Of  nature  in  ita  manhood ;  now  expand 

All  to  the  embrace  of  the  sweet  airs,  that  blow, 

Watting  fresh  odors  from  the  bowers  they  fanned. 

To  meet  the  sweeter  breath  of  a  diviner  land : 


Where  on  the  coast  the  flowering  myrtles  bend, 
Laden  with  Love's  own  garlands ;  in  its  rear 
Towers  a  fair  summit,  where  all  treasures  blend. 
That  Spring  showers  from  her  full  urn;  one  may 

Voices  that  speak  all  melody,  tones  dear 
To  young  hearts,  as  the  tones  of  those  we  love ; 
Sweeter  the  mellow  touch,  the  more  we  near 
The  thicket  where  it  dwells,  as  from  her  cove 
The  stock-dove's  widowed  voice  comes  wailing  thro' 
the  grove. 


Such  is  the  land  that  welcomes  thee  afar 

To  cut  thy  long,  bright  track,  and  proudly  go. 

Led  by  tlie  light  of  a  celestial  star, 

That  from  its  seat  of  beauty  sparkles  so. 

As  mind  from  its  dark  porta! ;  in  the  flow 

Of  the  broad  stream  of  ocean,  with  the  sky 

The  dome  to  crown  thy  temple,  and  the  clow 

Of  suns  to  light  and  cheer  thee,  sfnd  on  high. 

From  off  thy  full-toned  harp,  sounds  that  should 
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Bat  with  the  li)inns  that  have  been  sung,  of  old 
Bunting  on  Iip9  of  iospiraljoii,  glowiDg 
Deep  in  those  ancient  hearta  of  keener  mould. 
With  tireless  energy  their  treasure  throwing 
In  lavish  ^fts  arouud  them,  and  bestowing 
New  being  on  tie  wanderer  of  the  wild ; 
Those  spints  nerved  with  intellect,  all-knowing, 
Whose  voice  now  roused  in  terrca*,  now  they  smiled, 
Reading  soft  words  of  love  to  the  delighted  child ; 


"With  these,  and  all  hho  have  been  of  the  train. 

That  hold  the  power  of  harmony  to  give 

Joy  unto  others,  as  the  melting  rain 

"Wakens  the  earth,  so  that  all  freshly  live, 

And,  as  again  in  infancy,  revive 

AVith  an  intenser  hue  and  shade  of  green. 

When   the  waked  bees  come  thicker  from  tlioir 

O,  when  these  lords  of  harmony  convene. 

There  be  the  farewell  hymn  that  paints  the  part- 


Parewell  to  the  lost  land,  where  life  was  young, 
And  the  fresh  earth  seemed  lovely ;  where  the  heart 
First  felt  the  thrill  of  ecstasy,  when,  strung 
With  ita  fine  fender  chords,  all  could  impart 
Joy  to  its  laughing  innocence  —  I  start 
To  find  I  am  so  cold,  where  all  before 
Was  tinctured  with  divinity  —  we  part, 
Land  of  my  early  loves  1  thy  once  bright  shore 
Has  lost  its  dearest  charm.    Farewell  I  we  meet  no 


The  world  Ihat  k,  aeems  Eden  to  the  child ; 
The  rainbows  on  a  bubble  are  a  spell 
To  chain  him  iu  aweet  wonder ;  O,  how  wild 
Do  the  first  wakened  throbs  of  feeling  swell ! 
There  is  uo  music  like  the  village  bell, 
That  o'er  the  far  hills  sends  its  silver  sound. 
There  is  no  beauty  like  the  forms,  that  dwell 
In  flower  and  bud,  and  shell  and  insect,  found, 
When  through  the  watered  vale  we  take  our  infant 


But  this  is  for  the  new  mind,  —  soon  we  tire 
Of  all  this  simple  loveliness  we  form 
Within  a  magic  fane,  whose  6un.^lt  spire 
Burns  in  the  azure  firmament,  —  the  slorm 
h  portion  of  its  majesty,  we  warm, 
Not  tremble  in  the  lightning's  vivid  glare,  — 
Sounds  must  be  heard  from  Heaven,  that  they  inform 
The  spirit  with  the  life  of  thoucht,  and  bear, 
Through  all  their  unseen  flight,  the  souls  that  up- 


ward dare. 


The  world  imagined,  to  the  world  we  feel, 
Is  glory  and  magnificence  ;  we  turn 
From  earth  in  sated  weariness,  but  kneel 
Before  the  pomp  we  dream  of;  —  when  the  urn 
Holds  all  that  now  hath  form  and  life,  we  spurn 
The  shackles  that  debase  us  and  confine ; 
Deep  in  its  central  fountain  mind  will  bum 
Bri"hter  in  darkness,  like  the  gems  that  shine 
IViSi  a  fixed  eye  of  fire,  the  stars  of  cave  and  mini 
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When  the  gay  visions  onee  so  fair  are  fled, 

When  'Hme  has  dropped  his  rose-wreaths,  and  his 

Hath  only  snows  to  shade  it ;  hearts  hare  bled, 
And  healed  themselves  to  be  all  callous ;  now, 
In  the  cold  years  of  vanished  hope,  we  plough 
And  sow  in  barrenness,  to  reap  in  blight,  — 
Then  the  soul  in  its  solitude  doth  bow 
To  its  own  grandeur,  and  trom  outer  night 
Turns  to  the  world  within,  and  fiuds  all  loye  and 
light. 


Darkness  hath  then  no  covering,  but  its  veil 
la  as  a  pictured  curtain  o'er  a  scene. 
That  hides  the  life  of  some  bewittihing  tale. 
And  is  itself  all  beauty ;  on  the  green 
Before  an  ancient  temple  walks  the  queen 
Of  smiles,  dispensing  happiness  to  choirs 
Of  youths  and  maidens,  whose  ecstatic  mien 
Tells  of  (he  heart  within,  whose  keen  desires 
Bum  with  the  pure  flame  lit  trom  Love's  Olympiai 


Not  kindled  fi^m  the  altar,  which  below 

Stood  in  Idalia,  bowered  in  myrtle  shades, 

The  shrine  of  him  who  bore  the  burning  bow, 

Whose  earthly  passion,  ere  it  ripens,  faxles : 

T  is  the  one  Spirit,  who  with  light  pervades 

The  infinite  of  Deing,  but  controls 

Alike  the  insect  floating  through  the  glades 

On  the  soft  air  of  June,  or  human  soiSs 

New  in  their  merrv  mom,  or  all  that  lives  and  rolls 
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Wide  tKrough  the  wast«  of  ether,  sun  or  star, 
All  linked  by  Harmony,  nhich  is  the  <)hain 
That  binds  to  earth  the  orbs  that  wheel  afar 
Through  the  blue  fields  of  Nature's  wide  domtun ; 
From  flie  last  glimmerer  in  the  starry  train. 
To  that  which  is  to  us  the  God  of  day, 
From  the  beam  glancing  on  the  tosdng  m(un. 
To  the  full  floods  that  o'er  creation  play. 
And  feed  the  lamps  of  life,  all  feel  that  bouudlesa 


Love  ia  attraction,  and  attraction  lore ;  — 

The  meeting  of  two  fond  eyes,  and  the  beat 

Of  two  accordant  pulses,  are  above 

Planets,  that  always  tend,  but  never  meet; 

To  us,  that  have  a  feeling,  love  is  sweet. 

The  life  of  our  existence,  the  great  cum 

Of  all  our  heme  and  beauty,  —  but  they  fleet, 

Moments  of  fond  endearment,  —  years  will  tame 

The  electric  throb  of  bliss,  and  quench  the  spirit's 


But  yet  there  is  to  us  a  purer  li"ht, 
And  that  is  in  the  beautiAil  unlading, 
llie  mould  wherein  all  phantoms  of  delight 
Are  fashioned  into  loveliness ;  the  shading 
Of  earth  may  give  it  softness,  kindly  aiding 
The  weakness  of  our  feebler  nature,  while 
Mind  has  not  fledged  ils  pinions ;  soon  pervading 
Space  in  its  daring,  as  a  long-aou"ht  isle. 
It  turns  with  naked  gaze  to  that  Eternal  smile. 


;,  the  blue 

Mellowed  with  light's  ftiU  essence  on  the  sphere 
Wrapping  us  in  its  mantle,  whence  the  dew 
Falls  clear  and  pearly,  like  a  tender  tear 
Shed  on  the  hnes,  tliat  fade  so  quickly  here, 
But  are  awliile  so  beautiful,  —  the  sea 
That  smooths  its  gold,  or,  as  the  light  winds  Teer, 
Crisps  it,  or  decks  it  o'er  with  stars, —  the  sea 
Takes  all  it  hath  to  charm,  Eternal  Love !  from  thei 


And  thee  the  fountiUDa  worship,  where  they  lie 
Curling  in  silent  loveliness,  or  sending 
Through  the  flowered  vale  the  brook  that  prattles  by. 
Twinkling  o'er  polished  pebbles;  willows  bending 
Wave  in  thy  s<m  breath,  when  its  fragrance  lending 
Balm  to  the  new  spring  makes  the  earth  perfume: 
All  hues,  that,  o'er  the  tuiled  meadow  blending, 
As  the  wind  sinks  or  rises  oft,  assume 
New  shades  and  tints,  in  thee  expand  their  buds  and 
bloom. 


In  thee  all  creatures  gladden,  on  the  air 
Moving  their  filmy  wings,  or  calm  at  sail 
Skinunmg  the  winding  water  sheeted  fan-, 
As  the  sun  walks  above  it,  —  their  bright  mail 
Bums  on  the  polished  mirror,  which  doth  veil 
To  the  bossed  form,  that  studs  it  like  a  gem, — 
Whether  their  serried  pinions  cut  the  gale. 
Or  their  guick^lancinw  fins  the  current  stem. 
Or  earth  b  their  domain,  —  tJiy  life  enkindles  them. 
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And  man  becomes  thy  worshippei',  when  first 
The  sense  of  beauty  wakens  liim  to  kneel 
Before  the  Jm^es  which  thou  hast  nurst, 
And  stamped  them  with  thy  deep  eternal  seal,  — 
I'orms  from  which  age  and  ruin  cannot  ateal 
The  pure,  free  grace  of  nature ;  —  but  they  weai 
The  magic  charm,  in  which  we  live  and  feel 
Tliat  we  hare  caught  a  higher  sense,  and  bear 
New-wrought  withm  Our  soolg  the  essence  of  the  ts 


And  to  those  forms  of  light  our  wishes  t«nd. 
And  our  fixed  longing  is  to  stand  and  gaze. 
Where  to  the  Panan  sWne  the  mind  doth  lend 
Its  own  divinity,  and  pour  its  rays 
Harmonious  o'er  the  canvas,  where  life  plays 
In  the  flushed   cheek,   blue  veins,   and   speaking 

And  lip  with  passion  trembling ;  —  Mind  can  raise 
From  Its  unseen  conceptions,  where  they  lie 
Bright  in  their  mine,  forms,  hues,  that  look  Eternity ; 


That  send  through  the  long  waste  of  ages,  pure 

From  the  corruplion  of  a  grosser  time, 

Those  models  or  perfection,  which  endure, 

The  guides  of  all  the  graceful  and  sublime 

In  our  own  nature,  fashioned  in  the  clime 

Of  the  sweet  myrtle,  and  the  kindling  vine. 

Of  roseate  skies,  green  vales,  and  rocKs  that  climb 

Amid  the  never-wasting  snows,  and  shine 

In  the  glad  Sun, —-the  seat  of  all  they  held  divine. 
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It  was  from  gazing  on  the  faiiy  hues 

That  hung  around  the  born  and  dyln^  day, 

The  tender  flush,  whose  mellow  stain  mibues 

Heaven  with  all  freaks  of  light,  and  where  it  lay 

Deep-bosomed  in  a  still  and  waveless  bay. 

The  sea  reflected  all  that  glowed  above, 

"Tdl  a  new  sky,  softer  but  not  so  gay, 

Arched  in  its  bosom,  trembled  like  a  dove, 

When  o'er  her  silken  plumes  wanders  the  light  of 


It  was  from  gazing  on  them,  when  tiie  flowers 
First  wakened  from  their  wintry  sleep,  and  ftung 
Their  first  warm  tints  o'er  garden  beds  and  bowers. 
When  from  tiie  t«mple  roof  the  swallow  sung, 
And  in  the  thorny  thicket  sweetly  rung. 
Through  the  still  moonlight  hours,  the  hearl>-bveathed 

Of  the  lone  warbler,  —  when  the  loosed  steedsprung 
Brighto'erthesoundingplain.andthecharmedzone, 
In  one  soft  twine  of  love,  round  all  tliat  lived  was 
thi-own. 


When  there  were  dances  in  the  Platane  shades. 

And  the  vine  arbors  breathed  with  muao,  —  Night 

Looked  from  her  starry  throne  on  youths  and  maids, 

Bounding  and  shouting  in  their  fiiU  delight. 

From  the  round  orb  of  azure  sparkled  bright 

The  spirit  in  its  ecstasy,  wreathed  gold 

Flowed  tressed  behind  them,  as  their  footsteps  light 

Leaped  in  the  mazy  ring,  and  the  wide  fold 

Of  mantles  waved  to  fly  the  clasping  girdle's  hold : 


PBOMETHCrS. 


And  feeling  voices  blended  with  the'  lute. 
Raising  the  hyum  to  beauty  and  to  love, 
The  parent  and  the  infant  boy,  —  the  flute, 
In  tempered  sweetness,  flowing  like  the  dove, 
In  her  deep  sorrow,  from  the  elm  above 
The  dark  Btream  sleeping  in  seclusion;  so, 
As  the  voice  ceased,  and  Echo  from  her  cove 
Answered,  the  flute,  in  one  continual  flow, 
Breathed  every  winding  note  and  falling  touch  of 


And  smiles  were  changed  to  tears,  the  dance  became 
Still,  and  the  dancers  oreathleaa ;  yon  might  see 
In  the  ioft  dews  of  sorrow  quenched  the  Eaiae 
Of  buoyant  passion ;  — soon  the  sound  of  glee 
Rang  on  the  merry  cymbal,  then  all  free, 
As  the  winds  hurry  o'er  the  mountains,  beat, 
In  numbered  steps  attuned  to  melody. 
Round  the  close-shaven  green  then-  glancing  feet, 
Light  as  the  spotted  fawns  through  Tegean  forests 


And  there  the  pencil  and  the  chisel  drew 
ApoUos  and  Dianas ;  there  they  wrought 
Into  one  form  the  charms  that  nature  threw 
Round  the  fair  youth  of  Athens ;  there  they  sought 
All  the  soft  lines  of  elegance,  and  caught 
The  grandeur  too  of  loveliness,  which  lends- 
Power  to  the  young  god ;  there   they  culled  and 

brought 
From  innocent  forms  the  perfect  grace,  which  sends 
Such  magic  on  the  heart  of  youth,  that  awed  it  bends. 
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Once  ttey  were  planted  in  a  marble  fane 

Built  to  the  power  that  in  the  statue  stood, 

Or  untlemeath  the  blue  sky  on  the  plain, 

Or  in  the  diadow  of  a  sacreil  wood, 

Or  -where  the  poplar  quivered  o'er  the  flood. 

Itself  in  air,  its  ima^e  glassed  below : 

But  now  they  stand,  the  artist's  holy  food. 

Where  the  high  dome  permits  the  light  to  flow, 

Aloft  above  lie  crowd  that  wondering  gaze  below. 


And  there  they  stand,  still  perfect ;  though  the  stain 
Of  centuries  has  lent  to  them  a  hue, 
Which  tells  of  age  and  change,  'tis  not  in  vain, 
But  is  their  triumph:  they  have  risen  through 
The  roar  of  ruin  round  them,  U>  renew 
Taste  in  the  land  of  music,  and  of  form. 
And  tint,  and  shade ;  — so  eagerly  we  view 
The  long-toat  bark,  that  rudely  beat  the  storm. 
And  rode  unharmed,  tinwrecked,  where  aHiti  ' 


They  stand  replete  with  life,  the  marble  Bpcaks, 
And  the  eold  eye  looks  passion ;  they  might  tell 
Of  cultured  fields,  where  now  the  dead  fen  reeks, 
Of  pomp  and  feast,  where  bats  and  night  birds  dwell ; 
Though  from  their  first-raised  pedestal  they  fell. 
Yet  they  revived  in  glory.     It  is  sure. 
Stamped  by  the  seal  of  nature,  that  the  well 
Of  Mnd,  where  all  its  waters  gather  pure. 
Shall  with  unquestioned  spoil  all  meaner  hearta 
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"We  gaze  on  them,  and  on  the  ancient  page, 
And  read  its  mystic  characters,  which  seem, 
Through  the  expanding  haziness  of  age, 
The  fading  forms  of  a  m^estic  dream. 
Cold  is  the  heart,  that  not  on  such  a  theme 
Feels  the  warm  spirit  kindle ;  —  't  is  the  sonnd 
Of  a  gone  trumpet  rolling  on  the  stream 
Of  Time,  and  catching  still  at  each  rebound 
Deeper  and  clearer  tones  to  bear  ita  warning  round, 


And  ever  waken  from  the  dull  repose 
Of  peace  and  plenty,  where  we  waste  in  rust 
That  love  of  high  emprise  which  eyer  glona 
When  the  rouged  mind  hath  sternly  shook  the  dust 
From  off  its  robe,  and  in  a  childlike  trust 
To  its  own  inspiration,  and  the  power 
That  sjjeaka  from  buried  nations,  at  the  bust 
Of  ancient  Mind  gives  worship,  in  the  hour 
When  the  waked  eyes  of  Heaven  their  tempering 
influence  shower. 


Language  of  Gods  and  godlike  men !  thy  lone 
First  sounded  on  Olympus  from  the  lyre 
Of  the  glad  virgins,  when  around  the  tiirone 
They  raised  the  joyful  Piean,  in  a  choir 
Alternate  with  Apollo,  sitting  higher, 
Ihc  sovereign  of  all  harmony ;  — thence  came 
That  sounding  speech,  whose  words,  imbued  with  fire, 
Could  the  wild  wave  of  Athens  bend  and  tame, 
And  wreathe  tbe  poet's  harp  with  locks  of  lambent 


Thy  faintest  tone  13  music,  —  when  thy  words 
Come  o'er  my  ear,  I  seem  on  wiuga  at  play 
"With  every  bard  who  sung  thee.  Tike  the  birds 
Who  feed  on  dewy  air,  and  float  in  day. 
Speeding  in  endless  round  their  liyes  away. 
Aloft  above  the  region  of  the  storm, 
Where  naught  can  soil  their  golden  plumes,  nor  s< 
Their  swift  career,  —  no  sudden  gust  deform 
The  beauty  of  their  flight,  but  allis  still  and  wai 


And  tie  clear  sun  stands  over  them,  his  hair 
Waves  gloriously  athwart  the  perfect  blue ; 
There  is  no  rustling  in  the  deep,  calm  aar, 
But  one  eternal  tide  is  rolling  through 
The  far  expanse,  and  thus  it  ever  drew 
The  waves  of  ether  in  its  willing  train ; 
Higher  than  ever  wing  of  eagle  flew, 
Or  white  curl  dimmed  the  noon-vault  with  its  stain, 
There,  bird  of  Eden,  spreads  thy  pure  and  bright 
domaiu- 


And  thou  too  bast  a  voice,  and  oft  at  night, 
When  thy  wing  winds  among  the  stars,  t  is  said 
By  those  who  watch  the  sky  m  fixed  delight. 
On  fairy  dreams  of  wooing  fortune  led. 
When  the  cool  winds  around  the  flowery  bed 
Hid  in  the  garden  alcove  long  delay 
Because  the  spot  is  fragrant,  then  't  is  eaid 
The  midnight  gazer  hears  thee  far  away, 
Like  a  sweet  angel's  voice,  salute  the  coming  day. 


Fit  image  of  those  subtile  kindled  souls, 

Who  spurned  at  baseness,  and  arose  from  earth 

Indignantly,  who  fixed  in  Heaven  their  goala, 

Whose  only  rival  was  departed  worth ; 

Whose  restless  passion  labored  in  the  birth 

Of  moral  greatness ;  —  whether  on  the  page. 

Statue,  or  eanvas,  round  the  quiet  hearth, 

On  the  loud  Pi>yx,  or  in  the  sanguine  rage 

Of  fight,  —  they   sought  to   charm   dnd   conquer 


And  this  with  such  a  language,  sweetly  blending 

All  m  one  round  of  fidness,  that  it  flowed 

A  streamlet  or  a.  torrent,  ocean  sending 

Its  blue  waves  on  its  rocky  barrier,— glowed 

Sparkles  of  beauty  thickly  o'er  it,  —  strode 

Mind  on  its  breast,  like  Gods,  who  sail  through  air 

Throned  on  a  tempest-cloud,  —  whether  the  ode 

Burned,  or  the  epic  thundered,  or  the  fair, 

Fond  Lesbian  sighed  and  wooed,  the  magic  sound 


Yes,  but  the  accent,  the  nice  touch  and  tone, 
HaTe  perished  with  the  tongues  whose  melody 
Was  Music's  essence.     Tes,  the  sound  has  flown 
With  the  keen  life  aloft,  where  it  will  be 
Absorbed  and  blended  in  Eternity, 
The  spirit  of  a  grander,  purer  time ; 
Language  of  Heaven,  O  lend  thy  voice  to  me ! 
Give  me  the  [>erfect  note,  the  tempered  chime, 
That  I  at  times  may  feel  and  live  ivitli  the  sublime  | 
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That  I  may  read  the  rhapsodies  and  odes, 

And  proud  harangues,  and  flowing  histories. 

Those  flights  where  mortals  mingled  Trith  tho  Gods, 

And  threw  their  eye  beyond  the  life  that  is; 

Those  sun-bright  lessons  of  the  good  and  wise. 

Those  golden  sones  of  a  diviner  age,  —  ■ 

O,  could  roy  mind  but  caia  that  long-sought  prize, 

0,  could  I  take  the  early  Grecian  rage. 

And  pour  Homeric  fire  aiongmy  wandering  page, — 


There  should  bo  altars  to  thee,  and  the  flame 
Should  be  ethereal,  no  "rosa  earthly  fire 
Should  tjunt  their  marble  purity,  but  tame 
The  spark  of  Heaven  should  tremble  down  the  w 
And  with  the  Lghteet  element  eonspbe 
To  roll  Ml  floods  of  snowj'  light  to  thee, 
And  I  would  warm  my  spirit  m  that  pyre, 
And  all  that  lives  within  my  heart  should  be 
Devoted  to  tliy  will,  Eternal  Harmony ! 


Are  there  not  moments  when  we  fly  from  earth 

And  dwell  in  etiier  ?  Are  there  no  bright  hours 

Along  the  dull  of  life  J  Is  not  the  dearth 

Of  feeling  quickened,  and  the  dormant  powers 

Wakened,  bj"  living  with  the  domes  and  fowera 

We  fly  to  o'er  the  bounding  sea  ?     O  fane 

Of  Grecian  wisdom  1  that  in  ruin  lowers 

Over  the  rage  of  ignwanee,  again 

Thou  shalt  be  bright,  renewed,  and  pure  from  ever 
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And  I  would  go,  and  worship  at  thy  door ; 
I  dare  not  enter,  where  thy  form  doth  rear 
Thiit  beaming  lance,  which  stilled  the  battle's 


And  thirsting  Ihr  the  shouting  warrior's  blood  ; 
I  feel  within  my  soul  a  holy  fear 
Forbidding  me  to  enter  thy  abode, 
Where  none  but  grandest  minds  and  purest  hearts 
have  trod. 


Wisdom  enshrined  in  beauty,  —  O,  how  high 
The  order  of  that  bveliness !  the  blue 
That  rolls  and  flashes  in  thy  full,  round  eye, 
Thy  forehead  arched  ivith  sueh  a  stmnless  hue, 
Aa  crowns  the  eternal  mountains  lifted  through 
The  gathered  night  of  clouds,  the  smile,  the  trown, 
Blended  in  sweetness,  —  all  in  thee  can  view 
IIow  mind  and  virtue  linked  alone  bring  down 
On  mortal  heads  from  Heaven  the  stM^wreathed 
laurel  crown. 


Would  1  might  stand  beneath  thy  temple's  roof, 
Closed  from  the  entrance  of  all  ctanmon  light, 
From  all  the  sound  and  stir  of  man  aloot^ 
Whose  dark  air  makes  thy  segis  doubly  bright. 
As  the  broad  flash  glares  through  the  cloud  of  night 
With  an  intensur  redness,  —  could  I  stand 
Beneath  thy  roof,  and  frwn  thy  pure  lips  write 
The  volume  of  all  Truth,  —  but  no!  my  hand 
Will  not,  —  I  am  not  one  by  whom  thy  lore  is 
scanned. 
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K6,  I  should  rather  fly  among  the  bowers 
That  bloom  around  the  Idalian  dome,  and  take 
From  soft  Sicilian  plains  the  leaves  and  flowers. 
Of  which  a  coronal  of  love  to  make  ;  — 
Better  for  me  a  seat  beside  the  lake, 
"Where  the  enchanter  erst  his  wild  harp  hun" 
To  moulder  in  the  birches.     Why  not  wiJie" 
Those  witching  notes  again  ?     Shall  they  be  flung 
To  the  wild  mountain  winds  from  chords  so  long 


And  now  I  turn  me  to  the  misty  island, 
Which  rises  with  its  white  eliffs  from  tlio  ocean, 
I  turn  to  where  the  storm  broods  on  the  highland. 
And  the  sea  lifts  its  waves  in  angry  motion, 
And  there  again  I  feel  a  new  devotion 
Come  with  a  spell  of  power  athwart  me;  light 
Burns,  blazes  over  Greece,  but  wild  eonunolion 
Heaves  in  the  bosoms  of  the  North;  their  flight 
Is  on  the  whirlwind's  wing,  their  home  the  womb  of 
night. 


They  follow  nature,  who  hath  girt  their  lulls 
Wilh  a  dark  belt  of  ^ines,  whose  fitful  roar. 
Far  wafted  on  the  wind,  the  stout  heart  fills 
With  its  own  wild  sublimity ;  the  shore 
Breasts  the  rude  shock  of  waves,  that  rush  before 
The  ncalJi-wind  bursting  from  the  icy  pole  ; 
Yon  peaks,  that  lift  their  foreheads  bald  and  hoar. 
Where  the  long  wreaths,  that  tell  of  tempest,  roll, 
Stamp  mightily  and  deep  their  grandeur  on  the  soul. 


PROMETHEUS. 


They  love  the  rock,  -whose  dark  broiv  heetleg  far 
Into  the  wallowmg  ocean,  whose  white  waves 
Join  round  the  thundering  crag  in  mingled  war, 
Where  in  the  hollow  cavern  echo  raves, 
T.iko  the  long  groans  that  seem  to  come  from  graves, 
When  sheeted  spectres  burst  their  eerementa ;  high 
The  gannet  wheels  and  screams,  then,  Bkioping, 

The  fury  of  tlie  surge  that  rushes  by, 

And  then  rolls  dim  and  far  to  mingle  with  the  sky. 


Their  home  is  on  the  mountain,  where  in  mist 
They  darkly  dwell,  and  when  the  hoUow  sound 
Of  the  crushed  woods  comes  on,  they  fondly  list 
To  hear  the  winds  wake  up,  and  gather  round, 
Tilt  from  each  rocky  battlement  they  bound. 
Mingling  and  deepening,  like  the  waves  in  war, 
"Winch  on  the  mid-sea  heave  and  strive  around 
The  rock,  that  dares  their  madness ;  lond  afar 
Bolls  on  the  foam-lit  main  the  rush  of  Odin's  car. 


And  when  the  night  comes  down,  and  deeper  gloom 
Falls  on  the  cloud,  that  wraps  the  height  ra  shade, 
When  the  mist  moves  away,  and  opens  room 
To  catch  a  glimpse  of  lakes  in  moonlight  laid, 
For  all  below  is  by  the  dear  wind  made 
Serene  in  brightness,  then  the  lone  bard  throws 
A  glance  on  distant  beauty,  and  tiie  mtdd. 
White  as  the  foam  that  on  the  lashed  wave  rose. 
Sits  lonely  in  her  bower,  and  weeps  her  tender  woes. 
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Their  tenderness  is  dark ;  it  hath  the  hue 
Of  their  own  watery  allies,  and  thence  they  bear 
Its  tints  of  paleness,  for  the  light  sent  through 
The  floating  veil  of  mist,  that  dims  the  air, 
Sheda  a  faint  glinuneriiig  on  the  landacape  there, 
So  that  the  earth  aeems  weeping ;  when  they  mourn. 
Their  tones  are  wild,  but  sa£t ;  they  do  not  tear 
With  a  new  patig  the  heart  already  torn, 
That  finds  in  the  still  look  what  kills,  yet  must  be 
borne. 


Tlie  soaring  of  their  heights  uplifts  the  soul. 

And  gives  their  heavenward  daring  tc  the  heart. 

And  the  tossed  wavei,  that  midway  round  them  rdl. 

Seeming  below,  as  if  they  were  a  part 

Of  a  new  ocean  raging  there,  will  dart 

Their  sternness  on  the  eye,  that  loves  to  rise 

From  the  low  vale,  and  as  it  gazes  start 

To  see  above  them  floating  in  the  skiea 

Peaks  wliite  witb  eldest  snow,  and  gilt  with  sunset 


Dofra,  thy  brow  is  in  that  upper  air. 

No  cloud  e'er  went  as  high,  the  eagle's  wing 

Has  been  thy  only  visitant,  thy  bai^ 

And  piltared  cone  is  such  a  glorious  thing 

To  the  fap-gazing  Norseman,  when  the  sting 

Of  a  fond  love  of  country  prompts  him  on 

To  worship  at  thy  base,  and  upward  spring 

To  thy  eternal  walls,  which  in  the  sun 

Flash  far  and  purely  forth,  when  the  long  day  is 


Far  roiind  thy  fir-shf^ed  base  the  torrent  winds, 
Hoarse  as  the  voice  mLiberty,  who  bears 
With  open  breast  the  tempest,  irlien  it  binds 
Seas  in  its  chain  of  frost,  whose  brow  still  wears 
Part  of  its  once  deep  frown,  the  will  that  dares 
All,  when  invaaon  threats,  —  that  torrent  leaps 
Down  the  dark  gulf,  and  with  its  dashing  tears 
The  rock  in  deeper  rents,  and  ever  keeps 
Wild  music  in  the  wood,  that  o'er  it  bends  and 


The  roar  of  waters,  and  the  rush  of  winds 
Tlirough  the  blatk  boughs,  whose  tangled  branches 

Night  o'er  the  rift,  where  the  dashed  vapor  blinds. 
And  distant  down  the  gushing  waters  glow 
In  their  intense  convulaon,  as  they  go 
Plunging  and  lifting  high  their  frothy  swell ; 
Then,  as  a  new-sprung  arrow,  on  they  flow, 
Roaring  along  a  pit  that  seems  a  hell, 
Where  the  shook  caverns  ring  their  echoes  like  a 
kncll. 


So  Mind  takes  color  from  the  cloud,  tlie  storm, 
The  ocean,  and  the  torrent :  where  clear  skies 
Brighten  and  purple  o'er  an  earth,  whose  form 
In  uie  sweet  ifress  of  Southern  summer  lies, 
Man  djinks  the  beauty  with  his  gladdened  eyes. 
And  sends  it  out  in  music-;  —  where  the  strand 
Sounds  with  the  sui^nc  waves,  that  proudly  rise 
To  meet  the  frowning  clouds,  the  soul  is  manned 
To  mingle  in  their  wrath,  and  be  as  darkly  grand. 


PKOMETHEUa. 


Nature !  when  looking  on  thee,  I  become 

Renewed  to  mj'  first  being,  ami  am  pure. 

As  thou  art  bright  and  lovely ;  from  the  hum 

Of  cities,  where  men  linger  and  endure 

That  wasting  dcatli,  which  kills  them  with  a  su 

But  lonff-felt  torture,  I  now  haate  away 

To  climb  thy  rugged  rocks,  and  find  the  cure 


I  cannot  look  upon  those  cloudless  skies, 

And  not  be  lifled,  for  they  seem  to  spread 

With  an  unbounded  vastness,  and  the}'  rise 

Bej-ond  tlie  height  where  early  fancy,  led 

By  it3  own  grand  aspirings,  which  were  fed 

On  hopes  nursed  in  their  shrines  below,  had  given 

To  the   first    powers   then-   throne ;    so   o'er   my 

As  by  an  ever-moving  hand  still  driven, 

"Wider  and  wider  spreads  the  aaure  deep  of  heaven. 


I  gaze  and  I  am  vaster  ;  —  thought  takes  wing 

From  off  the  rock  I  stand  on,  and  goes  far 

Into  the  pure  blue  gulf,  and  there  1  bring 

The  myriad  bands  of  night,  and  set  each  star 

In  its  peculiar  station,  tdl  they  wear 

All  forms  of  brightness,  Sad  a  magic  train, 

Show  all  the  fabled  world  in  picture  there, 

And  then  T  seem  fo  range  them  o'er  again, 

Like  him  who  read  them  fii-st  oa  the  CbaldEean  plain. 


PSOMETHE0S. 


But  Nature  I  thou  hast  more  beneath  me  hright 
In  their  rich  autumn  tints,  than  all  I  throw- 
Over  the  crj-stai  arch,  whose  tranquil  light 
Takes  every  hue  of  mellowness  below; 
It  kindles  in  the  orchard's  ruddy  glow, 
And  on  the  colored  woods,  whose  dying  shade 
Ctowus  the  tall  mountainwith  a  wreath,  whose  flow, 
Softly  descending  to  the  silent  glade. 
Seems  like  the  evening  cloud  in  airy  tints  an-ayed. 


And  where  the  river  winds  along  the  vale, 
Bending  through  sbping  hills,  which  o'er  it  lift 
Oaks  faintly  yielding  to  the  rudest  gale, 
And  clinging  with  close  twining  to  the  rift 
Of  the  steep  rocks,  which,  as  the  wild  winds  drift 
The  rain-clouds  o'er  their  quivering  tops,  stiL  rise 
Contending  with  the  gust,  whose  flight  is  swift. 
Scouring  with  stormy  wing  the  cold,  dun  skies. 
On  which  the  flock  look  up  with  feint,  imploring  ^jes. 


Through  that  low,  watered  vale  a  sa...  .u..c  ol. 

Winds,  where  the  maple  gives  its  Icafa  hue 

Of  deepest  carmine,  and  those  wreathed  boughs* 

With  the  same  tint  of  blood  and  berries  blue ; 
Deeper  their  contrast,  as  they  meet  ns  through 
The  oak's  dark  russet  and  the  walnut's  brown ; 
There  we  might  weave  of  falling  leaves  a  new 
And  brighter  wreath  than  earth  e'er  gave  t*  crown 
The  sun  of  lower  life,  before  its  light  went  down. 


rROMETHEOS. 


There  is  a  pen^ve  spirit  in  those  woods. 
The  sighing  of  the  lone  wiud  in  their  leaves 
Has  much  to  eoR»n  ;  there  the  sunk  heart  broods 
Int*nser  o'er  its  many  wrongs,  and  grieves 
With  afar  purer  sorrow;  it  Relieves, 
With  fond  illauon,  that  a  form  is  there 
Who  hath  her  sorrows  too ;  and  then  he  weaves 
Of  the  pale-tinted  flowers  a  wreath,  to  bear 
On  his  dishevelled  locks,  the  garland  of  despair. 


To  look  upon  thy  ibrm,  thou  dying  year, 
To  see  thy  brightest  honors  thickly  shed, 
As  withered  flowers  are  scattered  on  a  hier 
By  pioug  hands,  who  mourn  a  ioved  one  dead ; 
To  think  how  all  that  Spring  and  Summer  spread 
Of  freshness  and  maturity  are  torn 
By  the  rude  winds,  how  coldly  in  their  stead 
llie  ernsted  frost  hangs  glimmering  on  the  thorn. 
And  benda  the  widowed  boughs,  that  stoop  as  if 
forlorn : 


To  think  on  this,  and  on  the  breathing  hues 
That  wreathed  the  same  earth  in  its  fairest  prime, 
Wlien  the  glad  season  with  its  life  imbues 
The  very  clods,  and  wakens  from  the  sUme 
Of  the  low  marsh  new  forms,  that  spread  a  time 
A  pictured  mantle  o'er  it ;  when  it  blows, 
Mocking  the  beauty  of  a  tropic  clime, 
Where  one  eternal  round  of  flowering  throws 
New  bloom  to  erown  the  fruit,  that  swells  and  ripen- 
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To  think  on  infancy,  and  then  on  death, 
In  the  wild  herb,  or  those  fair  forma  we  bind 
Close  to  our  hearts,  as  if  their  life  and  breath 
Ware  portion  of  our  being,  where  the  mind 
Is  heightened,  and  all  eympathiea  refined 
To  that  high  state  where  we  are  not  our  own. 
To  think  on  death  —  to  leave  the  looks,  that  wind 
Round  all  our  thoughts  their  tenderness,  -—  alone 
To  sitandhearthe  winds  make  sad  and  solemn  moan 


Through  the  dark  pines,  whose  foliage,  m  the  sway 
Of  fitful  gusts,  waves  moumfullv,  and  throws 
From  its  fine  threads  a  sound,  that  sinks  away 
Faintly  and  sweetly,  to  a  dying  close, 
Like  a  soft  air  to  which  the  boatman  rows 
Over  the  moon-lit  lake  his  ghding  keel. 
Which  comes  more  cahnly,  for  the  still  wind  blows 
So  meekly  through  the  summer  night,  we  feel 
Scarce  on  our  wakeful  ear  the  whispered  echo  steal,  — 


To  think  on  death,  and  how  it  rends  the  links 
Of  long  and  close  communion,  how  it  tears 
One  and  another  chord,  till  the  heart  sinks 
Without  one  ftiend  on  whom  to  lay  its  cares. 
And  take  his  in  return ;  —  the  spirit  hears 
Better  a  loved  one's  woes,  thaji  those  it  feels 
Spring  in  its  own  lost  hopes ;  —  the  heart  that  aharea 
With  a  long  bosom-friend  his  burdens,  heals 
Its  wounds,  and  still  is  soft ;  —  alone,  then;  closing 
steels. 


T  ia  good  to  think  on  death ;  —  it  bends  the  will 
From  that  stern  purpose  which  no  man  can  hold 
And  yet  be  happy ;  —  we  must  go  and  fill 
Thought  with  affeetioii,  where  pale  mourners  fold 
■nie  shroud  atound  those  chill  limbs,  whose  fair  mould 
Im^ed  unearthly  beauty.     Why  not  blend 
With  teats  awliile,  and  leave  that  stem,  that  cold 
Contempt  of  all  that  waits  us,  when  we  end 
Our  proud  career  in  death,  where  all,  hope-lifted, 


'Tis  good  to  hold  communion  with  the  dead. 

To  walk  the  lane  where  bending  willows  throw 

Gloom  o'er  the  dark  green  turf,  ere  day  is  fled, 

And  cast  deep  shadow  on  the  tflmb  below ; 

For,  as  we  muse  thus  silently,  we  know 

The  worth  of  all  our  longings,  and  we  pay 

Mew  worship  unto  purity,  and  so 

We  gather  strength  to  take  our  toilsome  way. 

Which  must  be  meekly  borne,  or  life  be  thrown  away. 


Better  live  long  and  tranquilly,  if  pure. 

Than  rush  into  the  madness  tn  a  crowd. 

Where  all  m-e  eager  for  the  prize,  none  sure ; 

Where  busy  voices  clamor  long  and  bud. 

And  man  shows  in  the  strife  how  feebly  proud 

Are  his  best  ^ms  to  raise  himself,  and  cast 

His  fellows  in  his  rear;  —  how  keen,  when  bowed 

Beneath  a  firmer  heel,  he  finds  at  last. 

Are  the  condemning  thoughts,  that  mock  him,  of  the 


But  I  mmt  turn  ag^n  to  higher  themes, 
And,  from  the  lifted  summit  where  I  stand 
Caatina;  a  rapid  glance  o'er  hills  and  streams, 
Tliat  cheuker  with  their  light  a  happy  land, 
Must  find  again  my  better  WDwers  expand 
To  a  fit  harmony  irith  earth  and  sky, 
AVhich  spread  before  mc,  with  so  vast  a  baud, 
Those  forms  that  seem  to  bear  eternity 
Stamped  on  their  iron  brows,  where  age  will  cvei 


The  gray  rocks,  and  the  monntdns  wiupped  in  blue, 
Towering  fer  distant  through  the  silent  air. 
That  sleeps  in  noon-light,  but  in  morning  blew 
Fresh  o'er  the  russet  plain,  and  scattered  there 
Shadows  ftijm  flitting  clouds,  that  earth  seemed  &hr 
Kobed  in  a  sheet  of  Eght,  and  then  grew  dim;  — 
Far  distant  through  the  haze,  those  mountains  bear 
Sky-lifted  vralls,  that  frown  along  the  brim 
Of  earth,  and,  as  I  gaze,  in  vapor  seem  to  swim. 


They  rise  with  twofold  vastness  through  the  dun 
And  quivering  air,  that  broods  along  the  heath. 
Which  gilds  its  dark  waste  with  the  reddening  auH; 
"Whose  anking  light  seems  ominous  of  death ; 
Air  now  is  hudied,  and  not  a  whispered  breath 
Bears  from  the  cedar-woods  one  sound  away 
To  speak  of  life  ;  a  lightly  curling  wreath 
O'er  the  far  lake  alone  is  seen  to  play. 
And  give  one  fairy  hue  to  the  departing  day. 
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'T 13  the  fit  hour  of  high  and  solemn  thought ; 
The  aun  sinks  lower,  and  a  wave  of  flame 
Bums  on  the  distant  jieaks ;  I  feel  my  lot 
Too  seantjr  for  those  inner  powers,  that  frame 
Visions  of  glory,  which  no  want  should  tame 
To  the  poor  level  of  our  common  days  ; 
I  wouldTbe  with  the  heights,  which  stand  the  same, 
Catching  through  countless  years  the  dying  rays. 
That  every  evening  crown  therocka  in  one  fcU  hlaze. 


And  here  shall  be  my  temple,  where  I  pay 
Devotion  unto  Nature,  here  the  throne 
On  which  my  soul  shall  sit,  and  pass  away 
Beyond  where  ever  wing  of  air  has  flown, 
Or  first-created  beam  ofraoming  shone, 


Spread  out  beyond  all  life,  1  _ 
Pervaded,  where  no  atoms  in  their  dan 
Ere  Sim  and  star  came  forth,  rc^ed  o 


To  thint  is  to  exist,  and  when  we  go 
Bar  in  the  range  of  intellect,  we  seem 
Heightened  in  our  existence  :  brute  below 
Move  the  dull  crowd,  a  slow  and  slu^sh  streai 
Who  think  us  madmen,  who  on  mountains  deet 
There  are  more  lirfby  musings,  and  new  force 
Caught  from  the  purer  air  and  clearer  beam ; 
Thej'  know  no  upward  hours,  and  aa  theh-  sour 
Of  life  is  in  the  dust,  auch  is  their  being's  eoursi 


They  are  the  pillars  on  which  nationa  rest, 

Useml,  but  rude.     All  beauty  took  its  birth 

In  the  rank  mould,  —  now  worshipped  and  caressed, 

It  once  lay  buried  in  its  parent  earth ; 

And  thus  the  mean  and  sordid  have  their  worth, 

To  bear  aloft  the  finer  &>na,  and  rear 

The  prouder  seat  of  soul,  that  sallies  forth 


Who  have  been  in  the  common  herd,  but  long 
Have  found  a  home  more  genial,  and  have  grown, 
From  tiis  our  infancy  of  reason,  strong 
In  all  that  gives  to  intellect  the  tone 
Of  an  exalted  essence,  such  as  shone 
Faint  in  the  bard  and  sage  of  ancient  days; 
Earth  was  around  them,  —  now,  they  would  notown 
Those  visions,  where  they  wandered  iu  a  maze 
Of  dreams,  that  were  sublime,  and  dazzle  all  who 


But  these  were  dreams  of  infancy ;  they  broke 

The  chain  of  earthly  appetite,  —  the  will 

To  be  all  greatness  burst  the  binding  yoke 

That  ever  bore  tjieir  spirit  downward,  till 

They  leaped  on  a  free  pinion  to  fulfil 

The  grandeur  thej^  haa  purposed,  —  then  the  sky 

Received  thera  in  its  bosom,  where  they  still 

Haste  on  in  eager  hopes  that  never  die, 

To  read  all  things  that  are,  with  an  uusated  eye. 


Voy^ngir     _    _  -.         . 

Comes  &om  mthin,  and  as  tlie  mountains  flush, 
When  morning  sails  athwart  them,  so  their  flight 
Kindles  all  things  they  pass  by,  with  so  bright 
And  searching  glance,  they  read  them  in  their  core : 
Like  a  quick  meteor  hasting  on  in  night, 
They  wander  through  a  sea  without  a  shore, 
Which  still  hath  something  new  to  gather  to  their 


■0  have  a  centre,  where  tiey  tend ; 

«  rolls  round  it ;  there  all  power 
Comes  and  goes  forth ;  though  lesser  beings  end, 
Wasting  and  born  and  dying  every  hour, 
Yet  like  the  fabled  amaranthine  flower. 
That  ever  held  tlie  same  unfading  glow. 
Shedding  its  fit^ance  through  the  holy  bower. 
Where  angels  took  their  slumbers,  in'a  flow 
ThatboreasenseofHeaven  to  purer  hearts  below,  — 


Tet,  like  that  never-dying  flower,  the  whole 
Lives  one  unchanging  round,  and  ever  draws 
Ifew  motion  &om  the  animating  soul, 
Which  acts  on  matter  with  eternal  laws, 
And  is  to  each  event  the  o      "    ' 


From  which  all  changes  emanate  ;  like  rays, 
All  spirits  pcnnt  to  this,  and  there  they  pause. 
And  when  all  worlds  are  passed,  the  soul  there  lays 
Its  separate  life  aside,  and  mingles  in  that  blaae. 


PEOMETHEUS. 


Here  we  have  only  moments  when  wa  speed 

Round  the  aerial  ocean,  o'er  whose  tides 

The  mind  goes  onward,  like  the  hreatldess  Bt«ed 

On  which  tlie  wretch  who  flies  his  ruin  rides ; 

But  the  base  will  to  earth  for  ever  guides 

The  soaring  pinion  in  its  highest  flight ; 

We  eanuot  go  where  the  free  spirit  glides 

Serenely  in  a  flowing  wave  of  light ; 

We  may  be  bright  awhile,  but  more  of  life  is  night 
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.  toil  to  send  our  fancy  on, 

higher  worhls  than  this  we  know ; 

i  want  will  come,  when  all  we  souglit  is  won, 
And  then  our  new-fledged  wing  must  sloop  below ; 
I  am  not  to  tlie  hope  of  Heaven  a  foe, 
Ji  comlbrls,  MSU,  and  widens  all  who  ^are 
In  the  pnre  etreams  that  from  its  fountain  flow; 
We  must  be  pure  ourselves,  if  we  would  dare 
Take  of  the  holy  fire  that  wells  and  gushes  there. 


'T  is  a  weak  madness,  or  a  base  deceit, 
To  talk  of  hope  like  this,  when  life  ia  stfuned 
With  all  rank,  reekinggroasness;  — whenwe  meet, 
In  a  fair  life,  a  goodness  all  unfeigned. 
Where  one  long  love  of  purity  hath  reigned. 
And  the  meek  spirit  charms  ua,  Uke  the  rose 
That  in  a  thicket  lurks,  and  there  hath  gained 
Sweetness  from  all  it  fed  on,  till  it  tlirows 
New  fi-agrance  on  the  wind,  —  we  give  a  Heaven 
to  those. 
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They  Lave  a  heaven  on  earth ;  it  ever  springs 
In  the  calm  round  of  tender  feeling,  shown 
By  the  dear  cares  and  toils  which  Nature  wrings, 
With  a  most  gentle  pressure,  from  the  lone 
But  happy  parent,  who  amid  her  own, 
Smiling  like  firat-blown  flowers  around  her,  feeds 
Her  Bpuit  with  their  looks  of  love ;  unknown 
She  lives  within  her  shrine ;  her  fond  heart  needs 
No  traigue  ia  tell  her  worth,  to  gladden  ir  ' 


They  have  their  own  reward :  it  is  the  law 

Of  our  existence,  that  our  hearts  should  cling 

To  those  who  from  our  life  their  being  draw ; 

The  favors  that  we  render  ever  brine 

Closer  the  cherished,  till  they  are  a  tiling 

"We  cannot  sever  fi"om  us,  but  they  tear 

Boots  from  our  hearts;  the  thaitkless  child  may 

Even  as  a  sei-pent,  but  we  meekly  bear 
All  wrongs,  and  wlxen  the  storm  beats  on  him,  clasp 
him  tliere. 


The  feeling  of  a  parent  never  dies 
But  with  our  moral  nature ;  all  in  vain 
The  wretch,  by  told  and  cruel  spuming,  tries 
To  change  that  love  to  hate :  the  sense  of  pain 
Shoot9  keenly  through  a  mother's  heart,  the  chain 
Wound  through  life's  tender  years  twines  closer  so ; 
Feelings,  that  in  our  better  hours  had  lain 
Silent,  arc  often  waked  by  some  deep  throe. 
And  aa  the  torture  racks,  our  loves  intenser  grow. 
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We  send  these  fond  endearments  o'er  the  grave : 
Heaven  would  be  beli,  if  loved  ones  were  not  there. 
And  any  spot  a  heaven,  if  we  tould  save 
From  every  stain  of  earth,  and  thither  bear 
Tlie  hearts  that  are  to  us  our  hope  and  care. 
The  soil  whereon  our  purest  pleasures  grow ; 
Around  the  quiet  hearth  we  often  share, 
From  the  quick  change  of  thought,  the  tender  flow 
Of  fondness  waked  by  smiles,  the  world  we  bve, 


But  now  I  turn  me  to  the  setting  sun, 

Whose  broad  fire  dips  behind  j-on  rock,  a.  tower 

Fit  for  the  eagle's  aerie ;  day  la  done, 

And  earth  is  hushed  at  evening's  dewy  hour ; 

Down  the  high,  wooded  peak  a  golden  shower 

Flows  through  the  twinklmg  leaves,  that  lightly  play 

In  the  cool  wind,  that  wakens  from  its  bower, 

Hung  where  the  curling  river  winds  away 

"Through  the  green,  watered  vale,  to  meet  thesheeted 


On  which  the  moon,  who  long  had  watched  the  set 
Of  the  bright  lord  who  ^ves  her  light,  but  dims 
Her  brightness,  when  they  two  in  heaven  are  met, 
Casta  her  pale  shadow,  which  as  softlv  awuns 
As  nymphs  who  cleave  the  wave  with  snowy  limbs, 
Like  lihes  floating  ou  a  falling  stream. 
Whose  ineense-breathing  cup  now  lightly  skims 
The  crinkling  sheet,  and  now  with  opal  gleam 
Dips  in  the  bi-ook,  and  takes  firan  air  a  brighter 
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Which  IS  condensed,  and  parted  into  hues 
Tjat  charm  us  in  the  rainbow ;  each  waved  tip 
Of  the  glossed  petals,  in  that  fight  imbues 
Its  paleness  with  an  iris  fringe ;  the  lip 
1  hus  takes  a  sweeter  beautj,  wliea  we  sip 
Ihe  infant  stream  of  life  from  some  bright  bowl 
fretted  with  Eastern  flowers ;  and  as  they  drip 
iVom  the  new  rose,  the  pearls  of  morning  roU 
Such  tmts  upon  the  eye,  they  pass  into  the  soul. 


Sunlight  and  moonhn;ht  now  are  met  in  heaven; 

ihis,  like  a  furnace  blazing  in  the  west, 

Lifts  a  wide  flame,  that,  aa  a  banner  driven, 

blows  where  the  mountain  kke  unfolds  its  breast. 

And  every  tree  in  amber  locks  is  tressed, 

i  lowing  in  waved  fire  down  the  green  hill-side : 

Hound  the  far  eastern  sky  the  blue  is  dressed 

With  blushes,  hke  asweet  Cireaaman  bride, 

Who  looks  with  melting  eye  on  Hallo's  rollin^r  tide. 


The  vast  arch  lifts  a  darker  canopy. 
The  perfect  dome  of  nature,  reared  alotl 
Above  the  columned  rocks,  that  send  it  high. 
Like  a  round  temple-roof,  which  rises  sofi 
Melting  in  evening  air,  where  sunbeams  waft 
J' lashes,  that  tip  with  gold  the  pointed  spire 
And  crown  the  statue  there,  and  gem  tfic  haft 
W  the  bent  awoi-ii,  that,  Jifce  a  sti-eani  of  fire 
Waves  o'er  the  startled  crowd,  the  sign  of  God's 
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Rut  asl  turn  me  to  the  silent  sea, 
\Vliere  not  a  wiiid  ia  breathing,  no  calm  swell 
Creeps  slowly  wliisperina  on ;  where  in  Lis  Ice, 
Through  the  far  deep,  the  sailor-boy  can  tell, 
On  tlie  white  bed  of  sand,  each  twisted  ahdl 
That  lies  where  never  waves  in  tempest  sweep ;  — 
I  look,  and  as  I  hear  the  vesper  hell 
Swing  solemnly  afar,  the  moonbeams  keep 
IVattfa  o'er  the  silver  tide,  that  now  is  hushed  i. 


Which  walks  the  bine  air  with  a  queen-like  smile, 

And  seems  with  a  soft  gladness  to  absorb 

All  the  deep  blaze  that  lit  yon  rocky  pile, 

Where  the  sun  took  his  farewell  glance,  the  while 

lie  rested  on  the  throne  of  parting  day, 

^V'lueh  is  his  royal  seat ;  —  as  a  far  isle 

Ttolling  amid  the  upper  deep  its  way, 

Tlie  moon  glides  on,  as  glides  her  shadow  on  the 


Beauty  is  doubled  here,  and  both  are  fair, 
But  the  refteetion  hath  a  paler  tint. 
As  when  from  out  a  calm  and  hazy  air 
The  first  wan  rays  in  frosted  autumn  glint ; 
The  moon  aloft  comes  freshly  from  the  mint, 
"Where  first  she  took  her  loveliness ;  the  bright 
And  dark  she  bears,  like  bosses  by  the  dint 
or  a  deep  die,  give  changes  to  her  light, 
M  if  a  snowy  veil  with  guttering  pearls  were  digl 


NJKht  steala  apace,  and  brings  the  hour  of  stars, 
IVlieh  come  emerging  from  neaven'a  azure  flow ; 
First  in  the  west  the  loving  planet  bears 
The  charm  of  light,  that  hath  a  power  to  throw 
Hope  on  the  impasaoned  heart,  who  in  her  glow 
Reada  the  fond  omen  of  his  happy  flame ; 
She  leads  tlie  way ;  then  thicker  splendors  go. 
Each  to  his  seat,  as  when  at  once  they  came 
Obedient  to  the  voice  whose  word  all  power  ca 


Andnt 
Looko 

Whereon  the^  hang,  in  darker  azure  lies 
Round  their  inlenser  light;  as  when  the  foam 
Crests  the  green  wave,  when  barks  are  hurrying 

From  the  wild  cloud  that  skirts  the  brooding  sky. 
And  mves  the  sea  a  frown,  before  it  come 
To  plough  the  sut^e  in  wrath,  and  roll  it  by 
The  rock,  which  in  ^t  rush  still  lifts  its  forehead 
high. 


They  ^, 

Each  m  their  separate  orders,  and  ^ 

Sweeping;  the  long,  dark  vault  in  rilent  march. 

Until  at  last  the  western  goal  is  won, 

Or  on  the  orient  hill  the  morning  sun 

Come  forth  and  quench  their  lesser  light ;  yon  plain 

Is  a  wide  list,  where  higher  souls  may  run 

In  the  bright  form  of  star,  and  grandly  gain 

The  only  good  reward,  which  here  we  seek  in  vain. 


Ko  wonder  nations  worshipped  here,  and  bowed 
Their  foreheads  in  the  dust  before  the  fires 
That  watch  o'ev  earth,  and  seem  to  speak  aloud 
The  deeds  of  unborn  agea ;  —  man  aspires 
To  tlie  hi™h  seat  of  gods,  and  never  tn-es 
To  read  the  infinite,  the  past,  and  tlirow 
Looks  full  of  hope  before  him ;  so  those  fires, 
Which  are  so  high,  and  look  so  far,  must  know 
All  that  b  big  with  fate,  and  will  liave  birth  below. 


Faith  centres  in  the  s!ty ;  —  'tis  there  we  turn, 
"When  earth  is  only  darkness,  there  we  send 
Our  vows  to  those  we  fear,  and  there  we  burn, 
"iVhen  the  last  pulse  beats  low,  to  find  the  end 
Of  all  we  hate,  and  thus  in  hope  we  tend 
To  the  high  dwelling  of  the  stars ;  —  bright  souls 
Love  with  the  purer  elements  to  blend, 
And  so,  when  the  deep  knell  its  parting  tolls, 
They  gaze  on  the  pure  light  that  ever  round  us  rolls: 


So  those  who  have  been  gifted  with  the  flame 

Of  an  ascending  intellect,  whose  light 

Kindled  as  death  drew  near,  and  seemed  the  same, 

Or  fairer,  on  the  veise  of  being's  night ;  — 

So  they  have  fixed  their  last  look  on  the  bright, 

Clear  sky,  as  if  awhile  insphered  and  bound 

In  a  full  sense  of  glory ;  —  their  delight 

Was  too  intensely  keen  to  have  a  sound ; 

It  spake  in  the  long  smile  thcycast  so  calmly  round. 


The  sun  was  setting  when  the  Gueber  drew 
Hia  pMting  breath ;  he  (taaed  in  worship  there, 
Life  seemed  concentred  in  that  ardent  view, 
His  spirit  wandered  into  worlds  of  air, 
'Jo  mingle  with  his  god,  and  dym^  share 
In  the  last  flash  of  day ;  —  the  cold  dim  glaze 
Fell  oa  his  ej-e,  but  yet  he  oft  would  bear 
A  fond  look  to  the  cloud  that  drank  the  rays, 
And  then  he  calmly  died,  as  one  who  only  pays 


Devotion  on  bis  pillow,  ere  he  draw 

His  curtain  round,  and  close  his  eye  in  sleep ; 

That  fond  idolater  in  dying  saw, 

As  the  day  sank  in  gloiy  in  the  deep, 

That  rolled  in  gilt  waves  o'er  it  with  the  sweep 

Of  a  far-flashing  brightness,  there  hia  eye 

Beheld  his  god  enshrined ;  —  hia  soul  could  leap, 

At  such  a  calm  and  hdy  hour,  to  lie 

Serenely  on  his  couch,  and  with  his  loved  lord  die. 


Centre  of  liffht  and  enei^ !  thy  way 
Is  through  the  unknown  void ;  thoii  hast  thy  throne, 
Moi'ning,  and  evening,  and  at  noon  of  day, 
Far  in  the  blue,  imtended  and  alone ; 
Ere  the  first-wakened  airs  of  eartli  had  blown, 
On  thou.dldst  march,  triumphant  in  thy  light; 
Then  thou  didst  ee  nd  Ihy  glance,  wliich  still  hath  flown 
Wide  through  the  never-ending  woiMs  of  night, 
And  yet  thy  full  orb  bums  with  flash  aa  keen  and 
bright. 


Anil  wakens  all  the  forms  that  moye  and  live, 
From  the  fine  ^iewlesa  mould,  wliiph  lurks  in  duat, 
To  him  wlio  looks  to  heaven,  and  on  his  bust 
Bears  atainped  the  seal  of  God,  who  gathers  there 
Lines  of  deep  thought,  high  feeling,  daring  trust 
Jn  his  own  centred  powers,  who  aims  ia  sliare 
In  all  his  soul  can  frame  of  wide  and  great  and  fair: 


Thy  path  is  high  in  heaven ;  - 
On  the  intense  of  light  that  g 
There  is  a  crown  ofglory  in  thy  rays, 


For  thou,  so  vast  to  us,  art  m  the  whole 

One  of  the  sparks  of  night,  that  fire  the  air. 

And  as  around  thy  centre  planets  roll, 

.50  thou  too  hast  thj'  path  around  the  central  soul. 


I  am  no  fond  idolater  to  thee. 

One  of  the  countless  multitude  who  burn, 

As  lamps,  around  the  one  Eternity, 

In  whose  conten^ng  forces  systema  turn 

Their  circles  round  that  seat  of  life,  the  um 

Where  all  must  sleep,  if  matter  ever  dies ;  — 

Siijht  fails  me  here,  but  fancy  can  discern. 

With  the  wide  glance  of  her  all-seeing  eyes, 

■Wiere,  in  the  heart  of  worlds,  the  ruling  Spirit  lies. 
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And  thou  too  hast  fhy  world,  and  unto  thee 
"We  are  aa  nothing ;  —  thou  goest  forth  alone, 
And  movest  through  the  wide  atrial  sea, 
Glad  as  a  conqueror  resting  on  his  throne 
From  a  new  victory,  where  he  late  had  shown 
Wider  his  power  to  nations  ;  —  so  thy  light 
Cornea  with  new  ^rap,  aa  if  thy  strength  had  grown 
WiEh  each  revolving  day,  or  thou  at  night 
Hadlitagmn  thy  fires,  and  thus  renewed  thy  might. 


Age  o'ertheehas  no  power; — thou  hringest  the  eame 
Light  to  renew  the  morning,  as  when  first, 
If  not  eternal,  thou,  withfront  of  flame, 
On  the  dait  face  of  earth  in  glory  burst. 
And  warmed  the  .seas,  and  in  their  bosom  nursed 
The  earliest  things  of  life,  the  worm  and  shell; 
nil  through  the  sinkini  ocean  mountains  pierced. 
And  then  came  forth  the  land  whereon  we  dwell, 
Beared  like  a  magic  fane  above  the  watciy  swell. 


And  there  thy  searching  heat  awoke  the  seeds 
Of  all  that  gives  a  charm  to  earth,  and  lends 
An  energy  to  nature ;  all  that  feeds 
On  the  rich  mould,  and  then  in  bearing  bends 
Its  fruit  again  to  earth,  wherein  it  blends 
Thelaet  and  first  of  life;  of  all  who  bear 
Their  forms  in  motion,  where  the  spirit  tends 
Instinctive,  in  their  common  good  to  share, 
Which  lies  in  things  that  breathe,  or  late  were  living 


They  live  in  thee ;  wiihout  theo  all  were  dead 
And  darit,  no  beam  bad  ligbt«d  on  tbe  waste, 
But  one  eternal  night  around  had  spread 
Funereal  gloom,  and  coldly  tbus  delaeed 
This  Eden,  wbich  thy  fairy  hand  had  graced 
With  such  uncounted  beauty ;  —  all  that  blows 
Jji  the  fresh  air  of  Spring,  and  growing  braced 
Its  form  to  manhood,  when  it  stands  and  glows 
In  the  fiiLl-t«mpered  beam,  that  gladdens  as  it  g<x 


Thou  lookest  on  the  Earth,  and  then  it  smiles ; 
Thy  light  is  hid,  and  all  thinM  droop  and  mourn ; 
Laughs  the  wide  sea  around  her  budding  iales. 
When  thro'  their  heaven  thy  changing  car  is  borne ; 
Thou  wheei'st  away  thy  flight,  the  woods  are  shorn 
Of  all  their  waving  locks,  and  storms  awake ; 
All  that  was  onee  so  beautiful  is  torn 
By  the  wild  winds  which  plough  tie  lonely  lake. 
And  in  their  maddening  rush  the  crested  moun  tains 
shake. 


The  Earth  lies  buriaS  in  a  shroud  of  snow ; 

Life  lingers,  and  would  die,  but  thy  return 

Gives  to  their  gladdened  hearts  an  overflow 

Of  all  the  power  that  brooded  in  the  urn 

Of  their  chilled  frames,  and  then  they  proudlj'  spurn 

All  bands  that  would  confine,  and  give  to  an* 

Hues,  fragrance,  shapes  of  beauty,  tJU  they  bum, 

When  on  a  dewy  mom  thou  dartest  there 

Rich  waves  of  gold,  to  wreathe  with  fairer  light  the 
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The  vales  are  tliine ;  and  when  the  touch  of  Spring 
Thrills  them,  and  gives  t}iem  gladness,  in  thy  light 
They  glitter,  as  the  glancing  swallow's  wing 
Dashes  the  water  in  liis  winding  flight, 
And  leaves  behind  a  wave,  that  cnnkles  bright. 
And  widens  outward  to  the  pebbled  shore ;  — 
The  valesare  thine,  and  when  they  wake  from  night, 
The  dews,  that  bend  the  grass  tips,  twinkling  o'er 
Their  soft  and  oozj-  beds,  look  upward  and  adore. 


The  hills  are  thine :  they  eatch  thy  newest  beam. 
And  gladden  in  thy  parting,  where  the  wood 
Flames  out  in  every  leaf,  and  drinks  the  stream 
That  flows  from  out  thy  fulness,  as  a  flood 
Bursts  from  an  unknown  land,  and  rolls  the  food 
Of  nations  in  its  waters,  —  so  thy  rays 
Flow  and  give  brighter  tints  than  ever  bud. 
When  a  clear  sheet  of  ice  reflects  a  blaze 
Of  many  twinkling  gems,  as  everj'  glossed  bough 


Thine  are  the  mountains,  whefe  they  purely  lift 

Snows  that  have  never  wasted,  in  a  sky 

Which  hath  no  stain ;  below  the  storm  may  drift 

Its  darkness,  and  the  thunder^ust  roar  by, 

Aloft  in  thy  eternal  smile  they  lie 

Dazzling  but  eold ;  thy  farewell  glance  looks  there. 

And  when  below  thy  hues  of  beauty  die, 

GHrt  round  them  as  a  rosy  belt,  they  bear 

Into  the  high,  dark  vault  a  brow  that  still  is  fair. 


The  elouds  are  thine,  and  all  their  maaic  hues 
Are  pencilled  by  thee ;  when  thou  bendest  low, 
Ur  coQiest  in  thy  strength,  thy  hand  imbuea 
Their  waving  fold  with  such  a  perfect  glow 
Of  all  pure  tinta,  the  fairy  pictures  throw 
bhame  on  the  proudest  art,  —  the  tender  stain 
Hung  round  the  verge  of  heaven,  that  as  a  bow 
Girds  the  wide  world,  and  in  their  blended  chwn 
All  tmts  to  the  deep  gold,  that  flashes  in  thv  train,  — 


These  are  thy  trophies,  and  thou  bend'st  thy  arch 
I  he  sign  of  tnumph,  in  a  seven-fold  twine 
Where  the  spent  storm  is  hasting  on  its  mL^h; 
And  there  the  glones  of  thy  %ht  combine. 
And  form  with  perfect  curve  a  lifted  line. 
Striding  the  earth  and  ah- ;  —  man  looks  and  t«lls 
How  Feace  and  Mercy  in  its  beauty  shine. 
And  how  the  heavenly  messenirer  impels 
Her  glad  wings  on  the  path,  that  thus  m  ether  swells. 
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The  ocean  is  thy  vassal ;  thou  dost  sway 

His  waves  to  thy  dominion,  and  they  go, 

Where  thou  m  heaven  dost  guide  them  on  their  way 

-Kismg  and  failing  in  eternal  flow  ■ 

Thou  lookest  on  the  waters,  and  they  glow, 

I  hey  take  them  wings  and  spring  aloft  in  air. 

And  change  to  clouds,  and  then,  dissolving,  throw 

i  hen-  treasures  back  to  eai-th,  and,  rushing,  tear 

llieraountam  and  the  vale,  as  proudly  on  they  bear 


Widest  of  waters  f   I  liave  s< 

Calm  as  an  infant  pillowed  in  its  rest 

On  a  fond  mother's  bosom,  when  the  sky. 

Not  smoother,  gave  the  deep  its  azure  dye, 

Till  a  new  heaven  was  arched  and  glassed  below, 

And  then  the  clouds,  that  ^ay  in  sunset  fly. 

Cast  on  it  such  a  stwn,  it  kmdled  so, 

As  in  the  cheek  of  youth  the  living  roses  grow. 


I  too  have  seen  thee  on  thy  suiting  path. 

When  the  night  tempest  met  thee ;  thou  didst  dash 

iliy  white  arms  .high  in  heaven,  as  if  in  wrath 

Threatening  the  angry  sky ;  thy  waves  did  lash 

The  laboring  vessel,  and  with  deadening  crash 

Rush  madly  forth  to  scourge  its  groaning  aides ; 

Onward  thy  billows  came  to  meet  and  clash 

In  a  wild  warfare,  till  the  lifted  tides 

Mngled  their  yesty  tops,  where  the  dark  storm-clond 


In  thee,  first  light,  the  bounding  ocean  smiles, 

When  die  quiii  winds  uprear  it  in  a  swell, 

TTiat  rolls  in  glittering  green  around  the  isles, 

Where  ever-springing  flTiits  and  blossojna  dwell ; 

O,  with  a  joy  no  gifted  tongue  can  tell, 

I  hurry  o'er  the  waters,  when  the  sail 

Swell?  tensely,  and  Ae  light  keel  glances  well 

Over  the  curling  billow,  and  the  gale 

Comes  off  fiom  spicy  groves  to  teU  ite  winmng  tale. 
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The  soid  is  thine;  of  old  thou  wert  the  power 

Who  gave  the  poet  life,  and  I  in  fhce 

Feel  my  heart  gladden,  at  the  holy  hour 

When  thou  art  sinking  in  the  silent  sea ; 

Or  when  I  climb  the  height,  and  wander  free 

In  thy  meridian  glory,  for  the  air 

Sparkles  and  burns  in  fhy  intensity ; 

I  feel  thy  U^ht  within  me,  and  I  share 

In  the  full  glow  of  bouI  thy  epirit  kindles  there. 


All  have  their  moments,  when  the  world  looks  dark 
Behind,  around,  before  them.     Some  have  steeled 
Their  hearts  to  h<^e,  and  put  out  eveir  spark 
Faith  lends  the  future,  —  minds,  who  will  not  yield 
To  aught  but  sense,  who  lurk  beneath  a  shield 
That  bears  unshocfced  the  rudest  brunt  of  fate ; 
Theyboast  of  their  fixed  hardness;  they  have  healed 
All  the  heart's  wounds  hy  searing ;  love  and  hate 
Have  died  alike; — unmoved  they  sit,  and  sternly 


Death,  which  hath  lost  all  terrors,  in  the  cold 

Stifling  of  every  passion  and  desire; 

'T  is  the  same  swind,  whether  the  bell  has  lolled, 

Or  the  flute  warbled  out  the  lover's  fire ; 

They  laugh  at  Heaven  and  all  who  there  aspire. 

Who  lowly  crouch  and  bend  to  fear,  they  mock ; 

They  strive,  while  they  have  vigor;  whentheytire, 

They  sit  and  muse,  like  Marina  on  a  roek, 

And  thus  in  calm,  deep  thought  the  Book  of  Life  un- 


"It  came,  13 gone,  whence, whither, none  can  know: 

Darkness  beSind,  as  deep  a  gloom  before ; 

Wave  after  wave  our  generations  go 

Boiling  to  break  upon  an  unknown  shore  ; 

Awhile  we  toss  and  sparkle,  then  no  more 

The  eye  beholds  our  being ;  we  are  fled, 

And  they  who  moved  alone,  and  they  who  bore 

Navies  and  convoys,  soon,  as  quickly  sped. 

Have  vanished  in  the  waste,  dark  vacuum  of  the 


"  Graves  tell  no  tales,  but  ^ence  dread  and  deep 

Broods  over  them  for  ever ;  one  long  night 

Wraps  all  that  enter  their  dom^n  in  sleep, 

On  which  no  day  hath  ever  poured  its  light ; 

But  tirae,  as  it  advances,  still  dotb  write 

Eternity  above  their  dark  repose ; 

A^a  have  wheeled  away  in  silent  flight, 

lifen  ever  to  his  long  oblivion  goes ; 

■\Vliat  if  he  hath  new  life  ?  Who  hath  it  only  knowa. 


"We  stand  the  centre  of  Eternity, 

Infinity  ffl«nnd  us :  but  we  cling 

To  the  few  sands  of  life,  that  soon  will  be 

Lost  in  the  common  mass,  when  Death  shall  fling 

His  clay-cold  hand  athwart  us,  and  diall  wring 

The  spirit  from  our  forms ;  then  dust  to  dust 

Shall  meanly  moulder ;  we  shall  be  a  thing 

For  worms  to  feast  on  ;  do  we  rightly  trust 

We  shall  be  then  all  mind,  or  is  it  a  vain  Inst  ? 
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"  So  man  lias  questioned,  ance  his  being  came 

Forth  fram  the  womb  of  Nature ;  he  lias  found 

This  dull  life  for  his  inner  powers  too  tame, 

And  therefore  he  hath  cast  his  view  around. 

And  wandered  far  away,  beyond  the  bound 

Of  the  seen  universe,  to  find  a  home 

i'or  his  high  soul  to  dwell  in  ;  though  the  ground 

Receive  tlie  wasted  corpse,  yet  he  may  roam, 

On  a  swift,  airy  wing,  beneath  Iieavcu's  proudest 


"  There  ia  a  lifting  grandeur  in  the  thought; 
'T  is  the  extreme  of  ecstasy  to  rear 
Our  now  base  life  above  its  sordid  lot. 
And  iindle  in  a  holy,  happy  sphere, 
IVTjere  all  that  is  of  intellect  is  near. 
And  all  pure  feeling  finds  eternal  food : 
No  wonder  better  souls  have  rested  here 
Intensely,  as  the  sparrow  guards  her  brood; 
And  it  attracts  the  more,  the  more  it  is  pursued. 


"  They  live  in  holy  musing,  —  mind  is  drawn 
From  all  est«rual  being,  —  calm  repose 
In  flie  one  chiefest  essence,  as  the  dawn 
Sleeps  on  the  ^ent  valley,  when  the  rose 
Drips  with  its  seeded  dew,  that  slowly  flows 
From  the  still  leaves,  all  are  so  hushed  and  calm, 
When  the  blue  flowers  of  day  their  leaves  unclose, 
And  wake  their  azure  eyes,  and  breathe  their  balm. 
And  tlie  green  Unnet  sucks  the  honey  of  the  palm. 
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"  ■Whose  broad  leaves  iang  unmffled  by  the  sway 

Of  the  cool  air,  that  from  the  ocean  steals 

With  breath  so  faint,  that  scarce  the  alk-tufts  play 

Round  the  green  oane,  when  the  night  beauty  seals 

Her  golden  eye  in  slumber,  but  reveals 

In  tender  lines  of  light  the  flinged  lid ; 

When  all  that  hath  a  life  in  silence  feels 

The  moving  of  that  Power,  whose  ways  are  hid 

Deep  in  the  core  of  things,  unresting,  and  amid 


"  Myriads  of  viewless  instruments,  the  springs 
By  which  the  etemai  round  of  life  goes  on, 
Whose  sleep  is  in  the  tomb,  when  spirit  flings 
Its  faded  slough  aside,  again  to  run 
In  a  fresh-clowing  spoil,  that  gives  the  sun 
Its  light  in  bumiSied  beauty.     Do  we  fly. 
Thus  parted.  Earth  for  ever  ?  or  docs  one 
Take  Riaa  another  life,  wherewith  to  ply 
Awhile  on  gladdened  wings,  and  then  grow  old  and 
die? 


"  Nature  is  one  eternal  circle ;  Life 

Floats  thvougli  the  void,  and  is  attracted,  where 

The  elements,  in  their  collected  strife. 

From  Chaos  raise  a  world  in  order  fair, 

To  float  through  space,  and  on  its  bosom  bear 

Forms,  that  are  fashioned  with  unnumbered  wheels. 

To  walk,  or  swim,  or  on  the  buoyant  air 

Float  in  the  calm  of  motion ;  —  Life  there  steals, 

And  finds  its  home  prepared ;  it  enters,  flatter  feels. 
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"  And  all  awakes  to  ener^ ;  the  blood 
Courses  the  winding  artenes,  whiuli  convey 
Spirit  and  heat  in  its  air-kindled  flood, 
And  send  to  all,  the  atoms  which  array 
The  form  in  rounded  beauty,  and  their  play 
Paints  on  the  new-bom  cheek  the  one  full  rose, 
Which  is  the  flower  of  love ;  we  all  obey, 
Uneheatcd  of  our  due,  the  charm,  that  glows, 
And  then  turns  sweetly  pale,  as  passion  ebte  and 
flows. 


"  Above  the  temple,  where  the  Godliead  at 
Reason,  the  Deity  and  guide  of  man. 
In  the  most  lofty  seat,  as  well  befits 
The  Power  whoso  sacred  office  is  to  span 
All  that  is  working  round  us,  or  that  can 
Meet  us  to  please,  to  harm  us,  or  destroy ; 
Who  hath  his  band  of  feelings,  who  may  sci 
All  that  would  seek  an  entrance  ;  who,  as  j 
Draws  or  pain  frights,  seeks,  shuns,  what  cl 


"  There  sits  the  Power  upon  his  higher  throne, 
In  a  fair  palace  wrought,  when  life  at  first 
In  the  grand  form,  where  mind  alone  is  shown. 
The  elements  <rf  thought  and  feeling  nurst 
From  the  blank  infant  state,  till  Genius  bnrat 
All  earthly  barriers,  and  aspired  to  Heaven ;  — 
He  sought  to  grasp  its  fire,  and  he  was  curst 
By  his  own  daring  ;  now  by  fancy  driven, 
The  victim  of  behef,  he  finds  a  longing  given 
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"  To  dwell  with  angels,  and  to  fashion  dreams 

Of  glory,  goodness,  perfect  mind,  pure  love, 

Con3ummat«  beauty,  in  whose  gladdening  beams 

"We  seem  exalted  fo  a  sense  above 

The  casmmon  life,  that  chills  us ;  but  we  prove, 

In  all  this  ecstasy,  the  torturins  fire 

Of  a  keen  thirst,  ■whose  fountain  doth  remove 

Farther,  the  more  we  seek  it ;  —  such  desire 

Bums  the  lost  wretch,  who  finds,  each  step,  the  desert 


"Man,  in  the  temperate  use  of  all  his  powers, 
Is  happy  :  with  the  simple  fruit  and  stream, 
Labor  and  rest  in  their  alternate  hours,  ■ 
His  life  is  golden,  as  fond  poets  dream 
Of  the  first  age,  the  Paradise,  the  theme 
"Where  the  rapt  spirit  gladdens,  and  runs  wild 
TTiroughcitron  shades,  whose  fruitage  woos  the  be  am, 
To  harden  in  its  rind,  through  all  that  smiled 
In  the  Elysian  isles,  where  air  was  ever  mild, 


"  Brushing  the  light  leaves  on  its  jocund  way. 
Borne  from  the  breast  of  ocean  without  cloud, 
Save  such  light  streaks  as  give  the  setting  day 
Its  gilded  glory,  where  the  year  was  bowed 
With  an  etemj  harvest,  in  whose  shi-oud 
Earth  seemed  a  heaven  for  gods,  not  home  for  men ; 
They  dreamed  of  all  these  phantoms,  and  were  proud 
Of  their  creations,  but  cold  winter  then 
Shut  them  to  guaw  their  hearts,  and  grovel  iii  their 
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We  were  not  made  to  wander  on  the  wing. 
But  if  we  would  be  happy,  we  must  bring 
Our  buoyed  hearts  to  a  plwn  and  simple  aehool ; 
We  may,  aa  the  wild-vines  their  tendrils  fling, 
And  waate  their  barren  life,  o'erleap  all  rule. 
And  grasp  all  light,  till  age  our  fruitless  ardor  cool. 


"  We  would  be  gods,  and  we  would  know  all  thiu^, 
And  therefore  we  know  nothing  well ;  our  thought 
Would  lift  itself  upon  an  ease's  wings. 
And  speed  through  all  that  Deity  hath  wrought 
And  fashioned  by  his  fiat,  until  naught 
Should  be  untravelled;  but  the  aspiring  flame 
Consumes  the  active  mind,  and  all  it  sought 
Becomes  its  torment,  for  the  breath  of  f^ae, 
Like  a  Sirocco's  blast,  will  sear  and  scorch  our  frame. 


"  We  seek  the  fountain-head,  whence  Genius  flowed 
Pura  from  the  breast  of  Nature,  where  her  alream 
Was  sparkling-  as  the  crystal,  and  it  showed 
The  bvight  reBecUon  of  tbe  soiar  beam. 
Which  trom  the  Sun  of  mind,  the  Hgh  supreme 
Of  moral  grace  and  beauty,  and  the  throne 
Of  majesty  unbounded,  took  its  theme, 
And  in  the  Muse's  morning  splendor  shone, 
Asin  the  dawn  of  light  some  snow-capped  m  '  ' 
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"  And  we  go  down  the  Btream  of  ages,  borne 
Through  cultured  fields  and  deserts,  and  we  take 
All  that  is  poured  from  Plenty's  hrimming  horn 
Of  mind's  collected  treasures ;  there  we  slake 
Our  growing  thirst,  and  thus  by  quenching  make 
Burning  and  wasting  our  intense  desire ; 
We  gather  burdens,  till  our  spirits  ache 
Beneath  the  weight  of  onr  attainments ;  higher, 
Even  on  the  grave's  close  brink,  our  mounting  souls 


"  And  then  Death  comes,  which  we  have  hurried  on, 
!^  our  own  longing  to  escape  it ;  still 
Hope  points  the  temple  we  had  almost  won. 
Its  Doric  columns  crown  the  lifted  hill, 
And  the  departed  great  its  porches  fill, 
And  all  the  springs  of  Truth  at  last  unlock ; 
Onward  we  leap  to  join  them,  with  a  will 
That  dies  in  effort ;  — so  from  the  doomed  rock 
Prometheus  saw  the  sea  roll  near,  his  torture's  mock. 


"  We  are  the  slaves  of  Nature ;  sun  and  cloud 
Brighten  and  darken,  —  cold  and  heat  compel 
The  spirit  to  their  rule ;  we  may  be  proud 
That  we  are  lords  of  earth,  and  greatly  tell 
How  elements,  obedient  to  the  spell 
Of  OUT  high  reason,  follow  where  we  go : 
'T  is  a  vain  pride ;  for  Glory's  upward  swell, 
Lifting  its  tides,  like  oceans  in  their  flow, 
rinds  m  the  meanest  check  fuU  oft  its  overthrow. 
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lay  quell  tke  tempest  of  a  soul, 


Whose  gusts  blow  o'er  a  continent,  and  pour 
IMadueas  throagh  nations ;  nbo,  as  wild  seas  roll, 
When  wind  and  earthquake  dash  them  on  the  shore, 
To  bury  thousands  tn  their  rush  and  roar, 
Where  ages  had  been  calm  and  happy,  send 
One  host  to  sweep  a  feebler  host  before 
Its  brute  and  causeless  rage,  —  that  life  may  end 
By  the  dark,  stagnant  air,  whose  poison  doth  defend 


"  With  a  securer  bulwark  than  the  rock 

Crowned  with  its  iron  jawa  of  death,  which  speak 

Defiance  to  the  invading  wave,  and  mock 

All,  who,  in  their  insatiate  longing,  seek 

Wider  and  richer  regions,  where  to  wreak 

The  lust  of  a  false  greatness :  in  his  snows 

The  Switzer  finds  his  safe^ard ;  winds  are  bleak. 


"  And  in  his  damp,  close  woods  the  Carib  dwell* 
Free,  for  the  pestilence  for  ever  spreads 
Its  purple  folds  around  him,  till  it  swells 
Dire  as  a  Hydra  with  its  hundred  heads ; 
Where  snakes  and  reptiles  batten  in  their  beds. 
And  round  the  bou»hs  their  bloated  circles  twine ; 
^Vhere  the  dull  air  its  fatal  influence  sheds 
In  one  eternal  mist,  —  no  pure  beams  shine. 
But  all  that  sleeps  below  is  rayless  as  the  mine. 
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"  Man  would  be  free,  but  ia  bis  own  worst  slave  ; 
His  tyrant  is  bis  appetite ;  he  lives 
Calmly  in  bondage,  if  he  thus  can  save 
The  lust  he  long  hath  cherished ;  then  He  gives 
His  birthrijgbt  to  the  pander,  and  believes 
He  hath  his  surest  safety  in  that  power ; 
He  rests  in  quiet  sbth ;  he  never  grieves 
For  the  high  glories  of  that  aneient  hour. 
When  Liberty  sprang  forth,  and  fiercely  claimed  her 
dower. 


"  Base  passions  are  otir  lords ;  and  thus  we  bend 
So  Gently  to  those  who  let  ue  feed 
On  the  rank  garbage  of  low  joys ;  we  send 
Rarely,  if  ever,  to  the'hopes  that  breed 
Strength  in  the  heart,  and  give  the  mind  the  speed 
Of  a  young  courser,  on  its  upward  way  ; 
The  strong  and  lofty  love  tlie  daiing  deed,  — 
Free  in  their  own  wide  circuit,  tl —  '■'"■■■ 
No  power  but  their  own  might,  — 
their  prey. 


"  Weakness  is  vice :  man  first  was  bold  and  strong, 

Prompt  to  repel  all  force,  to  spurn  all  rule  ; 

He  felt  his  wants,  he  knew  his  rights ;  that  throng 

Of  prurient,  pampered  appetites,  which  fool 

The  soul  of  its  true  being,  in  the  school 

Of  reeking  cities  taught,  he  had  not  known  ; 

And  therrfore  he  was  not  the  flatterer's  tool, 

Who  gives  the  cup  of  Circe,  but  alone 

He  walked  erect,  agod,  and  made  the  earth  his  own. 


"  We  teil  of  meekness,  —  't  is  the  very  curse 

Of  our  degraded  nature ;  we  are  driven 

Close  in  a  crowd,  where  all  mean  feelings  nurse 

Their  blackness,  and  the  feebler  thus  in  Heaven 

Look  for  the  help  that  here  they  find  not  given, 

And  patiently  submit  to  those  who  crush ; 

Fetters  so  galling  had  been  sternly  riven 

By  the  first  upward  race ;  they'  would  not  hush 

Wild  nature  in  their  hearts,  but  spend  it  in  the  rush 


"  Of  a  determined  will ;  though  now  firm  laws 

Rear  iron  walls  to  hem  us  darkly  in. 

We  can  be  just,  and  ever  in  the  cause 

Of  the  first  liberty  speak  in  the  din 

Of  prating  slaves,  who  strive,  and  only  win 

New  shackles  by  their  tflil ;  the  few  will  hate 

Tlie  tyrant,  and  be  nobly  free  within ; 

They  live  iu  their  own  world ;  the  mean  will  wait 

Fawning  around  a  lord ;  —  such  is  the  doom  of  fate. 


Things  to  its  great  dominion ;  't  is  designed 

As  the  one  balance,  which  at  least  can  stay 

Awhile  the  haste  of  causes,  which  convey 

All  in  their  downward  flood,  to  where  they  mix 

Again  in  that  great  furnace,  where  the  play 

Of  first  attractions  ever  will  unfix 

The  bindmglinks  of  life,  and  send  us  o'er  the  Styx, 
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"  To  wander  through  ten  thousand  changes,  where 

All  first  is  gross  and  hateful,  till  we  rise 

From  the  rank,  putrid  heap,  to  spread  in  lur 

New  forms,  that  veil  at  first  their  enei^s; 

But  as  the  tireless  wing  of  Being  flies, 

Hasting  for  ever  onward,  they  grow  pure, 

And  spread  new  beauty  to  the  admiring  eyes 

Of  the  pleased  Earth,  and  silently  allure 

To  taste  then-  fleeting  eharms,  too  lovely  to  endure. 


"  Why  was  the  sense  of  beauty  lent  to  man, 
The  ieeling  of  fine  forms,  the  taste  of  soul, 
That  speafa  from  eye  and  lip,  and  thus  will  fan 
Love  in  the  young  beholder?     Why  the  whole 
Waste  of  creation  sweetly  can  control 
The  flaed  heart  to  devotion  ?     Why  hath  Kight 
So  many  golden  eyes  ?     Wliy  is  the  roll 
Of  Nature  so  accordant,  when  a  blight 
Withers  our  very  lives,  and  poisons  all  delight  ? 


"  Why  are  we  not  like  Nature,  ever  new, 
^■eshening  with  every  season  ?    It  is  pain 
To  gaze,  when  wck  and  wasted,  on  the  blue 
Arching  as  purely  o'er  us,  and  the  stain 
Of  tiie  eurled  clouds  that  gather  in  the  train 
Which  the  low  Sun  makes  glorious  with  his  smile : 
To  see  the  light  Spring  weave  her  rosy  chain. 
And  sow  her  pearls,  no  longer  can  beguile. 
When  age  and  want  and  sin  oursinMng  hearts  defile. 
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"  Youth  is  the  season  when  we  mast  enjoy, 
if  we  would  know  the  sweets  of  life ;  the  mind 
Is  then  pure  feeling,  for  no  base  alloy 
Of  gain  hath  blended  with  the  ore  refined 
By  the  wise  hand  of  Nature,  who  designed 
The  beaudftil  years  to  be  aione  the  time 
When  we  can  fondly  love,  and  loving  find 
In  the  adored  the  same  glad  passion  chime, 
As  if  two  spirits  met  in  one  most  tuneful  rhyme. 


"  0,  there  are  eyes  that  have  a  language!  —  sweet 

Comes  their  soft  music  round  us,  till  the  tdr 

Is  one  intansest  melody ;  —  we  heat 

Through  ^very  pulse,  as  if  a  sprmg  were  there 

To  buoy  us  into  upper  worlds,  and  hear 

Our  fond    hearts   with   linked    arms,  on  whitest 

wings. 
To  a  far  island,  whore  we  two  may  share 
Eternal  looks,  such  as  the  live  eve  flings, 
When  it  collects  ali  fire,  and  as  it  blesses,  etings. 


"  0,  could  wo  slop  at  this  glad  hour  the  wheels 

Of  Time,  and  make  this  point  Eternity  I 

Could  check  that  onward  flight,  which  ever  steals 

Hues,  forms,  and  soul,  as  the  twined  colors  flee, 

Which  are  above  the  sevenfold  Harmony, 

MTiose  perfect  concord  meets  in  the  soft  light 

That  sits  upon  a  wave  of  clouds,  —  a  sea 

Of  rolling  vapor,  pearled  and  purely  white, 

That  as  a  curtain  hangs  the  pale-lit  throne  of  Night : 
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O,  could  we  dwell  in  rapture  thus  for  ever, 
Heartfl  burning  with  a  high,  empjTeal  flame. 
Whose  blended  cones  no  reckless  storm  could  sever, 
But  they  should  tremble  upward  till  the  same 
Fine  point  of  centred  heat  should  ever  aim 
Higher  and  higher  to  the  perfect  glow ; 
As  Dante  saw  from  that  celestial  dame, 
Once  loved,  now  worshipped.  Heaven's  own  splen- 
dors flow. 
And  gather  in  her  smile,  that  looked  so  calm  below. 


"  It  is  not  in  us ;  we  were  fashioned  here 
For  a  more  tranquil  feeling,  such  as  home 
Sheds  on  two  hearts,  whose  true  and  lasting  sphere 
Is  round  the  holy  hearth ;  hearts  do  not  roam 
When  they  are  pledged  by  the  young  shoots,  that 

Like  the  green  root-twigs,  sweetly  to  renew 
Our  life  in  their  dear  liyes,  which  are  the  sum 
Of  ^1  our  after  bein^,  where  we  view 
Heaven,   as   the   soul's  fond  smile  those  rose-lips 
tiemblea  through. 


"  O,  had  I  one  on  whom  to  fix  my  heart. 

To  sit  beside  me  when  my  thoughts  are  sad. 

And  with  her  tender  playfulness  impart 

Some  of  her  pure  joy  to  me,  in  whose  glad, 

Up-gazinff  eyes  the  love  that  once  I  had 

M^ht  find  its  lesser  image  formed  complete 

la  all  its  mellow  mildness  1    We  grow  mad 

In  dwelling  on  ideal  woes,  —  we  meet 

Those  loved  looks  in  their  smilej  and  mind  regains 
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"  And  aa  those  blue  eyes  on  the  canvas  throw 
Their  watery  glances  to  me,  where  the  tear 
Seems  gathering  to  a  starry  drop,  to  flow 
Bown  the  soft  damask  of  her  check,  I  hear 
From  her  moved  lips  a  voice  salute  my  ear, 
That  was  so  Itind  and  so  confiding;  pain, 
Which  once  did  throb  within  me,  now  doth  veer 
To  a  calm  stillness ;  the  delinous  brain 
Seems  by  cool  drops  renewed  to  life's  young  bliss 


"  And  I  would  then  that  pictured  form  could  talk 
Of  hours  that  onee  were  happy,  in  the  round 
Of  thought  still  growing,  as  at  each  new  walk 
With  deeper  hue  the  early  bud  is  found. 
Till  it  unfold  its  leaves,  and  scatter  round 
Its  purest  incense ;  —  so  our  life  steals  by, 
Caching  new  loves  and  hopes,  which,  closely  wound 
With  every  blended  thought  and  wish,  will  try 
The  heart  to  ita  last  throb,  when  loved  ones  leave 


"  But  there  is  one  affection,  which  no  stain 

Of  earth  can  ever  darken,  when  two  find, 

The  softer  and  the  manlier,  that  a  chfun 

Of  kindred  taste  hath  fastened  mind  to  mind ;  — 

'Tis  an  attraction  from  all  sense  refined, 

Not  purer  shone  the  sky-born  vestal  fire ; 

The  good  can  only  know  it ;  't  is  not  blind, 

As  love  is,  unto  baseness ;  its  desire 

Is,  but  with  hands  intwined,  to  lift  our  being  higher. 
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"  T 18  like  the  twine  of  hearts  from  infancy 

Beneath  the  same  roof,  who  have  kindly  shown 

All  the  fond  aids  rf  childhood ;  —  eueh  as  we  see 

In  minds,  that  have  one  sympathy  alone. 

That  answer  to  each  other,  aa  the  tone 

Of  woman's  vdee  to  the  deep  sounds  that  flow 

From  the  fit  organ-tubes  more  grandly  blown ; 

With  a  dissolving  concord  blended  so, 

On  through  the  waste  of  life  those  happy  spirits  go. 


"  Life  is  to  them  in  its  revolving  years 

One  round  of  fragrance,  one  parterre  of  fiowers ; 

There  is  a,  very  blessing  in  their  tears ; 

They  are  as  to  the  earth  the  first  spring  showers, 

When,  wakened  by  tlie  musie  of  the  hours. 

All  loose  their  wintry  bonds,  and  leap  in  air, 

IVhen  up  the  mountain,  which  a  forest  towers, 

The  busy  hands  of  life  their  colors  bear, 

Darkening  the  yellow  tint,  liU  one  deep  green  is 


"  There  is  a  very  blessing  in  their  tears ; 

Their  fountain  is  in  purity,  they  well 

In  a  clean  heart,  whose  fondness  more  endears 

ThMi  all  the  forms  and  blended  tints  that  dwell 

On  a  first  master's  canvas,  and  compel 

Worship  unto  that  miracle  of  skill. 

Which  can  at  once  create,  as  with  a  spell. 

On  the  blank  sheet,  such  thinns  of  life  as  fill 

Thegaaerwithmuteawe,  andoendthe  sterner  wilL 
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"  There  is  a  very  blessing  in  their  teara, 
For  while  they  flow  in  happiness,  they  heal 
Wounds  that  bleed  deep  in  other  hearts,  —  Grief 

With  a  sweet  sense  of  gladness,  tones  that  feel 
The  sorrow  they  would  comfort ;  we  may  steel. 
In  our  despair,  our  hearts  to  all  who  lend 
Kindness  to  those  who  suffer  ;  but  the  seal 
Of  our  shut  tears  is  broken,  when  a  friend 
Weeps  with  us  allour  woes,  andtJieuoursorrowsend. 


"  And  we  weep  on  and  smile ;  the  cloud  gives  way, 
And  a  new  light  comes  trembling  through  its  shade  ;t 
We  weep  till  all  our  grief  is  gone,  and  day 
Again  is  pure  above  us ;  —  thus  we  aid 
One  in  another's  evils,  which  were  made 
Parfly  to  bind  more  feelingly  the  chain, 
That  links  existence ;  —  we  are  doubly  paid 
By  our  own  calm  from  tears,  and  by  the  pain 
Which  we  have  gently  healed,  and  made  it  bliss 


"  I  tnrn  me  back,  and  find  a  barren  waste, 

Joj'less  and  rayless;  a  few  spots  are  there, 

Where  briefly  it  was  granted  me  to  taste 

The  tenderness  of  youthful  love,  and  share 

In  the  fond,  mutual  sympathy,  the  care 

Of  those  on  whom  our  fijU  affections  rest : 

I  dreamed,  or  it  was  real ;  but  in  mt 

The  eharm  was  broken ;  it  was  mine  to  test 

With  a  long  pang  how  dark  and  cold  the  rifled  breast 
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Bathed  it  in  torture :  thought  could  never  tire 
In  painting  all  that  I  could  shape  or  dream 
Of  years  M  mingled  jot,  till  one  supreme 
And  perfect  sense  of  glory  filled  me ;  lisM 
Was  in  my  life  — -  a  moment ;  then  the  beam 
Sunk,  and  a  sudden  rush  of  tenfold  night 
Chilled  me  to  my  heart's  core ;  all  being  seemed  o: 
blight. 


"And  then  that  deep  intensity  of  pain;  — 
I  could  have  pressed  my  forehead  with  the  weight 
Of  a  whole  world,  and  yet  my  throbbing  brain 
Bounded  beneath  my  strained  hand :  al!  seemed  hate 
And  leering  scorn  around  me,  tyrant  fate 
Methoughthad  stamped  me  for  eternal  woe ; 
There  was  no  cool,  soft  dew  shed  to  abate 
The  fever  of  despair;  —  tears  could  not  flow. 
But  with  another's  tears,  and  then  I  melted  so, 


"  As  the  doomed  wretch,  who  on  the  scaffold  bears 
Pardon  :  —  at  first  he  gazes  wildly  round, 
And  mocks  the  offer ;  hope  is  lost  in  fears, 
But  as  he  drinks  renewed  the  silver  sound. 
With  such  intensest  joy  his  beart-strings  Iwund, 
It  is  too  keen,  too  deadening :  —  tears  first  start 
Few  to  his  swimming  eyes,  but  he  has  found 
Freshness  in  those  scant  drops,  and  then  his  heart 
Flows,  aud  bis  melting  frame  in  every  gusb  takes 
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"  I  wept  and  I  was  calm ;  as  when  at  night, 
After  a  stormy  day,  the  sky  turns  clear. 
And  all  the  world  of  stars  are  doubly  bright. 
As  the  cloud  aaila  away,  and  the  wide  sphere 
Swells  darkly  pure  behind  it,  till  it  near 
The  orb  that  rules  the  still  hours,  then  its  fold 
Whitens  and  shines  impearled,  and  then  we  hear 
The  cock  crow,  as  the  silver  planet,  rolled 
On  the  unshaded  heaven,  makes  all  things  bright, 
but  cold. 


"  The  earth,  that  sleeps  below  in  silence,  seems 
Sprinkled  with  light,  for  each  clear  drop  of  riun, 
Tnat  bends  the  leaves,  and  grass,  and  closed  dowers, 

With  her  nuld  lustre  ;  —  now  she  casts  a  stain 
On  the  white  clouds  behind  her,  not  in  vain. 
Bending  atliwart  their  curls  the  breded  bow ; 
And  as  the  north-wind  whispers  o'er  the  plain. 
The  drops,  that  fell  with  such  a  silent  flow. 
Harden  to  fretted  frost,  and  whiten  all  below. 


ci-xxxvni. 

"It  is  one  land  of  loveliness;  —  but  chill 

Comes  the  pale  landscape  o'er  me ;  —  not  a  tread 

Disturbs  the  calm  ;  —  the  lone  tree  on  the  hill 

Waves  in  its  frosted  foliage ;  —  fountains  fed 

From  earth's  warm  bosom,  as  they  kiss  it,  shed 

A  fresh  green  o'er  the  meadow-^rass,  aleme 

Living  amid  a  world  that  lies  as  dead 

In  a  pale,  corpse-like  beauty,  while  a  zone 

Of  a  most  tender  tint  round  all  that  is  seems  thrown. 
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"  Such  was  the  calm  tliat  brooded  o'er  my  lej 
Silent  but  cold ;  —  I  wondered,  and  I  grew 
TVanquil,  though  but  a  moment;  as  a  dart 
Leaps  on  the  lurking  deer,  who  wildly  flew, 
Seeking  the  woodland  covert,  as  they  blew 
The  maddening  horn  behind  him,  so  there  caJ 
Through  my  hot  brain,  to  madden  me  anew. 
The  same  wild  thoughts,  whieh  soon  were  bio 

nil  one  convulsive  throb  ran  quivering  throu; 
frame. 


"  And  then  I  thought  of  death,  I  sternly  rushed 
To  the  steep  brink,  and  eyed  the  depth  below  : 
I  stood  poised  for  the  nlimge ;  my  forehead,  flushed 
With  the  hot  pain  within  me,  seemed  to  glow 
On  the  eool  wave ;  —  with  a  last  parting  throe 
I  j-ielded  up  my  beina;,  but  a  thought 
Checked  me, — I  might  not  perish.    Somesureblow, 
That  would  end  all  at  once,—  such  death  I  sought. 
To  wither  in  one  breath,  then   go  where   all   la 


"  A" ain  I  steeled  me,  and  the  flashing  tip 

Of  a  shaip  dagger  met  mj  bounding  breast ; 

It  a^medwith  drops  of  living  blood  to  drip; 

Already  on  the  seat  of  life  't  was  prest. 

And  I  was  sinking  to  eternal  rest, 

"When  ah»ud  voice  seemed  yelling,  'SIadman,BtayI 

Bear  with  a  siemer  will  the  stem  behest 

Of  fate."    I  threw  the  shining  dirk  away. 

And  with  a  deep,  wild  groan  I  hasted  to  obey. 
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"  My  heart  seemed  hardened  from  that  very  hour,  — 
Feeling  was  deadened  in  it,  —  smiles  and  tears 
^Vcre  gone  for  ever,  —  friendship  had  no  power 
To  give  me  comfort,  —  all  that  so  endears 
In  the  f^r  face  of  woman,  hopes  and  fears 
That  have  in  her  their  fountain,  all  had  fled; 
But  iife  had  grown  eternal,  countless  years 
At  once  had  lown,  a  wider  being  spread, 
Dark,  silent,  dim,  around,  —  I  wandered  wilh  the 


"  And  coldly  I  live  on,  and  will  live  on, 
nil  life  hath  ceased  to  torture,  and  the  grave 
Hides  me  fi?om  man,  and  that  long  home  is  won 
^Vluch  welcomes  us  to  quench  us,  or  to  save 
Prom  all  that  sinks  us  here.     O,  I  could  hrave 
Hell  and  its  fires,  if  with  it  strength  would  grow. 
There  is  no  pEun  like  weakness ;  —  Justice  gave 
Ko  keener  rack  than  this,  to  live  and  know. 
Weak,  scorned,  that  our  own  hand  had  wrought  ou 
overthrow. 

"  Well,  let  the  world  pass  on ;  I  stand  unmoved 

In  all  its  uproar,  —  all  it  hath  of  good 

Is  now  turned  poison,  —  those  I  fondly  loved 

Have  died,  or  hate  ine ;  —  as  the  tempter  stood 

In  Eden,  nursing  in  his  lieart  a  brood 

Of  all  dark  passions,  so  1  look  on  life  ; 

I  find  no  charm  widiout,  my  only  food 

Of  thought  is  in  the  keen  and  quencliless  strife,  — 

I  wrestle  with  despair,  whore  all  of  ill  is  rife. 
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"  But  evil  is  mt/  good ;  —  I  cannot  turn 

Back  to  renew  the  fresliness  of  young  daye. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  nenitentc,  — 'l  spum 

The  weakness  of  the  stooping  mretth,  who  pays 

Awe  to  the  hand  that  crushes  him,  and  lays 

The  weight  of  such  existence  on  his  soul ; 

I  asked  not  to  have  being,  nor  to  raiso 

My  life  from  oat  the  brute  and  senseless  whole. 


My 

Whi 


hich  ever  sleeps  the  same,  thonn-h  yea 
roll.  '         ^    J 


"  We  must  submit  or  die  :  —  If  all  would  end 
With  the  last,  twinkling  of  this  lamp,  —  why,  well ; 
I  could  bear  on ;  but  fliought  will  sometimes  send 
Questions  across  the  dark,  dread  gulf,  wlicro  dwell 
All  wild  and  formless  visions,  —  't  is  the  hell 
That  kindles  with  its  fii-es  the  doubting  brain ; 
It  may  be,  —  and  those  few  short  words  ii-iil  tell 
Racks  to  the  lingering  heart,  that  longs  in  vain 
To  find  some  caJin  retreat  to  quell  its  rasiii"  pain. 


"  There  is,  they  say,  a  bending  form  of  love. 
Who  spreads  his  dove-wings  over  us,  and  bears 
The  wearied  in  his  gentle  arms  above 
All  earth  has  to  assail  us,  sorrows,  cares 
Tml  and  disease  and  want,  till  cool,  sweet  aira 
Breathe  odors  from  the  never-fading  flowers 
That  grow  in  Heaven,  where  peace  eternal  weaw 
The  same  undying  smile,  and,  as  tlie  hours 
Steal  silently  along,  desuends  in  balmy  showers. 
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"  'T 13  a  fond  iancj' ;  —  some  may  find  it  sweet, 
Full  of  all  happy  visions,  —  life  will  seem 
Bliss  in  their  upward  longings,  —  there  they  meet 
All  their  once  loved  ones  heightened ;  —  such  a. 

dream 
Heals  many  a  broken  heart,  and  then  they  deem 
All  is  one  light  around  them:  let  them  bend 
Deep  o'er  their  long  devotion,  —  let  the  theme 
Of  all  their  words  be,  of  the  one  Great  Friend, 
Who  saves  them  from  all  pain,  and  bids  all  son'ows 


"  'T  is  not  for  me,  —  I  am  of  stemet  mould ; 

I  must  live  on  in  my  own  heart,  and  find 

Strength  to  sustain  —  by  thoujrht ;  my  only  hold 

]s  on  that  unbent  energy  of  mind, 

"Which,  aa  the  storm  beats  harder  on,  will  bind 

Closer  its  will  around  it,  and  endure ; 

Which  shuns  aU  concord  with  its  own  base  kind, 

Where  it  for  ever  totters,  but  grows  pure 

And  firm  in  solitude,  which  is  its  only  cure. 


"  I  will  not  look  on  Nature,  —  't  is  too  fair, 
And  hath  too  much  of  beauty,  when  it  lies 
Spread  in  the  sunlight ;  —  we  must  hate,  or  share 
In  the  same  being ;  —  when  the  clouded  skies 
In  one  black  front  of  coming  tempest  rise. 
And  bear  their  rolling  waves  in  torrents  on, 
Then-I  can  wander  forth,  and  lift  my  eyes 
With  a  wild  sense  of  power,  —  the  hollow  moan 
Of  the  far  mount^n-winds  hatfa  music  in  its  tone. 
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"  I  must  make  home  in  darkness,  —  I  can  sit 

Days  on  the  sunward  rocks  that  crown  the  peak 

Of  a  long  Alpine  wave,  —  such  things  befit 

The  soul  collected  in  ite  might  to  seek 

Food  in  the  desert :  as  the  raven's  heak 

Bore  life  unW  the  lonely  man,  so  I 

Feed  on  the  darkest  forms,  and  proudly  wreak 

My  wrath  on  Nature,  who  hath  bent  the  sky, 

So  glorious  and  so  vast,  round  such  as  crawl  and 


"  The  sense  of  fair  and  lofty,  —  this  will  wring 
The  form  that  finds  itself  in  cold  decay. 
Hateful  to  those  we  bved,  and  thus  we  fling 
The  wooing  Beauty  firom  us,  and  array 
All  in  a  shroud :  we  cast  all  hope  away, 
As  a  fond  thing  to  cheat  the  infant ;  pride 
Comes  where  ambilJon  fled,  and  when  the  gay 
And  lovely  from  our  dark  looks  turn  aside, 
Abhorrent  and  in  fear,  our  part  is  to  deride. 


"  We  have  gone  through  the  dusk  of  death,  and 

known 
All  the  grave  hath  of  horrors  ;  we  have  seen 
Each  separate  form  of  pain,  have  heard  the  groan, 
And  the  loud  maniai;  laugli ;  we  too  have  been 
Partakers  in  these  torments,  and  have  then 
Come  out  to  be  the  scomer,  and  to  wear 
One  broad,  cold  sneer ;  —  we  have  no  part  with  men, 
But  like  a  leering  devil  we  must  hear 
R«ud  on  our  up-curied  lips  the  scoff"  that  ti-embles 


"  We  now  can  smile,  and  feel  at  heart  a  hell ;  — 
'T  is  a  blue  meteor  on  a  cloud,  that  brings 
Plague  o'er  a  sleeping  earth,  and  tolls  the  knell 
Of  a  lost  land,  and  scatters  from  its  winga 
Uig  drops  of  venom;  —  such  the  smile  hate  wrings 
From  the  crushed  heart,  that  hardened  as  it  bore ; 
So  I  must  live,  and  look  on  men  as  things 
That  are  my  bane,  —  so  hide  in  my  heart's  core 
The  grief  I  cannot  tell,  till  life's  poor  dream  is  o'er. 


'■  Then  be  my  spirit  firm ;  the  storm  may  rush 
In  all  its  rage  around  me,  —  clouds  may  rend 
Their  gloom  in  one  broad  flash,  and  in  one  gush 
Tour  their  wide  deluge  o'er  me,— earth  may  send 
S  warms  of  al!  ills  and  places,  —  they  shallnot  bend 
Jly  soul  from  its  fixed  bearing ;  here  on  high. 
Where  the  rude  rocks  and  snows  eternal  lend 
Bulwarks  to  my  retreat,  and  the  clear  sky 
Lifts  over  me  its  roof,  ~  I  sternly  sit  and  die." 


'T  is  the  wild  rage  of  madness,  thus  to  send 
Defiance  unto  Nature,  thus  to  build 
A  wall  of  aeorpions,  cherishm^  a  fiend 
Within  a  human  bosom,  sternly  willed 
To  bo  the  common  foe,  and  darkly  filled 
With  all  tliat  form  the  worst  of  passions,  —  hi 
Till  evciT  warning  vmce  within  is  stilled, 
And  all  is  nerved  to  meet  the  doom  of  fate. 
As  if  man  stoud  alone  without  a  lord  or  mate 
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As  if  these  feeble  bodies  had  the  power 
To  battle  with  the  elements,  to  stand 
Sole,  aa  an  oak,  to  whom  the  wintry  shower 
And  summer  dew  fall  like :  no  heart  is  manned. 
Or  fenced  in  iron,  that  the  icy  hand 
Of  want  may  not  subdue  it,  and  compel 
The  boldest  danng  to  its  stern  command ; 
'T  ja  the  relentless  tyrant  of  a  hell. 
In  whose  cold,  sordid  dens  the  heart  turns  hard  and 
felL 


Man  is  a  very  infant,  when  alone ;  — 
The  desert,  and  the  forest,  and  the  sea, 
Lifting  its  boundless  brine,  and  with  a  zone 
Of  azure  clasping  earth,  —  man  canntrt  be. 
Lost  in  their  barren  silence,  firm  and  free,  — 
Kature  will  lift  her  voice,  and  bend  him  low; 
Thirst,  hunger,  fear,  and  madness,  like  the  tree 
Whose  dew  is  death,  a  ehilliu"  shade  will  throw, 
^Vhere  the  heart  kindles  not  with  a  fond,  social  glow 


Then  farewell,  Solitude  1  where  hate  is  nursed, 
4nd  doubt  is  cherished ;  I  would  rend  away 
The  linka  that  hind  iny  spirit  there,  and  burst 
From  roy  dark  cell  of  silence  into  day. 
And  climb  with  tireless  hand  my  upward  way, 
Where  all  who  wield  the  hearts  of  men  have  trod; 
Honor  and  love  are  there,  and  these  repay 

For  the  dull  cares  and  toils  wherein  we  plod, 

They  ha^e  a  spell  to  eharm  the  slave,  who  turns  the 


Why  molint  the  iiighai'  tract,  that  leads  to  fame  ? 
Why  seek  to  twine  a  halo  round  thy  brow  ? 
Can  the  Tvido  echo  of  a  hruited  name 
Stirte  the  cry  of  vulgar  want,  when  thou 
Art  in  the  ruder  conflict  forced  to  how 
To  the  hard  insolence  of  common  men  ? 
Better  have  dug  the  earth,  or  steered  the  prow. 
Than  gain  the  heights  which  few  can  gain,  and  then 
Drudge  in  tlie  sordid  path,  where  meaner  minds  hai'e 


And  wherefore  doubt  ?     Belief  is  doubly  dear, 
IVhen  tnith  has  never  drawn  aside  the  veil 
Tliat  hides  the  laws  of  Nature.     All  who  fear 
W^ili  find  a  hope,  —  one  voice  can  ill  avail 
Amid  the  cry  of  thousands,  —  wo  must  quail 
Submissive  to  the  common  creed,  or  die, 
Should  fortune  wait  not  with  a  flattering  gale. 
And  send  the  gilded  bart  in  triumph  by ;  — 
They  can  do  all^  who  daae  with  pomp  the  vulgar  eye. 


My  work  is  ended:  —  I  have  gained  the  shore, 

Wliose  flowers  are  fancy,  and  whose  fruits  deceit ; 

And  I  have  furled  my  sail  to  try  no  more 

The  gentle  breath  of  favor,  nor  to  beat 

With  adverse  sales,  nor  where  the  wild  winds  meet 

On  the  contending  waters :  youth's  quick  swell 

Is  sunk  to  manhood's  calm,  and  now  my  feet 

Must  take  a  weary  pilgrimage,  and  tell. 

On  through  the  wasteof  age,to  all  I  loved,  farewell. 
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Op  Mnd,  and  ita  mysterious  a^nciea. 

And  most  of  all,  ita  higli  creative  power, 

In  fasliioning  the  elements  of  things 

To  loftier  images  than  have  on  earth 

Or  in  the  sky  tlieir  home,  —  that  come  to  us 

In  the  still  visitation  of  a  dream, 

Or  rise  in  light  before  us  when  we  muse, 

Or  ftt  tlie  bidding  ot  the  mightier  take 

Fixed  rewdence  in  fitly-sounding  Terse, 

Or  on  the  glowing  canvas,  or  in  shapes 

Hewn  from  the  livin"  rock :  —  of  these,  and  all 

That  wake  in  us  our  ctetter  tliooghts,  and  lead 

The  spirit  to  the  enduring  and  sublime, 

It  isjny  purpose  now  ta  hold  awhile 

Seemly  discourse,  and  with  befitting  words 

Clothe  the  conceptions  I  have  sought  to  frame. 

There  are,  diffused  through  nature,  cert^n  Forms, 
That  ever  hotd  dominion  o^r  the  Mind, 
Aiid  with  an  awfii!  or  a  pleasinn;  power 
Control  it  to  their  bidding.     Life  may  change 
In  its  perpetual  round ;  Manners  may  take 
All  fashions  and  devices,  putting  on 
Greater  variety  of  antic  shapes, 
Hian  Puck  or  Proteus ;  but  with  an  eternal 
And  ever-constant  unity,  theff  keep 
Their  stations  and  their  aspects.     Whether  high, 
Or  simply  fjur,  mighty,  or  only  turned 
To  elegant  minuteness,  still  they  stand 
On  the  wide  forehead  of  the  Universe, 
As  undecayin"  as  ita  suns  and  stars. 
As  bright,  and  as  divine.     The  willing  soul 
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Bows  to  them  with  an  adoration  puro 
And  unalloyed  by  aught  that  can  defile 
Or  diU'ken.     No  mean  interest  hath  a  place 
In  the  still  worship  offered  up  to  them, 
AVhether  we  meet  thorn  in  the  vaulted  eliy 
Or  the  invisible  air,  or  see  them  round  us, 
Creatures  of  earth,  as  we  are,  hut  informed 
Witli  this  unquestioned  title  to  command 
The  hearths  obedience.     Hence  in  eTerj-  age 
Mi!n  have  been  devotees  unto  their  shrine ; 
And  they  have  i^Jwd  erect,  when  all  beside 
Went  to  the  ground  in  ruin ;  or  if  fallen 
Irt  some  convul^on,  when  a  starless  night 
Clouded  the  nations,  they  have  risen  again 
With  the  first  touch,  of  dawn,  and  as  they  came 
Into  the  light  of  day,  man's  orisona 
Were  first  to  them  directed,  —  all  his  awe 
And  love  and  silent  wonder  planted  there. 
As  if  they  were  the  cenire  of  his  soul. 
The  point  to  which  his  passions  and  de^es 
lient  as  unto  their  lode-star.    These  are  tiey 
To  which  the  generous  spirit  ever  tnms, 
AVhen  he  is  kindled  by  uie  holy  fire 
From  off  the  eternal  filtar,  and  has  caught 
Unwearied  longing  for  the  blest  abode 
Of  all  departed  greatness.     When  he  rises 
To  the  conception  of  enduring  fame, 
And  has  revealed  before  the  keener  eye 
Of  Ms  most  inward  sense  the  great  and  fair. 
The  beautilul  and  lofty,  —  then  his  vows 
Are  paid  io  these  alone ;  —  no  other  power 
Can  claim  his  high  devotion,  none  can  awe 
His  feariess  will,  nor  steal  upon  his  heart 
With  an  inviting  smile,  —  his  eye  is  dim, 
Ilis  ear  untuned,  his  every  feelma  dull 
To  aught  beside,  —  nothing  can  charm-him  thei 
That  breathes  not  this  pure  essence,  —  nothing  d 
His  love,  nor  kindle  hope,  —  the  nicest  work 
Of  Art  without  the  impress  of  these  forma 
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Can  fix  no  wandering  glance,  —  no  linked  sounds 

Of  most  elaborate  music,  if  they  flow  not, 

With  ready  lapse,  from  this  pei-petual  fount 

Of  all  bleat  barmony,  can  soothe  his  ear 

Even  to  a  moment's  listening;  —  all  to  him 

Is  jawing  and  discordant,  it  it  tell  not 

Of  these  enduring  forms,  that  have  no  change. 

They  are  but  one  with  "n-uth;— only  that  Truth 
Comes  to  us  with  a  slow  and  doubtful  step, 
Meaauring  the  ground  aha  treads  on,  and  for  ever 
Turning  her  curious  eye  to  see  that  all 
Is  right  behind,  and  with  a  keen  survey 
Chooang  her  onward  path.     But  these,  which  are 
Lords  of  the  Heart,  as  she  is  of  the  Mind 
In  its  pure  reason,  — these  at  once  approach. 
And  with  their  outetretehed  pennons  overshadow 
The  wflling  soul.     We  look  abroad  on  earth 
And  heaven,  —  we  see  the  glories  of  the  day, 
And  night's  more  tranquil  glories,  —  we  look  down 
Fran  same  uplifted  pinnacle,  and  gaze 
On  waving  woods  and  ever-varj'ing  ahapes 
Of  hill  and  level,  —  we  behold  the  sea 
Working  in  ceaseless  undulation,  while 
Its  never-wearied  vwee  sends  up  to  Heaven 
Its  one  eternal  hymn,  — ^  we  stand  and  look. 
Shuddering,  down  to  the  gulf,  where  leaps  the  river 
With  an  its  wealth  of  waves,  and  through  the  night 
Of  the  profound  catch  only  now  and  then 
A  flash  of  foam,  —  we  listen  to  the  sound 
Of  its  unwasting  din,  and  feel  the  earth 
Shake  where  we  tread, — and  as  we  look,  we  tremble, 
And  know  at  once  the  mighty  and  the  vast 
That  dwell  around  us.    Like  the  revelation 
Of  centuries  and  ages  yet  to  come. 
That  in  the  moment  of  a  hallowed  dream 
Startle  the  prophet's  eye,  so  the  sublime 
Strikes  instant  on  the  heart.     T  is  but  to  look. 
And  all  is  felt  and  known,  —  and  he  who  then 
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Is  equal  to  the  burden  may  be  filled 

With  the- conceptions  of  a  loftier  vision 

Than  poet  ever  sung,  or  painter  drew, 

And  yet  find  all  his  efforts  to  portray 

The  tlionghts  that  fill  him,  like  the  feint  endeavor 

To  throw  off  from  his  laboring  heart  the  weight 

Of  an  oppressive  dream.     Much  has  been  thrown 

On  living  canvas,  —  ihueh  been  cast  abroad 

In  words  of  loftiest  import,  —  much  been  framed 

Ly  plastic  hands  to  shajwa  of  awe  and  wonder ; 

But  nothin"  ever  bodied  out  the  soul 

In  its  most  daring  flight.     The  eagle  soars  not 

Above  the  highest  clouds;  and  when  at  sunset 

The  sky  is  full  of  fiery  shapes,  that  lie 

^'illing  the  lialf  of  heaven,  there  ar&  that  catch 

The  suu'b  last  smile,  too  high  for  any  win^f 

To  fly  to,  —but  they  are  Oie  loveliest      ° 

And  brightest ;  —  so  the  visions  of  the  soul 

Are  often  higher  than  the  boldest  leap 

Of  Execution,  who  with  vain  attempt 

Lags  far  behind  the  rapid  lightning-glance 

Of  quick  Conception.     Hence  there  may  have  been 

Pouts  who  never  framed  a  show  of  words 

From  out  the  busy  workings  of  their  brain, 

And  who  in  solitude  and  loneliness 

Coinmunecl  with  all  sublimity,  and  played 

With  every  shape  of  beauty,  and  yet  never 

Put  forth  one  visible  sign  to  teU  the  ivorid 

How  much  they  felt  and  knew.    And  some  there  are 

Wliose  minds  are  like  a  treasure-house  of  art, 

Full  of  such  pictures  as  an  Agnolo 

Would  summon  forth  in  vain,  —  faces  tlxat  breathe 

All  passion  and  all  pride,  and  attitudes 

All  mi^ht  and  force,  all  loveliness  and  love ; 

Shrinking  from  sight,  and  with  beseeching  art 

Kneeling  before  their  fond  idolatry; 

Or  eiirouded  in  inherent  majesty, 

And  wrapped  about  with  mystery  as  with  clouds. 

Looking  a  soul  of  high  command,  beneath 


Portending  brows,  where  terror  sits,  and  spom 

Of  every  meaner  thing.     Yes,  there  are  niiiida 

^Yho  know  not  even  the  names  of  these  high  arts. 

And  vet  have  all  their  elements  and  powers ; 

The  imagination,  wonder,  love,  and  awe, 

Awe  Hlent,  deep,  and  wonder  proud  and  high. 

And  love  tender  and  glowing,  and  a  wealth 

Of  bright  creations,  richer  than  the  west. 

When,  at  the  hom-  of  setting,  overcast 

With  every  shape  of  air.     Then  who  ghall  say, 

That  Poetry  consists  in  ordered  verse, 

Aikd  Painting  in  the  rules  of  light  and  shade. 

And  measured  tint,  and  shapes  exact  and  true  ? 

Who  would  not  rather  own,  these  are  hut  luds 

To  ffive  ft  Mgher  charm  to  what  alone 

Is  ^1  attractive?     If  the  unchanging  foi-ms 

Of  greatness  or  of  beauty  fdl  the  page 

Or  canvas,  little  care  we,  if  all  art 

Is  centred  there.     We  see  tliem,  and  we  pay 

Due  homage,  and  in  doing  tliia,  we  own 

There  is  one  beautiful,  and  only  one, 

One  great,  one  true.     Heuce  there  are  bai^ds,  who 

So  early,  that  their  very  lives  are  fable. 
Whose  rhapsodies  and  songs  have  come  to  us 
Frcan  ages  of  which  history  has  no  record. 
And  vet  are  read  with  the  same  eagerness 
As  when  they  first  were  sung.     Eternal  youth 
Is  round  them.     Like  the  never-fading  bay. 
They  flourish  in  a  green  old  age,  and  go 
Forward,  with  step  as  firm,  and  brow  as  high, 
To  the  last  consummation,  as  at  first 
They  charmed  the  listening  crowd  in  chieftain's  hall, 
Or  after  battle  in  the  tented  field. 
Or  when  at  night  they  sat  beneath  the  moon, 
The  round,  full  moon,  and  o'er  the  iEgean  sailed. 
Keeping  due  time,  with  balanced  oars,  to  sounds 
Of  minstrel  music.     Though  a  chosen  few 
Alone  can  read  the  ancient  words,  that  seem 


Like  magic  letters  to  the  common  eye ; 

Yet  in  the  humble  garb  of  common  prose, 

Or  in'  the  guise  of  more  ambitious  verse ; 

Bereft  of  all  their  sounding  harmony. 

Or  hidden  by  a  load  of  m«iem  art, 

Unseemly  ornament,  and  fitted  ill 

To  the  simplicitj'  of  heroic  limes;  — 

Yet  even  through  all  these  shadowings,  every  eye, 

That  hath  a  natural  sense,  can  see  Ihe  brightness 

Aad  beauty  Tone  can  never  dim  or  fade. 

And  yet  these  are,  for  minds  that  have  a  share 
In  that  imaginative  opulence 
Which  mvea  a  life  to  all  created  tilings, 
Tlie  coldest  and  the  dumbest.    Not  die  crowd. 
Who  keep  the  gift  of  nature  unperverted; 
Through  all  the  busy  clamorings  of  vtant. 
And  all  the  needfiil  cares  of  animal  life. 
The  toils  that  comfort  and  necessity 
Impose  so  quickly  on  us.     Therefore  they 
Look  not  with  transport  on  the  enduring  fbrms 
Of  an  eternal  nature.     Not  the  whole 
In  its  unchanging  rest  commands  their  eye. 
But  ever  shifting  circumstance  alone 
Sways  tliem,  and  therefore  what  is  falsely  styled 
By  the  great  name  of  Life,  the  sacred  name 
Of  the  pure  vital  Being,  calls  alone 
Their  hearts  to  joy.     Iney  praise  the  ready  hand 
That  imitates  the  imitative  tricks 
One  trom  another  borrows  in  the  round 
Of  senseless  ceremony  and  idle  form ; 
And  with  then-  noisy  plaudits  cheer  the  voice 
That  gives  an  echo  to  the  vapid  jest 
Of  poor  mechanic  life,  and  wakes  a  laugh 
Only  because  it  comes  upon  their  blank 
And  stolid  dulneas,  hke  a  farthing  candle 
Lighting  a  stifled  vault.     Tliese  have  their  day, 
And  well  are  they  rewarded.     "What  they  give. 
That  they  receive.    They  deal  in  common  things,  — 
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They  tell  tie  vulgar,  be  they  high  or  low. 
Just  -what  they  are ;  and  for  this,  they  may  live 
Ah  richly  Tulgar  as  their  wishes  claim. 

Not  so  the  few,  who  earnestly  have  sought 
To  seat  themselves  on  the  far  eminence 
Where  the  eternal  Geniuses  are  holding 
Their  intellectual  court.     Not  so  with  them. 
Their  ium  was  not  to  catch  the  popular  air. 
They  did  not  seek  to  spread  their  open  wings 
To  sQch  a  fickle  gale.    They  took  theh-  nay 
Beneath  the  guidance  of  a  better  star, 
And  with  the  heralding  of  better  sounds 
Than  the  cheap  clamors  of  the  common  voice. 
They  formed  their  own  conceptions,  and  with  tflil. 
Long,  earnest  toil,  they  brought  their  laboring  minda 
To  the  high  level  of  the  feme  they  loved. 
And  then  went  boldly  on.     They  were  alone 
In  their  endeavor.    None  to  cheer  them  nigh ; 
None  to  speak  favorable  words  of  praise. 
They  charmed  their  solitude  with  lofty  verse, 
And  made  thar  hours  of  exile  bright  with  song. 
They  had  no  comforter,  and  asked  for  none ; 
No  help,  for  none  they  needed.     Loneliness 
Was  their  best  good;  it  left  them  to  themselves. 
Kept  out  ^1  vain  intruwon,  and  around  them 
Spread  gently  an  atmosphere  of  thought, 
A  Sabbath  of  devotion,  such  as  never 
Hallowed  the  twilight  vaults  of  ancient  minster, 
Or  filled  with  many  prayers  the  hermit's  cave. 
It  was  the  deep  devotion  of  the  mind 
In  all  its  powers,  sending  itself  abroad 
In  search  of  every  fair  and  blessed  thing, 
And  with  a  winning  charm  enticing  home 
All  to  itself.     They  came  at  its  command, 
Trooping  like  summer  clouds,  when  the  wide  air 
Is  thick  with  them,  and  every  one  is  touched 
By  the  fall  noon  to  a  transparent  brightness, 
Like  heaps  of  orient  pearl.    The  kindled  eye 
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Ran  over  them,  as  lightning  sends  ita  flash 
Idstaot  through  all  the  billowa  of  the  storm, 
And  took  the  fairest,  and  at  once  they  stood 
In  meet  array,  as  if  a  t«mple  rose. 
Graced  with  the  purest  lines  of  Grecian  art, 
At  the  Bweet  touch  of  au  Apollo's  lyre. 

But  they  are  gone,  and  now  are  of  the  few, 
Wbose  fame  goes  brightening  on  from  age  to  age, 
Taking  allowed  precedency  of  all 
Who  in  their  day  were  lauded  by  the  crowd. 
For  motley  jests,  and  tales  of  low  intrigue, 
Ami  such  entangled  stories  as  they  love, 
Like  riddles,  to  untie.     These  lived  at  ease, 
Couiling  and  courted ;  shaping  all  to  suit 
The  ear  of  such  as  had  the  strings  of  favor 
At  their  control ;  speaking  smooth  flatteriea, 
And  with  obsequious  readiness  commending 
Their  suit  of  wealth,  not  fame.     The  present  day 
Bounded  their  narrow  fum.    They  eared  fbr  naught. 
So  they  were  watted  swimnungly  along 
The  even  tide.     Opinions,  none  they  sought, 
Bnt  golden ;  and  they  recked  not  if  oblivion 
Se  ized  them  and  all  their  dee  ds.when  they  had  danced 
Their  marry  lite  away,  and  death  had  come 
To  close  their  masquerade,  and  send  them  where 
No  laugh  could  reach  them,  and  no  goblet  flow. 
And  such  has  been  their  fate,  — for  novelty 
Is  the  fantastic  sovereign  of  the  ti-ain 
Of  their  once  high  admirers.     'T  is  with  them, 
As  with  the  imps  of  fortune.     When  they  shine 
Gaudy  and  glitterinp;,  they  are  then  surrounded 
By  a  whole  swarm  of  such  as  are,  like  them, 
Tlie  inaoets  of  a  day ;  but  when  thev  lose 
The  polish  of  their 'plumes,  and  dark  adversity 
Hovers  above  them,  like  a  boding  owl. 
Seared  by  the  omen,  all  their  summer  friends 
Fly  to  the  she!l«r  of  a  neiver  shade.  _ 
But  the  ti-ue  champions  of  the  undying  strain, 
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That  ever-sounding  melody  of  Heaven, 
Whflse  essence  is  eternally  the  same, — 
These,  as  they  had  no  favor  from  tlie  world 
Whose  love  m  change,  so  they  are  still  above  it. 
And  ever  mounting  to  a  purer  sky, 
And  El  lesa  clouded  air,  a  clearer  sun 
Lights  them,  and  fuller  emanations  flow 
From  their  inherent  briglitnesa,  so  that  they 
Kindle  with  years,  and  catch  from  every  age 
Some  new  reflection  of  their  glory,  till 
Like  Deities  they  ride  in  the  mid-heaven. 
Commanding  worship  and  forbidding  doubt, 
And  with  a  sure  compulsion  leading  ua 
To  look  upon  them  with  becoming  awe. 

It  were  not  diflicult  to  say  of  them, 
Tlieirs  was  the  better  choice,  if  all  we  knew 
Were  this  their  end.     Tlie  generous  love  of  fame ! 
Tliere  is  no  higher  paaaon  fliat  can  fill 
The  laboring  breast.     It  hath  a  touch  of  Heaven ; 
And  he  who  owns  it  is  awhile  refined 
From  the  poor  dross  of  eartli,  and  then  he  shines 
In  Nature's  purest  ore.     His  tliounhta  are  bent 
From  the  base  aim  of  mercenarj-  life. 
And,  centred  in  the  goal  of  his  desires, 
Bear  the  man  upwarS,  till  he  wears  about  hun 
The  livery  of  honor,  and  the  weeds 
Of  Mmd's  nobility,  whose  seal  is  stamped 
In  the  true  mint  of  Glory.     If  we  knew 
Only  the  first  warm  breathings  after  fame. 
The  strife  to  gain  the  lofty  seat  they  hold. 
While  yet  the  heart  was  young,  the  spirit  full 
Of  crowding  fancies,  an(I  the  vigorous  arm 

••      ■  he  will, 

e  then  behold  him 


Beneath  their  we^ht,  nor  yet  elate  with  jjride. 
But  keeping  on  hb  even  way,  well  knowing 
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Tliey_  were  liis  due,  and  so  were  but  a  part 

or  his  own  state,  — not  as  a  mumming  pa^ant 

Wornfoi"  a  moment's  bravery,  then  east  off, 

Lilte  borrowed  robes,  — not  as  a  player's  crown, 

Who  struts  awhile  the  Kmg,  and  then  retires 

To  revel  with  his  menial,  —  but  as  things 

Of  high  coneernmeut,  which  with  gentle  bearing 

Hi!  should  assume,  and  with  a  household  thrlfli 

Closely  retain ;  —  could  we  then  follow  him 

To  Ms  recess,  and  mark  his  holy  musing. 

Toe  quiek  and  sudden  motion  of  his  eye. 

The  working  of  his  eloquent  lips,  the  lines 

Djep  furrowed  in  his  brow,  the  dexter  hand 

Armed  for  its  toil,  the  other  firmly  dasped, 

A)  if  the  earnest  purpose  of  his  will 

H  id  set  its  token  there, — had  we  then  seen 

HiiT  when  his  upward  glance  had  caught  the  light, 

Tiiat  fells  from  Heaven,  and  the  prophetic  power 

Deseendcd  on  him,  how  his  flying  fingers 

K,m  o'er  the  page,  giving  to  fleetmg  thoughts 

A  soul  and  form,  and  coining  words  of  might, 

Sush  as  shall  ever  hold  mysterious  power 

Over  the  listening  world;  —  conld  we  then  leap 

Athwart  the  desolat*  gulf,  wherein  he  sank, 

When  the  loud  burst  of  curious  novelty 

Hid  died  away,  —  when  all  his  noblest  doings 

Tf  ere  as  a  twice-told  tale,  —  when  but  to  sa^, 

This  thin"  is  Tasso's,  were  enough  to  damn  it, 

And  callirom  some  low  scribbler  high  remarks. 

How  he  had  fallen  away, — how  he  had  then 

Lost  his  first  fire  and  finish,  —  lost  the  beauty 

And  all  the  sweetness  of  his  earlier  strains, — 

How,  when  he  scorned  to  he  the  drudge  of  princes, 

And  do  their  bidding  for  a  scanty  dole. 

When  he  preferred  to  follow  out  the  path 

He  had  begun  so  nobly,  to  the  toil 

That  breaks  the  spirit,  and  unmans  the  heart. 

By  which  some  great  man  sought  to  bind  him  down 

To  be  hb  client  and  his  slave,  and  when 
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He  found  for  this,  and  all  that  he  had  shed 

Of  light  around  his  eountrj-'s  name,  neglett 

And  bitterer  taunts,  and  false  upbraidinga,  telling 

How  he  had  thrown  aside  that  good  the  state 

And  people  pressed  upon  him,  and  had  chosen 

To  wander  forth  in  povery,  and  beg 

His  way  from  door  to  door,  casdng  dishonor 

On  the  high  art  he  practised,  and  despite 

On  those  who  jiatientlj-,  with  kind  intent. 

Sought  to  befnend  him  warraly,  but  in  vain,  — 

How,  with  a  spirit  that  disdained  to  tell 

His  sorrows,  or  repe!  the  insolent  falsehoods 

A  cold  world  loaded  liim  withal,  and  ehoosing 

Rather  to  keep  the  freedom  of  his  thoughts, 

Than  live  a  gilded  bondsuian,  he  retired 

Silently  to  an  unobserved  retreat, 

And  there  with  lean  and  chilling  poverty 

Wrestled  his  way  to  death  ;  —  could  we  o'erleap 

That  interval  of  woe,  and  see  him  now 

In  his  confirmed  regality,  the  monarch 

Of  a  whole  host  of  worthies,  like  the  star 

Of  Jove,  who  shows  his  golden  front  in  heaven 

First  of  the  midnight  tram,  —  O,  we  would  proudly 

Pronounce  his  choice  the  happiest,  and  our  ycarninga 

Would  be  to  live  and  die  and  rule  lilte  him. 

But  these  are  only  men.     The  glowing  naind 
Kch  in  unborrowed  light,  —  the  feeling  heart. 
Whose  strings  are  moi'cd  b^-  everj-  breath  of  hope 
And  joy  and  fear,  —  the  spirit,  whose  aspirings 
Are  after  loftiest  fame,  —  the  vast  desires 
For  knowledge  and  for  power,  —  these  cannot  save 
The  man,  who  bears  them  deep  within  himself. 
From  the  asaaults  of  fortune.     Ho  has  need. 
Like  other  men,  of  comfort  and  of  friends. 
And  most  of  all,  —  of  love.     Such  men  are  made 
To  be  most  happy,  or  most  miserable, 
According  as  their  life  is  turned  to  hope 
Oi  •«  despair.     Open  the  path  of  Fame 
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Briglitly  befoi-e  them,  —  let  their  motives,  toils, 
Rewards,  and  honors  be  proportioned  to  them, 
Filling  the  very  compass  of  their  powers, 
And  moving  onward  with  an  even  flow,  — 
None  are  so  happy,  —  none  so  full  of  hope, 
So  earnest  in  their  labors,  and  so  bent 
To  measure  life  by  deeds,  and  not  by  years. 
But  set  them  on  a  path  that  they  abhor, 
Where  every  day  tells  tliem  more  sullenly, 
They  only  toil  to  live,  and  live  to  toil,  — 
Where  not  a  ray  of  hope  falls  on  the  dull 
And  joyless  round  of  labor,  ever  turning; 
in  the  same  fruitless  circle,  —  not  a  motive 
To  bear  them  onward,  —  all  their  best  deares 
Lavished  in  bitterest  r^rets,  their  j>owcra 
Buried  in  cold  obstruction,  and  their  strength 
Wasted  in  most  laborious  idleness,  — 
Bind  them  to  such  a  slavish  lot  as  this, 
And  they  will  wear  their  life  away  in  sighs ; 
And  if  they  plunge  not  in  their  deep  despair 
In  some  forbidden  gulf  of  appetite, 
Seeking  to  drown  the  keener  sense  of  wrong 
In  the  mere  animal  and  grosser  pleasures. 
They  will  go  sorrowing  to  an  early  grave. 
Or  in  their  madness  rush  before  their  time, 
Uusummoned  and  unbidden,  to  their  doom. 

O,  would  that  Hbtory  had  not  to  tell 
The  wrongs  of  those  that  now  are  reverenced 
With  a  rehgious  awe !     Who  would  not  change 
The  best  estate  that  wealth  or  present  power 
Can  lavish  on  the  man,  whose  path  haa  been 
Ever  ascending,  and  that  easily, 
As  if  it  were  a  pastime  to  ba  great 
In  the  worid's  way,  —  who  would  not  change  it  all, 
To  wear  the  crown  of  Milton  or  of  Dante, 
Spenser  or  Tasso  ?     Who  but  must  allow 

nncss  of  his  spirit,  and  confess 

o  feeling  of  the  stirring  hope 
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That  sends  us  after  feme.     And  yet 't  is  painful 

To  think  how  these  were  left  to  pine  away 

A  sswl  old  age,  and  ^nk  intfl  a  grave, 

Unwept,  niSionored ;  —  how  the  Bard  of  Heaven, 

Who  could  not  plume  his  win^  for  lower  flight 

Thau  its  empyreal  towers,  —  now  he  deeajed. 

Blind,  lonely,  poor,  the  prey  of  slow  disease, 

And  harsh  n^ect,  that  eat  with  keener  tooth 

Into  his  generous  heart,  —  bow  he  retired 

Into  a  dark  retreat,  that  he  might  ehnn 

The  sentence  of  outlawry  from  a  king, 

Who  played  the  fool  and  vice  jipon  Lis  throne. 

Making  one  half  his  people  fools  like  him. 

And  on  the  rest  slippiM  the  do^  of  war ;  — 

How  Dante,  who  with  his  capacious  mind 

Mastered  his  age,  and  held  the  golden  key 

Of  all  its  wisdom,  —  he  who  equally 

Sang  of  the  bliss  of  Heaven,  the  woe  of  Hell,  ' 

Groping  through  the  dim  eaves  of  Erebus, 

And  winding  up  the  penitential  mount, 

Then  Boaring  through  the  widening  orba  of  Heaven 

Up  to  the  miliest,  —  how  his  native  Florence, 

His  dear,  ungratefiil  Florence,  thrust  him  out, 

And  on  him  closed  her  ponderous  iron  doora, 

Barriiw  to  the  last  moment  all  return. 

And  with  a  stern  and  savage  cruelty 

Chasing  him  in  his  exile,  tUl  lliey  left 

No  pillow  for  his  head,  no  dying  pillow. 

Where  he  might  And  an  instant  of  repose, 

Even  for  his  Inst  confession,  —  how  he  went 

Sadly  irom  court  to  court,  seeking'  a  shelter, 

And,  all  too  bohi  and  free  to  please  the  ear 

Of  princes,  or  command  the  turbulent  crowd. 


To  eat  another'a  bread,  and  leaving  this, 
His  only  legacy,  went  to  his  grave 
■Willingly,  as  a  laborer  t«  his  couch. 
Seeking  in  death  tbe  kindness  he  had  never 
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Found  in  Ms  home,  —  thus  telling  to  tlie  world, 

How  desolate  and  cold  the  height  of  fame. 

Kor  can  we  think  with  leas  indignant  sorrow, 

HoiT  Tasso,  full  of  tenderness  and  love, 

The  worshipper  of  beauty,  with  a  heart 

Framed  to  all  gentleness  and  elegance, 

Wliose  very  words  were  music,  and  whose  thoughts 

Were  all  of  hope  and  joy,  —  how  he  was  doomed 

To  wear  the  maniac's  ehain,  and  keep  account 

Ot'the  long,  lingering  hours,  and  days,  and  years, 

Within  the  narrow  compass  of  his  cell, 

Feedinir  at  times  his  heart  on  dreams  of  love. 

And  visions  of  bright  honor,  then  upbraiding 

The  dark  barbarian  who  had  bound  him  there. 

Till  reason  went  indeed,  and  his  high  soul 

Reived  in  distempered  conference  with  spirits, 

For  even  his  midne^  was  sublime,  and  took 

Its  color  from  the  mind  that  wrought  the  web 

Of  love  and  war ;  —  how  Spenser  sued  in  vsun, 

At  the  deaf  ears  of  courtiers,  for  a  boon. 

Only  a  pittance  of  the  fidr  estate 

Rent  from  lum  by  the  hand  of  violence,  — 

liaw,  when  through  long  entreaty,  which  had  bowed 

His  better  Sfnrit,  though  it  proudly  scorned  _ 

To  play  the  beggar's  part,  his  queen  had  deigned 

To  give  a  scanty  dole,  tlie  unfeeling  Burleigh 

Witnlield  it,  even  in  his  extrenuty, 

Withheld  it,  though  it  might  have  given  his  heart 

A  warmer  fire,  and  helped  to  smooth  for  him 

The  passage  to  the  grave;  —  0,  it  is  painfiil. 

To  think  tiie  very  chiefest  of  the  mighty. 

Heroes  in  song,  as  there  are  those  in  war,  — 

How  they  were  made  the  butt  and  sport  of  fools, 

Trampled  and  crushed  by  such  as  would  have  per- 

Utterly,  had  not  they  asserted  thus 
An  impious  fame !     0,  't  is  enough  to  deaden 
Ail  the  fond  hofies,  the  generous  dcsii'ss. 
The  emulous  strivings  (rf  a  hsjjirt  awake 
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To  high  ambition,  and  with  early  glow 

Bearing  itself  up  the  proud  eminence 

Of  intelleetual  laine  I     Go  on,  ibnd  youth. 

While  yet  the  charm  is  on  thee,  and  the  power 

Of  virtue  h  unquestioned,  —  let  no  thought 

Of  what  may  come  disturb  thee,  —  there  is  in  thee 

A  buoyancy  th^t  can  awlule  sustain 

The  world's  cold  burden ;  —  let  this  time  of  respite 

Be  filled  up  well,  for  it  may  pve  to  thee 

Fit  leisure  for  attaining  such  a  heiirlit 

As  aftflr  violence  cannot  wrench  thee  from. 

Know  too  the  high-strung  hopes  of  youth  impart 

An  enei^'  and  pasaon  to  the  song 

That  they  inspire.     There  may  be  nicer  art, 

And  a  more  fitting  harmony  of  sounds, 

And  words  of  bettor  choice  in  riper  strains; 

But  youth,  and,  much  too  often,  hope  is  gone, — 

At  least  the  hope  of  greatness,  and  for  this 

Nothing  is  left,  but  what  the  erring  liglit 

Of  a  far-distant  glory,  or  the  call 

Of  instant  need,  can  waken.     Therefore  seize 

The  undoubting  moment,  and  may  Heaven  befriend 

And  lead  thee  in  the  shadow  of  thy  faith. 
Nor  quit*  desert  thee,  till  the  point  is  gained 
When  thou  canst  say,  a  victory  is  won. 
That  none  sliould  scorn. 

But  let  us  turn  aade. 
From  thoughts  so  little  kindred  to  the  scope 
Of  our  endeavor,  —  let  us  rather  choose 
A  path  tliat  winds  through  a  fsdr  wilderness, 
Where  all  tu^i  viBible  tliini-s  are  leaves  and  flowers, 
Green  leaves  and  sanny  fViwera,  and  all  the  air 
Is  ravishing  with  perfume  and  with  song. 
So  let  us  to  a  feast  of  nectared  sweets, 
The  banquet  of  celestial  poesy,  — 
And  while  the  hours  permit  us  to  enjoy 
The  blessed  light  of  heaven,  let  us  abroad. 
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And  'mid  tlie  graceful  garniture  of  fields 

Take  our  delighted  way.     Nor  sLoll  we  lack 

Companions  toour  revelry  in  sur, 

Or  the  still  waters.     Sounds  shall  b;o  with  tia, 

The  voiue  of  the  light  winds,  the  liqaid  lapse 

Of  sunny  streams,  and  haply  from  flie  wood 

A  choir  of  tuneful  birds,  taking  their  last. 

And  not  ungrateful,  farewell  of  the  shades 

^Vhere  they  have  nestled  and  have  plumed  their 

In  the  gay  season.     If  our  thoughts  incline 
To  a  more  gentle  mood,  we  sh^  have  friends 
In  the  now  fading  boughs,  and  withered  flowers. 
They  will  have  meanings  for  us,  such  as  quell 
Heart-stirring  discontent,  and  liopes  too  high 
For  the  mind's  peace.     They  tell  us  of  decay, 
And  lead  ua  to  the  evening  of  our  days, 
Iltaking  life's  darker  shades  familiar  to  us, 
In  no  ungraceful  guise,  but  shedding  round  them 
A  pensive  beauty.     Let  us  then  abroad, 
And  in  the  open  theatre  of  fields 
And  forests  let  us  read  the  magic  lines. 
Where  Spirit  stamps  on  all  inferior  Bemg 
Its  essence  and  its  power. 

There  is  a  life 
In  all  things,  so  a  gifted  mind  hath  told 
In  most  oracular  verse,  —  and  we  may  well 
Poi^ive  a  heart,  that  could  not  brook  the  sight 
Of  any  suffering  thing,  that  he  indulged 
Such  fond  imaginings  as  save  to  him 
Companions  wheresoe'er  he  took  his  way 
Through  hiil  or  valley.     He  beheld  himself 
Snrroundcd  by  a  multitude  of  friends. 
Who  with  familiar  feces  welcomed  him 
In  the  blank  desert ;  for  the  changing  sky. 
Cloudless,  or  overshadowed  by  alTshapes, 
That  grow  from  air,  the  sun  who  walks  at  noon 
Untended,  and  the  lesser  light  that  binds 
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Her  brow  with  stars,  and  all  her  retinue 

Of  liviiia;  lampa,  had  each  a  voife  for  him 

Katinetlj-  audible,  thoiigli  to  other  ears 

They  had  no  sound.     The  mountain,  whose  bald 

forehead 
Looked  o'er  a  host  of  hills,  eaeh  compassing 
Agrassy  vale,  and  in  each  vale  a  lake 
Ofcrystalline  waters,  and  a  buay  brook 
Windm^  in  ever-shifting  light  along 
The  daisy-tufted  mcadowa,  now  asleep 
In  a  emooth'dirrored  pool,  then  all  awake 
To  leap  the  cascade,  and  go  hurriedly 
Over  the  sparkling  petbles  and  bright  sands,  — 
The  moimtwn,  and  its  train,  had  all  for  hinf 
A  welcome,  and  they  uttered  it  with  smiles 
All  the  long  summer,  and  they  told  to  htm 
la  winter  such  high  mysteries,  he  learned 
To  speak  a,  holier  langua^,  and  his  heart 
"Was  ever  haunted  by  a  silent  power. 
In  whose  immediate  presence  he  became 
Thounhtful  and  calm ;  —  and  so  his  lofty  faith. 
Which  some  of  poorer  spirit  have  pronounced 
A  madness,  was  to  him  the  quickening  spring 
Of  Poesy,  such  as  we  cannot  read 
Without  a  sense  of  awe.    Then  wherefore  doubt, 
At  least  the  gracious  tendency  of  belief 
So  rich  in  comfort  to  the  lonely  mind, 
That  oftentimes  finds  all  access  denied 
To  the  society  of  livingmen, 
Perchance,  of  books  ?  The  captive,  who  may  catch 
Glimpses  of  nature  through  his  dungeon  bars, 
If  so  persuaded,  may  have  friends  with  him. 
The  livelong  day :  and  in  his  darker  houM, 
The  alver  planet,  or  tho  many  lights. 
That  keep  their  watch  above  him,  or  the  clouds, 
That  lie  so  tranquilly  on  the  far  hills, 
"Will  speak  a  meaning ,  that  hath  power  to  calm 
His  passionate  soul,  an  d  lead  him  unto  rest 
Through  a  fair  tr^ua  of  sadly  pleasing  dreams. 
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With  sueh  a  gifted  spirit,  one  may  read 
The  open  leaves  of  a  puilosoplij'. 
Not  reared  from  cold  deductiou,  but  descending, 
A  lirinn-epirit,  lixim  tlie  purer  shrine  ° 

Ofa  celestial  reason.     One  is  found 
By  slow  and  lingering  search,  and  then  requires 
Close  questioning  of  minuteaE  cireumetance, 
To  know  it  ha3_  the  genuine  stamp.     The  other 
la  in  us,  as  an  instinct,  where  it  hves 
A  part  of  us,  we  ean  as  ill  thi-ow  off 
As  bid  the  vital  pulses  cease  to  p'ay. 
And  yet  expect  to  live,  —  the  spirit  of  life. 
And  hope,  and  elevation,  and  eternity, — 
The  fountain  of  all  honor,  all  desire 
After  a  higher  and  a  better  state, — 
An  influence  so  quickening,  it  imbnes 
All  things  we  see  with  its  own  qualities, 
And  therefore  Poetry,  another  name 
For  this  innate  PhihMophy,  so  olten 
Gives  life  and  body  to  invisible  things. 
And  animates  the  insensible,  diffusing 
The  feelings,  passions,  tendencies  of  man, 
Through  the  whole  range  of  being.  Though  on  earth, 
And  most  of  all  in  living  things,  as  birds 
And  flowers;  in  things  that  beautify,  and  fill 
The  au-  with  harmony,  and  in  the  waters, 
So  full  of  change,  so  apt  to  elegance 
Or  power,  —  so  tranquil  when  they  lie  at  rest, 
So  sprtive  when  they  trip  it  lightly  on 
Their  jirattling  way,  and  with  so  terrible 
And  lion-like  severity,  when  roused 
To  break  their  bonds,  and  hurry  forth  to  war 
Withwindsand  storms,— though  it  find  much  on  earth 
Suited  to  its  high  purpose,  yet  the  sky 
Is  its  peeuliar  home,  and  most  of  all. 
When  it  is  shadowed  by  a  shifting  veil 
Of  clouds,  like  to  the  curtain  of  a  stage, 
Beautiful  in  itself,  and  yet  concealing 
A  more  exalted  beauty.    Shapes  of  air, 
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Born  of  the  woods  and  waters,  but  sublimpd 

Unto  a  loftier  Being !  ye  alone 

Are  in  pei-petual  uhange.     All  other  tilings 

Seem  to  have  times  of  rest,  but  ye  are  passing 

With  an  unwearied  flow  to  newer  shapes 

Grotes(ine  and  wild.     Ye  too  have  ever  heen 

The  Poet's  treasure-house,  where  he  has  gathered 

A  store  of  metaphors,  to  deck  withal 

Graitle  or  mighty  themes.     I  then  may  dare 

To  call  ye  fi'om  your  dwellings,  and  compel  ye 

To  stoop  and  listen.     "Who  that  ever  looted 

Delighted  on  the  full  magnificence 

Of  a  stored  Heaven,  when  all  the  painted  lights 

Of  morning  and  of  evening  are  abroad, 

Or  watched  the  moon  dispensing  to  the  wreaths. 

That  round  her  roll,  tincturesof  pearl  and  opal, — 

IVho  would  not  pardon  me  this  invocation 

To  things  like  clouds  ?     I  recoLect  one  night, 

A  wintet's  night,  —  the  air  is  clearer  then, 

And  all  the  ^vey  creatures  have  a  touch 

Of  majesty  about  them,  —  there  were  clouds, 

So  thick,  they  blotted  out  the  maiden  moon, 

Then  in  her  fulness,  and  the  scanty  light 

That  viHted  the  earth  came  through  the  rifts 

Where  they  had  parted.    I  had  gone  abroad 

Upon  some  fancinil  Intent,  and  long 

Had  dallied  with  the  dancing  radiance. 

That  now  and  then  flitted  from  parting  clouds 

Over  the  snow-flclds,  when  at  once  it  seemed, 

Just  by  me,  as  if  Heaven  itself  were  opened, 

And  from  tile  yiahle  Presence  there  had  come 

A  sudden  flash,  to  herald  the  approach 

Of  some  celestial  messenger.     1  stood 

As  startled  as  if  instantiy  a  bolt 

Pell  smouldering  at  my  feet ;  but  on  the  moment 

Turning  me  whence  the  emanation  flowed, 

I  saw  the  moon  unveiled,  —  pure,  spotless  orb 

She  stood  in  a  deep  sea  of  glorious  light. 

Too  deep  to  sound.    It  seemed  as  if  a  wall 


ft  ore  built  around  her,  of  the  briglitest  silver 

Or  rather  like  the  changeful  brilliancy 

Of  girasole  or  op:il.     It  enclosed 

The  semblance  of  a  well,  and  it  meseemed 

I  occupied  ita  depth,  and  from  above 

Tlie  sky  looked  m.  sole  tenanted  and  filled 

By  the  round  moon.     Language  were  all  in  vain 

To  give  a  body  to  the  speetacfe 

Tliat  met  me  then ;  and  yet  I  will  not  shrink 

from  my  endeavor.     First  there  seemed  below 

A  solid  mass  just  touched  by  the  full  li"ht, 

And  palely  passing  into  utter  darkness" 

On  the  low-lying  clouds ;  —  above  it  rose 

Hum  piles,  like  rounded  rocks,  that  glowed  Intensely 

With  a  nch  golden  blaze ;  and  higher  still 

There  la^  ten  thousand  panted  heaps  of  foam. 

Pure  white,  and  covered  over  with  such  ™nbow8 

As  gem  the  morning  dew;  and  still  above  them 

bhone  a  whole  harvest  of  such  seeded  pearl 

As  the  swart  Genii  pour  from  coral  nms, 

To  win  the  favor  of  their  love,  —  they  seemed 

All  liues,  and  from  them  mounted  waveringly. 

Even  to  the  centre,  where  they  seemed  to  fan 

Pale  Dian's  face,  long  sliadowy  streamers,  floalin" 

Like  pennons  on  the  newly  risen  gale. 

That  freshly  steals  ashore,  —  they  seemed  to  crow 

From  that  deep  bed  of  pearls,  like  sea-fans  waviiijr 

Over  the  while  sands  of  the  ocean's  floor. 

Glorious  creation  I  —  viaon  of  a  moment  1 

It  vaniahed,  leaving  not  a  rack  behind. 

The  clouds  closed  in,  heavy  and  lowering  clouds. 

And  the  nidit  thickened,  and  the  flaky  snow 

Began  to  fall.     I  then  betook  mj-self 

To  my  warm  hearth,  and  musing,  as  I  sat, 

A  vision  stood  before  me.     Then,  methought, 

A  mountain  rose  above  the  highest  clouds. 

Far  in  the  distance,  like  a  shadowy  thing 

Floating  in  thinnest  air.     The  driven  sn( 

Hardened  by  centuries  of  frost,  beheH, 
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A  winter's  midni^lit,  on  tlie  hij;liest  Alps, 
When  the  moon  holds  wnquestionerl  sway  in  heaven, 
IVcro  dim  to  such  a  briglitnesa  aa  encompassed 
TTiat  ahadowy  cone.     Methoucht,  around  it  Auw 
A  nwJtitiide  of  white-winged  dierubim, 
And  well  a3  I  eould  read  tfaelr  looks,  so  fer, 
Each  ivith  a  most  severe  serenity, 
As  if  ail  thought ;  —  and  at  the  Mghest  point 
There  seemed  the  likeneaa  of  ft  throne,  whereon 
Sat  one,  whose  e^e  steadily  gazed  upon 
lie  sky  above  lum,  reading  all  there  therein. 
Planet  and  atar,  as  most  familiar  letters. 
His  pastime,  not  hia  toi! ;  —  and  by  him  sat 
One,  ■who  ran  over  wi!h  perpetnal  glance 
All  Yiable  things,  seeking  to  fashion  them 
To  one  fixed  law ;  and  at  his  other  hand, 
A  spirit  of  a  most  aagatious  eye, 
"With  an  internal  vision  questioning 
Mind  and   its  thoughts.     Methought  a  voice  pro- 
claimed, 
This  is  tlio  scat  of  intellect,  where  pure 
And  freed  from  ail  investment,  passion,  pride 
Fancy,  and  other  sliades,  that  might  impair 
The  edge  of  sight,  — it  holds  supremacy 
Over  imagination's  highest  flidit. 
And  the  most  gifted  apirits,  who  would  throw 
Their  rainbow  colors  round  the  form  of  Truth 


Bom  of  the  pictured  morning.     As  I  gazed 
With  deep  intensity,  rapt  and  engulfed 
In  wonder  and  in  awe,  as  when  the  martyr 
Sees  the  world  passing  with  its  clouds  away. 
And  fTOm  the  sapphire  walls  and  crystal  gates 
Of  the  highest  Heaven  a  wave  of  light  descending, 
And  round  it  mj-riads  of  golden  wings. 
Like  the  bright  mai^in  of  the  o'erflowing  sti-eam 
At  which  he  drinks  and  lives,  —  drinks  and  awakes 
To  immortality  and  joy;  —  or  rather 
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Like  the  strong  gaze  of  Dante,  ■when  he  saw. 

Then  standing  in  the  loftiest  sphere  of  Heaven, 

A  radiaat  point,  shedding  5Ui:h  burning  brightness, 

None  but  the  blessed  could  behold  and  Uve, 

And  therefore  veiled  by  the  nine  circular  choira 

Of  saints  and  angels;  —  or  when  he  beheld, 

As  to  that  empyrean  he  ascended, 

His  guide,  his  own  Beatrice,  there  transfbrroed 

To  a  most  Bpiritual  tdiape  of  light,  encircled 

With  suoh  a  dazzling  glory  as  the  sun 

Holds  at  the  fullest  noon,  when  the  clear  iur, 

D^nse  in  its  clearness,  heightens  to  the  highest 

The  lustre  of  his  beams;— then  as  I  gazed, 

A  most  majestic  sea  of  rolling  clouds 

Seemed  ta  surround  tliat  throne,  and  it  advanced. 

And  gradually  took  form,  and  I  beheld, 

Eajh  on  his  shadowy  car,  spirits,  who  told. 

By  their  commaudin«  attitudes,  that  thuy 

Were  wont  to  rule.    They  occupied  three  spheres; — • 

The  liighest,  like  the  throne  they  now  surrounded. 

Bright,  SQOwy,  pure,  only  the  waving  folds 

That  larcleil  it  were  tinted  with  the  hues 

That  fall  Iroiu  diamondj)risms,  the  deepest  hues 

That  flow  from  light.     The  one  below  it  seemed 

Woven  from  silken  curls  of  tenderest  blue. 

Edged  with  the  ruby  tints  that  fill  toe  sky 

■7ii^t  as.  the  twilight  vanishes.     The  lowest 

Was  like  an  awful  thundercloud,  a  ridge 

Of  gloomy  towel's,  each  with  its  summit  bronzed 

By  an  ill-omened  flame,  and  all  beneath 

I'urple  and  dun,  down  to  its  lowest  depth. 

Where  all  was  dark,  —  unmingled  darkness,  deep 

As  bottomless  abyss,  or  the  proifound 

Of  central  caves.     This  sea  of  clouds  rolled  on, 

Like  the  slow  tide  of  lavas,  or  the  storm 

That  hangs  for  hours  on  the  far-distant  hUIs, 

Deepening  its  horrors,  till  the  unclouded  sun 

Is  saddened  in  its  shade. 

..Cioot^lc 


The  highest  sphere 
Bore  on  its  airy  seats  four  of  the  train, 
Who,  by  their  calm  serenity,  betokened 
How  deep  their  thoughts,  — and  therefore  theywere 

seated 
The  nearest  to  the  Mind's  celestial  throne :. 
But  by  the  golden  hues  that  flowed  around  tbem, 
Tisions  of  fancy,  such  as  tliey  had  loved, 
"Were  shadomeU  forth.     Two  were  bereft  of  si^lit ; 
iieir  outwaiHl  eyes  were  closed,  yet  not  the  less 
They  rolled  their  sightless  orha  from  earth  to  heaven 
With  hurried  glance,  and  often  fixed  them  long 
On  the  bright  sky,  as  if  in  holy  trance 
They  saw  unveiled  the  very  throne  of  glory, 
The  habitation  of  the  One  Supreme, 
Or  the  Olympian  dwelling  of  the  gods 
Of  the  olden  time,  before  the  living  Sun 
Descended,  and  made  vi^le  to  man 
The  secrets  of  the  Mightiest.     I  could  hear 
Their  voices,  full,  sonorous,  rolling  on, 
Like  the  perpetual  stream  of  ocean,  borne 
To  earth's  remotest  shores.     Yet  not  alike 
Thdr  tones,  —  for  one  was  ever  up  at  heaven, 
0*,  if  it  took  a  softer  note,  as  pure 
As  the  far  echo  of  an  angel's  lyre 
Behind  a  golden  cloud.     Less  harmony 
Was  in  the  other  song,  for  now  the  bolt 
Seemed  suddenly  hurled  in  rattling  peals,  and  then 
The  shrill  blast  of  the  trumpet  told  of  war. 
And  then  the  merry  din  of  flutes  and  viols 
B^g,  like  a  festive  glee ;  and  then,  methought, 
Loud  laughter  shook  the  dome,  and  last  of  all 
Came  a  low-muttered  sound,  as  if  from  caves 
An  oracle  went  forth,  or  bodiless  ghost 
Gibbered  in  Hades.     Of  the  other  two, 
One  by  the  broad  eitpansion  of  hb  brow, 
And  his  htgh-archin"  forehead,  fair  as  hcaveii 
When  air  is  pui^ed  oy  storms,  and  by  an  eye, 
Now  calm,  anon  in  a. fine  trenzy  rolling, 
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Then  all  dissolved  in  smiles,  and  by  tho  light 

And  delicate  contour  of  his  lips,  revealed, 

Not  only  all  the  majesty  of  thought, 

But  a,  quick  change  of  fancy,  ever  shifting 

Like  clouds  before  the  wind,  and  with  it  too 

A  nice  observance  of  the  smallest  seemings, 

Bv  which  the  admiring  world  have  judged  him  riR«d 

With  a  seei's  eye.     The  summit  where  he  sat 

Was  fiiir  as  bodiless  thought;  but  all  below 

There  hung  such  wealth  of  folds  as  round  the  couch 

Of  royal  beauty  wave;  —  and  they  were  part 

Too  nch  to  gaze  on  fixedly,  while  others. 

Sweeping  ia  cumbrous  trains,  were  dim  and  dark 

With  horror,  and  beside  them  not  a  few 

Trdled  ta  the  ground  like  serpent  coils,  obscenely 

Dallying  with  meanest  thiuM.     Tlie  last  who  held 

Thitt  upper  station  wore  a  thoughtful  look 

Of  mild  humanity,  whereon  was  stamped 

The  seal  of  power.     It  seemed  his  happiness 

To  gaae  on  loftiest  Being,  and  to  read 

The  deeo  recesses  of  the  human  heart, 

And  witn.  a  chain  of  tenderest  links  to  twine 

Man  and  his  feeblest  nature  to  the  height 

Of  all  Divinity  ;  -^  so,  though  his  voice 

At  times  mi^ht  chide  the  thunder,  it  resounded 

So  full  and  loud,  it  stole  at  other  tunes 

Like  the  low  breathings  of  a  happy  child 

In  its  undreaming  sleep,  or  like  the  whisper 

Of  summer  winds  through  the  still  forest  boughs. 

Or  like  the  scarce  heard  murmur  of  a  brook 

Kissing  its  turfy  margin.     These  were  they 

Who  rode  the  proudest ;  but  so  much  of  thought, 

Busy  and  deep,  and  such  a  silent  calmness 

Of  passion  filled  them,  that  they  bore  themselves 

Meekly  in  all  their  honors. 


Two  of  so  gentle  aspect,  they  controlled 
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Mv  thoughts  to  them  alone.    The  one  had  bound 

Ills  front  with  olive,  where  few  scattered  leaves 

Of  laurel,  and  a  twine  of  greenest  rnj^rUe, 

Added  their  graces.     He  had  sung  of  peace 

Cheerfiilly  and  most  sweetly,  and  of  love 

Wlli  an  undying  strain ;  hut  when  he  took 

Cnie  warlike  trumpet,  broken  were  the  sounds 

That  bsued,  though  a  few  were  nobly  filled  • 

And  soon  he  laid  it  by  with  a  sad  look, 

As  if  he  had  done  violence  to  himself 

By  BO  unwelcome  etfort.     Then  he  sung : 

"  Lay  me  beneath  the  hospitable  shade 

Of  ancient  boughs,  and  let  me  dream  away, 

In  quiet  musing,  such  a  blameless  life 

As  marked  ttie  golden  an:e ;  and  let  me  hear 

The  sweet  musician  of  the  silent  night 

Pour  out  her  tender  heart,  till  sleefi  steal  on, 

^ening  the  ivory  door  of  happy  visions, 

Thouch  all  unrejJ,  that  the  cheated  soul, 

Awhile  may  wander  through  Elysium, 

And  quaff  oblivion  on  a  couch  of  flowers." 

Thus  sang  he,  while  the  other  listening  lay. 

Propped  on  his  elbow,  like  a  heart-EJcfc  girl 

Reading  a  tale  of  visionary  grief. 

There  was  a  dewy  softness  in  his  eye, 

And  this  awhile  threw  over  him  a  cloud, 

Tliat  added  sweeter  beauty  to  his  feee. 

Itself  so  beautiful,  it  seemed  the  shrine 

Of  all  the  fair  and  lovely.     One  would  say 

His  being  was  essential  eleganee. 

And  nothing  eame  within  its  charmed  sphere 

But  took  a  brighter  hue,  and  bore  around  it 

Something  to  grace  and  please.     Even  majesty 

Softened  itselfhcfore  him,  and  became 

Tlie  minister  of  kindness.     He  could  sing 

Of  war,  but  it  was  honorable  war, 

The  pride  of  chivalry,  that  sunned  itself 

In  ladies'  eyes;  but  most  of  all  he  loved 

To  tell  us  c^  enchanted  palaces, 


Groves,  gardens,  lakes,  and  rivers,  mingled  all, 

Aa  if  not  art,  but  nature,  had  bestowed  them, 

And  j'Ct  so  tasteful  tliat  the  band  of  art 

Was  Burely  there,  and  then  to  fill  their  shades 

Wth  a  TcJuptaous  beauty,  wantoning 

In  innocent  dalliance,  for  he  never  dreamed 

Of  aught  that  was  not  pure,  —  his  inmost  eoiil 

Shone  as  sincerely  pure  as  mountain  iee 

Hewn  from  the  glacier.    So  ho  played  with  beauty, 

And  with  enamored  fondness  followed  it 

Through  sorrow  to  his  grave. 

I  turned  me  then 
To  the  lower  sphere,  and  on  ita  fiery  towers 
Saw  three,  who  there  sat  proudly  eminent. 
Erect  and  firm.     Lines  of  unwearied  thought 
IVere  stamped,  but  an  intensity  <rf  passion, 
Tliat  burned  like  a  red  furnace,  gave  to  them 
A  wild,  mysterious  glare.    Paeaon  had  gMned 
The  masteiy,  and  meditation  served 
Only  to  ^ive  more  fotal  energy 
To  what  It  willed,  and,  willing,  bore  at  once 
To  tlie  irrevocable  act.     Such  spirits 
Have  made  the  world  turn  pale.  Passion  thus  guided 
Has  given  us  conquerors,  who  have  swept  the  earth 
With  a  consuming  fire,  and  with  the  blaze 
Of  conflagration  dazzled  us,  and  then 
Left  af^^r  them  a  gloom,  that  sank  like  night 
Over  the  frighted  nations. 

Of  the  three, 
One  aat  with  stemlj-  gathered  brows,  and  mused 
Earnestly,  while  his  swart  eye  shot  beneath 
A  fii'e  that  had  no  rest.     Ho  found  hia  pleasure 
In  plandng  da^cra  in  the  naked  heart. 
And  one  by  one  drawing  them  out  again, 
To  count  the  beaded  drops,  and  slowly  tell 
I^ach  agonizing  throb,     fherefore  he  took 
The  horrors  otthe  Atridie  tor  his  theme, 
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Where  every  passion  strove  for  mastery, 

And  every  sense  of  duty  went  to  war 

With  liatred  and  revenge ;  —  fit  theme  for  one 

"VVho  loved  to  put  the  spirit  on  the  raclt, 

And  wrench  the  instincts  of  our  better  nature 

From  all  they  clun^  to.     He  too  willingly 

Sent  all  his  enet^  into  the  wrongs 

Of  that  mysterious  Titan,  who  bestowed 

On  man  the  gift  of  fire,  or  rather  gave 

A  light  from  heaven,  ^  Knowledge,  the  blessed  light 

That  quickens  us,  and  bids  our  clay-cold  spirits 

Awate  and  live, —  and  for  this  act  of  kindness 

Was  seized  by  IJie  revengeful  gods,  and  bound 

In  adamanljne  chains,  —  confined  by  power 

Struggling  with  truth  Jn  a  captivity 

That  has  no  eud,  till  one  sh^  stoop  from  Heaven 

To  bear  for  him  his  sufferings,  and  descend 

Into  the  gloomy  depths  of  Tarlarus. 

Strange  and  mysterious  TCords,  and  spoken  too 

In  a  aurk  ace,  when  nothing  yet  of  Bght 

From  off  a  higher  altar  had  descended 

To  fill  the  idol  temple.     Boldly,  too, 

This,  and  full  many  a  startling  truth  were  spoken, 

That  have  been,  and  will  yet  be,  carried  on 

To  their  fulfilment.     Yes,  the  time  will  come 

When  all  the  fetters  violence  and  pride, 

Hypocrisy  and  fraud,  have  twined  around 

The  soul  of  man,  shaU  sever  like  the  flax 

Before  the  furnace,  and  the  united  voice 

Of  earth  proclaim,  that  every  chain  is  broken. 

And  every  spirit  fi^e.     The  time  draws  nigh 

When  the  glad  shout  shall  ring.     It  will  not  come 

At  the  loud  summons  of  impatient  pride, 

But  in  the  silent  going  on  of  things 

All  shall  be  finished.     Let  us  then  await 

Calmly  the  close. 

Another  sat  with  eye 
Scowling  in  sickly  hate  of  human  things, 
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And  now  with  loftiest  aspirations  breathing 
After  Bublimer  worlds,  then  pouring  out 
Reproach  and  Bcom,  and  with  indignant  wrath 
Cursing  the  meanness  of  the  baser  crowd, 
AVhose  tOTich  he  felt  was  bane,  —  then  with  a  sneer 
Laugjiinn;  at  folly  like  a  gay  buffoon, 
Seemingl)',  but  a  bitterness  withal 
Curled  on  his  lip,  and  gave  a  hollow  sound 
Even  to  hia  merriest  gibes.     A  fallen  spirit 
Iliid  better  filled  his  place,  for  so  he  seemed, 
Panderin"  the  baser  passions,  with  a  voice 
That  might  have  borne  itself  among  the  highest. 
And  long  been  hailed,  for  its  redeeming  power, 
By  ait  tlie  wise  and  good. 

Between  the  two 
Sat  one,  who  seemeil  to  rule.     His  deep  sunk  eye 
Burnt  with  an  ominous  glare,  and  on  his  brow 
Strong  passion  worked ;  and  yet  at  tunes  he  raised 
His  look  alofl^  and  then  a  moment's  calmness 
Stilled  it,  but  soon  prevailing  nature  took 
Her  wont«d  way.     This  man  had  suffered  wrong, 
Foully  and  cruelly  had  suffered  wrong. 
And  tills  he  had  resentfld,  till  his  mind 
Lost  the  kind  balance  which  had  lifted  him 
To  the  calm  regions  of  unruffled  thought. 
And  holy  musing.     His  resentment  gained 
Such  mastery  o'er  him,  he  contrived  a  web 
Of  most  unearthly  dreams,  —  viaons  of  hell 
And  all  its  horrors,  —  that  he  thus  might  vent 
His  hatred,  and  deal  out  a  deep  damnation 
On  all  his  foes.     Jlethought  he  yet  looked  down 
Into  his  gulfs,  and  saw  them  writhing  there. 
With  a  delighted  scorn. 

While  thus  I  gazed, 
Silent  and  wondering,  from  his  cloudy  seat 
He  moved  to  meet  me,  like  a  messenger 
Deputed  from  the  spirits  there  assembled 
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To  hold  communion  with  rae.     IIo  advanced 

Till  he  bent  over  me,  and  then,  meseemed, 

He-  stretched  his  ghostly  liand,  and  with  a  ^gn 

Of  mute  attention  thus  addressed  me ;  "  Hear 

Carefully  what  I  utter,  and  retain  it 

Deep  in  thy  heart  of  hearts.     We  are  a  hand 

Who  gave  ourselves  in  life  to  the  high  art 

Of  song.     For  this  we  left  the  flowery  walks 

Of  pleasure,  and  forewent  the  better  ainia 

Of  wealth  and  power,— and  some  of  us  were  doomed 

To  bear  the  burden  of  consuming  care, 

And  wrestle  onward  to  a  welcome  grave 

Through  poverty  and  acorn,  —  and  yet  we  bore 

ManfuUy  all  our  wrongs,  and  never  broke 

The  allegiance  we  had  vowed,  but  rather  choae 

To  leave  all  the  world  covets  most,  and  keep 

The  honorable  service  of  the  lyre. 

Whose  rich  reward  is  fame.   And  we  have  gained  it, 

And  thus  far  we  are  happy.     If  thy  heart 

Feel  aught  of  longing  to  ne  one  of  ua, 

Be  cautious  and  considerate,  ere  thou  take 

The  last  resolve.    If  thou  canst  bear  alone 

Penury  and  all  its  evils,  and  yet  worse 

Malevolence,  and  all  its  foul-mouthed  brood 

Of  slanderers,  and  if  thou  canst  brook  the  scorn 

And  insolence  of  wealth,  the  pride  of  power. 

The  falsehood  of  the  envious,  and  the  coldness 

Of  an  ungrateful  countrj',  —  then  go  on 

And  conquer.     Long  and  arduous  is  the  way 

To  climb  the  heights  we  hold,  and  thou  must  bide 

!&Iany  a  pitiless  storm,  and  nerve  thyself 

To  many  a  painful  struggle.     If  thy  purpose 

Is  fi.ted,  then  welcorae.^Ve  will  liover  o'er  thee, 

Thy  guardian  spirits,  and  thy  careful  ear 

May  often  listen  to  our  friendly  voice, 

After  thy  earnest  toils.    We  now  are  with  thee;  — 

Thou  hast  the  records  we  have  left  behind. 

And  thou  canst  read  them,  as  we  wrote  them  down, 

Fresh  from  the  heart,  —  and  this  it  is  to  hold 


Communion  with  us.     Let  it  not  depress  thee, 

That  few  will  bid  thee  welcome  on  thy  way. 

For '( is  tlie  common  lot  of  all  who  choose 

The  higher  path,  and  with  a  generous  pride 

Scorn  to  consult  the  popular  ear.     Tins  land 

Is  freedom's  chosen  seat,  and  all  may  here 

Live  in  content  and  bodily  comfort,  yet 

'Tis  not  the  nourishing^  soil  of  higher  arts. 

And  loftier  wisdom.     Wherefore  else  should  he. 

"Who,  had  he  lived  in  Leo's  brighter  age, 

flight  have  commanded  princes,  by  the  touch 

Of  a  magician's  wand,  for  such  it  is 

That  gives  a  living  semblance  to  a  slieet 

Of  pietured  canvas,  —  wherefore  should  he  wast« 

Ilia  precious  time  in  panting  valentines, 

Or  idle  slicpherds  sitting  on  a  bank 

Beside  a  glassy  jxiol,  and,  worst  of  all, 

lirinmng  Conceptions  only  not  divine 

To  the  scant  compass  of  a  parlor  piece,  — 

And  this  to  fumisn  out  his  d^Iy  stJire, 

'While  lie  is  toiling  at  the  mighty  task 

To  which  he  has  devoted  all  his  soul 

And  all  his  riper  years,  —  which,  when  it  cornea 

To  the  broad  light,  shall  vindicate  his  fame 

III  front  of  every  ibe,  and  send  to  ages 

Ilisname  and  power,  —  else  wherefore  lives  he  not 

llich  in  the  generous  gifls  of  a  glad  people, 

As  ho  is  rich  in  thought  ?     Tliere  is  no  feeHng 

Above  the  common  wants  and  conunon  pleasures 

<)f  calm,  contented  life.     So  be  assured. 

If  thou  hast  chosen  our  companionship, 

Tliou  shalt  have  solitude  enough  to  please 

A  hermit,  and  tliy  i:tU  may  show  like  his." 
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THE     SUICIDE. 

'T  WA8  where  a  granite  cliff  high-beetling  towered 
Above  the  billows  of  the  western  main. 
Deep  in  a  grot,  by  sable  yews  imbowered, 
A  youth  retired  to  ponder  and  complain, 

'T  was  near  the  nightfall  of  a  winter's  day. 
The  smi  was  hid  in  elouds  of  dunnest  gloom ; 
Before  the  north-wind  rose  the  whitening  spray, 
And  the  bud  breakers  roared  the  sailor's  doom. 


To  him  the  wild  roar  was  a  soothing  sound. 
The  only  one  could  hush  his  woes  to  rest. 

His  was  a  soul  that  once  was  warm  and  kind, — 
That  once  could  love  with  jgentlest,  purest  flame ; 


But  never  could  he  brook  the  frown  of  pride,  — 
This  was  the  killing  stroke  that  smote  his  heart ; 
All  other  wounds  of  fortune  he  defied, — 
This  —  this  to  him  was  death's  envenomed  dart. 

He  felt  himself  too  good  to  erouch  and  bend 
Before  the  man  whose  only  boast  was  birth ; 
O,  he  would  sooner  his  own  bosom  rend, 
Than  bow  before  the  haughtiest  lord  of  earth ! 

There  was  a  savage  sternness  in  his  breast ; 
Ho  half-way  passion  could  his  bosom  move, 
None  e'er  by  hun  were  scorned  and  then  caressed ; 
His  was  all  gloomy  hate,  or  glowing  love. 


Those  whom  he  acorned  lie  passed  unheeded  by; 
He  never  lured  a  foe  with  artful  wile, 
But  when  a  friend  or  lover  met  his  eye, 
Each  word  was  sweetness  and  each  look  a  smile. 

He  once  could  love,  but  oh  !  that  tune  was  o'er ; 
His  heart  was  now  the  seat  of  hat«  alone ; 
A3  peaceful  —  is  the  wintry  tempest's  roar, 
A3  cheerful  —  torture's  agonizing  groan. 

He  would  have  loved,  had  not  his  frozen  heart 
Suspected  every  form,  though  e'er  ao  fair ; 
How  could  ho  love,  when  racked  by  every  smart, 
And  all  the  gloomy  horrors  of  desp^r? 

Insult  him,  he  was  wilder  than  the  storm ; 
His  blood  in  boiling  vengeance  through  him  mshed. 
And  those  who  thought  they  trampled  on  a  worm 
Soon  found  an  adder  in  the  form  they  crushed. 

In  dissipation  he  had  revelled  long. 
Had  known  the  wildest  paths  that  vice  e'er  trod ; 
■He  roamed,  seduced  by  pleasure's  siren  song 
Until  he  hated  man,  himself,  and  God. 

He  hated  man,  because  he  thoug^ht  a  foe 
Smiled  in  eath  scene,  and  lurked  in  every  path; 
He  aeomed  himself,  for  he  had  sunk  so  low ; 
He  hated  God,  because  he  feared  hia  wrath. 

So  warm  his  passions,  and  so  stern  his  will, 
So  wild,  and  yet  so  tender,  was  his  eye, 
So  warped  his  heart  to  everything  that's  ill, 
He  was  not  tit  to  live,  —  much  less  to  die. 
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Oft  had  I  seen  tliis  j'outh  paas  hoedless  by. 
All  negligent  liis  dress,  tinil  wilil  his  mien  ; 
Tlie  tear  was  always  starting  in  his  eye, 
A  smile  was  never  in  hia  features  seen. 


And  downcast  look,  he  walketl,— then  paused  awhile, 
And  in  the  darkness  of  his  gloom  he  feared 
To  raise  his  head,  lest  he  should  see  a  smile. 

So  mueh  the  vietim  of  despair  and  fear, 
He  looked  more  sadly  when  he  heard  one  speak; 
And  when  he  saw  a  smile,  —  O,  then  the  tear 
Streamed  o'er  the  furrows  of  his  woe-worn  cheek ! 

So  nan  his  cheek,  liis  countenance  so  pale, 
He  seemed  just  sinking  to  an  early  tomb ; 
So  tottering  were  his  steps,  his  Ibrm  so  frail, 
A  gliost  seemed  wandering  in  the  caveru's  gloom. 

He  walked,then  stopped;  then  started,  Btopi>ed  again; 
Then  raised  to  Heaven  his  wild  and  impious  eye ; 
Then  gnashed  his  teeth,  as  in  severest  pain. 
Or  feebly  groaned,  or  heaved  a  long-drawn  Mgh. 

With  hands  in  fury  clenched,  he  beat  his  bi-east, 
Then  smote  his  forehead,  stamped,  and  wildly  raved ; 
It  seemed  no  soothing  hand  could  give  him  rest, 
He  seemed  too  far  abandoned  ia  be  saved. 

"Are  these  the  joys  of  life  ?"  he  wildly  cried; 
"  Are  these  the  pleasures  man  enjoys  below  ? 
The  siren  voice  that  said, '  Be  happy,'  lied. 
It  called  me  not  to  happiness,  but  woe- 


Its  highest  joys,  even  woman's  lovely  smile, 
To  me  are  gloomy  as  yon  billows'  roar. 
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"I'll   live    no    more,  — I   know    the    world    too 

wbII,— 
1 11  trust  no  longer  to  its  soothing  voice  ;  — 
Let  those  who  choose  in  paio  and.  sorrow  dwell,  — 
Death  is  my  fondest,  death  my  only  choice. 

"  Live,  —  shall  I  live  without  the  slightest  meed, 
Without  one  voice  to  dwell  upon  my  name, 
IVlth  hand  too  weak  to  do  one  noble  deed. 
Or  pluck  one  leaflet  from  the  wreath  of  fame  ?  — 

"  live,  while  consumption,  ghastly,  gloomy,  pale, 
Even  to  a  shadow  wears  my  form  away, — 
Shrink  at  the  rustling  of  the  gentlest  gale. 
And  pine,  to  dark  despondency  a  prey  1 

"  Say,  is  this  life  ?     How  trifling,  0  how  v^n, 
To  give  one  struggle  for  a  world  like  this ! 
How  cold,  how  heavy,  pleasure's  flowery  chain, 
How  sickening  every  cup  of  earthly  bliss ! 

"  T  've  drained  the  goblet,  and  I  know  how  vile, 
How  mean  and  empty,  all  terrestrial  jove ; 
Eeason  surveys  them  wiUi  a  pitying  smile, 
And  stamps  with  words  of  lightning,  'Infant  toys.' 

"  How  easy,  when  depression  anks  me  low. 
To  leave  this  world  and  seek  another  shore, — 
Careless  if  pleasure  laugh,  or  all  be  woe, 
If  smooth  the  waves,  or  loud  the  billows  roar  1 

"  How  easy,  O  how  trifling,  with  the  steel 
To  pierce  a  heart  that  loves  no  scene  below, 
To  wound  a  breast  too  callous  e'er  to  feel 
A  pang  less  cruel  than  a  demon's  woe  ! 

"  Does  not  the  smiling  surface  of  the  wave 

Kindly  invite  to  take  my  endless  sleep  'i 

How  sweet  to  rest  within  a  watery  grave 

How  soil  those  slumbers,  —  that  repose  bow,  deep  1 , 


The  knife  can  loose  the  shackles  of  mj  soul, 
An  opiate,  that  can  ease  my  every  pain, 
Smiles,  how  inviting !  in  the  poisoned  hoirL 

"  And  thou,  sweet  drug !  canst  shed  the  bahny  dew 
Of  sleep  eternal  o'er  my  wearied  eyes, 
And  give  repose,  as  t-alm  to  mortal  view 
As  when  the  infant  wrapt  lu  alumher  lies. 

"  Still  thou  art  slow,  though  sure, — ah!  can  I  wwt 
A  angle  moment,  ere  I  sink  in  death  ? 
Perhaps  I  may  lament  it  when  too  late. 
And  struggle  to  regain  my  fleedng  breath. 

"  Give  me  the  knife,  the  dagger,  or  the  hall ;  — 
O,  I  can  take  them  with  a  smile  serene ! 
Then  like  a  flash  of  lightning  I  may  fall, 
And  rush  at  once  into  the  world  unseen." 

The  withered  leaves,  that  decked  a  heechen  bough, 
Rustled,  —  he  turned  and  gaaed  with  frozen  stare ; 
Such  gloom,  sueh  horror,  settled  on  his  brow, 
He  seemed  the  very  image  of  despwr : 

"  Disturb  me  not,  —  there 's  naught  can  give  relief; 
Heaven  deigns  no  soothing  comforter  to  send ; 
Tliere  is  but  one  can  soothe  my  gnawing  grief, 
It  is  the  best  of  earthly  good,  —  a  friend. 

"  A  friend,  —  I  thought  I  once  had  friends,  —  but  no! 
Friendship,  thou  cherub !  ne'er  wert  to  me  given ; 
Friendship  is  not  a  flower  that  blooms  below,  — 
If  there  is  friendship  it  must  be  in  Heaven : 

"  And  when  I  've  seen  the  pious  widow's  woe, 
And  viewed  no  Christian  friend  or  heaven-born  fair 
E'er  deign  to  wipe  away  the  tears  that  fiow, 
I  've  thought  even  friendship  was  not  real-  therei : 


"And  when  no  human  form  on  me  would  roll 
The  friance  that  soothes,  or  beam  the  smiles  that  bless, 
My  dofT,  the  oiilj-  solace  of  my  soul, 
Even  bit  the  hand  extended  to  caress, 

MYhat  if  somo  female  form  should  deign  to  smile, 
And  chase  away  the  gloom  that  clouds  my  breast  ? 
Could  1  be  happy,  —  could  I  stay  awhile  ? 
Yes,  woman's  smile  could  make  me  cheerful,  —  blest 

"The  heart  that 's  tortured  with  remorse  is  dead 
To  all  the  joys  that  woman's  love  can  give  ■ 
Affection  does  not  smile  whei-e  hope  is  fled- 
^\  here  conscience  frowns,  that  cliarmer  eannot  live. 

^Can  Love,  the  sweetest  cherub,  ever  deign 
To  live,  whei-e  doubt,  despiur,  distraction,  dwell  ? 
Ah,  nol  this  fond  idea  must  be  vain, 
Love  in  my  bosom  Js  a  saint  in  hell. 

"  Let  others  boast  their  skill  to  charm  the  soul, 
And  proffer  pleasure  to  the  expecting  eye, 
To  bid  the  glance  with  mimic  sweetness  roll. 
And  heave  the  bosom  with  an  empty  sigh ; 

"  Away  such  base  deceivers  from  my  sight ! 
Hide  them,  ye  shades  of  midnight,  from  my  viewl 
Tliink  you  such  flatteries  can  my  soul  delight? 
iarewell  such  love,  such  hollow  friends  aiEeu. 

"No  smooth  deceit  e'er  floated  from  my  tongue. 
By  flattery's  wiles  these  lips  of  mine  ne'er  moved ' 
On  them  —  on  them  this  truth  has  always  hung,  ' 
'  I  ever  hated  all,  and  nothing  loved.' 

"And  what  If  man  or  woman  shun  my  form, 
And  view  a  figer  in  the  gloom  I  wear  ? 
To  me  their  smiles  are  blacker  than  the  storm ; 
There  seems  a  serpent  ever  lurking  there 
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"  The  charms  of  Vice  detained  my  soul  too  long : 
What  sounds  of  sweetness  in  Iier  love-notes  flow  1 
But  misery's  sigh  is  in  her  sweetest  eong, 
And  in  her  gayest  smile  the  tear  of  woe. 

«  He  eye  that  beams  bo  fondly  ill  conceals 
Distraction's  silent  gaze  and  icy  glare ; 
The  lip  that  smiles  so  sweetly  still  reveals 
The  paleness,  and  the  ijuivering  of  despair. 

"  I  drank  her  cup  of  promisecl  bliss,  —  I  lay 
In  soft  repose  on  heiis  of  roses  flung, 
There  heard  her  Ariel  harp  its  wind-notes  play, 
And  all  the  siren  music  of  her  tongue,  — 

"  In  slumber  sofl,  I  closed  my  swimming  eyes, 
While  sounds  ecstatic  seemed  around  to  flow : 
1  slept  —  no  more  In  happiness  to  rise ; 
I  closed  my  ej'es  to  bliss,  —  I  woke  to  woe. 

"  Look  at  my  eye,  and  see  the  glare  of  pam ; 
Lookatmy  cheek,  it  is  the  hue  of  death; 
See  there  the  softness  of  her  flowery  ehdn, 
There  mark  the  sweetness  of  her  halniy  breath. 

"  Shun,  shun  the  road  she  points  to,  —  death  is  there ; 

Her  sweetest  voice  is  but  a  funeral  knell. 

Her  gayest  smile  is  but  the  gloom  of  care, 

And  though  she  calls  to  heaven,  she  leads  to  helL 

"Wliat'searth.what'B  life,  to  space,  eternity? 
Tis  hut  a  flash,  a  glance,  from  birth  to  death ; 
And  he  who  ruled  the  world  would  only  be 
Lord  of  a  point,  —  a  creature  of  a  breath. 

"  And  what  is  it  to  gain  a  hero's  name. 
Or  build  one's  greatness  on  the  rabble's  roar  ? 
'Tis  but  to  light  a  feeble,  flickering  flame, 
'IhB.t  shines  a  moment,  anil  is  seen  no  more. 
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"  Once  Cksbf  gained  the  summit  of  renown, 
For  him  fame's  irumpet  blew  its  loudest  peals; 
But  what  to  liim  is  Glorj's  shiuing  crown  V 
It  heiglit«ns  but  the  blackneiss  it  reveals. 

"  What  is  the  greatness  Science  can  display, 
Or  from  the  bcst-tiined  lyre  what  can  we  gain  ? 
But  that  the  fluttering  insect  of  a  day 
May  hum  our  praise,  and  all  be  still  again. 

"  What  if  a  Titian's  tints,  a  Rubens'  fire, 
A  Raphael's  grandeur,  o'er  my  canvas  glow  ? 
These  tints,  that  fire,  that  grandeur,  soon  expire, 
And  melt  as  quickly  as  the  summer's  snow. 

"  Let  boastful  Wealth  his  richest  stores  unfold, 
And  Pride  his  pomp  of  ancestry  display; 
A  speck  of  yellow  dust  is  all  their  gold. 
An  mfant's  rattle,  all  their  proud  array. 

"  What  praise  to  shine  in  Fashion's  brightest  ray  ? 
^Vhat  is  that  fame  by  fops  so  dearly  sought  ? 
'T  is  but  the  mere  ephemeron  of  a  day,  — 
'T  is  but  the  very  meanest  part  of  naught 

"  And  thou,  proud  monarch,  frowning  on  thy  throne ! 
What  is  the  space  between  thy  power  and  me '? 
T  is  but  to  sit  above  the  crowd  alone. 
And  lord  it  o'er  a  few  poor  worms  like  thee. 

"  Ah !  when  I  look  on  man,  and,  see  how  low, 
How  vile,  has  sunk  the  basely  grovelling  crowd, 
I  still  can  scarcely  think  this  cbld  of  woe 
Can  have  sufficient  meanness  to  bo  proud. 

"  Depart,  Renown !  0,  hie  thee  far  away ! 
And  Fortune,  though  in  all  thy  splendor  drest! 
O,  from  this  world  you  've  torn  my  only  stay, 
Atid  left  not  even  one  motive  in  my  breast. 


"  This  world  has  now  so  dull  and  gloomj'  grown. 
So  sickening  every  sight  where'er  I  range,  — 
■Mid  all  Ufe'3  bustle,  lam  still  bo  lone, 
I'd  leave  it,  were  it  only  for  a  change. 

"  What  halm  shall  heal  my  wounds,  or  soothe  my 

woes? 
How  shall  I  mok  to  my  unljmely  grave  ? 
Shall  this  sweet  opiate  lull  me  to  repose. 
Or  shall  I  plunge  Denealh  the  roaring  wave  ? 

"  Come,  sweetest  draught,  I  woo  thee  to  my  lips 
With  all  the  fondness  of  a  lover's  breast ; 
No  thirsty,  weary  pilgrim  fondlier  sips 
The  cooling  fount,  orlays  him  down  to  rest. 

"  Come,  do  thy  work,  and  free  my  etrugglii^  soul, 
Swift  as  the  lightning,  from  life's  heavy  chan  : 
1  care  not  if  I  reach  Heaven's  fhining  goal,^ 
Or  plunge  beneath  the  waves  of  endless  pain. 

"  You  gave  ine  life,  —  take  back  the  dft  you  gave, 
Nor  think  I  'd  thank  you  for  such  trash  as  this ; 
Sweeter  to  me  annilulation's  grave, 
O,  sweeter  than  the  highest  heaven  of  bliss  I 

"  Roll  on  the  winds  your  most  terrific  storm, 
And  shade  the  skies  with  more  than  Egj'pfs  gloom ; 
Then  with  your  vengeful  lightnings  scathe  my  form, 
And  hurl  me  to  my  never-ending  doom. 

"  I  've  plunged  in  guilt,  till  I  can  plunge  no  more ; 
1  've  been  to  man  and  God  the  fellest  foe ; 
On  me  —  on  me  each  cup  of  fury  pour. 
And  whelm  me  in  the  deepest  gulf  of  woe." 

But  ere  the  sun  had  dipped  his  orb  of  light 
Beneath  the  wave  that  swriled  along  the  main, 
A  momentary  brilliance  met  ■the  sight, 
And  shone  reflected  o'er  the  watery  plain,       ^ 


The  trembling  lustre  glanced  upon  his  eye, — 
There  was  a,  something,  neither  smile  nor  tear, 
A  sound,  nor  comfort's  voice,  nor  sorrow's  sigh, 
Fell  scarcely  heard  upon  the  listener's  ear. 

"  Can  there  no  ray  like  this  of  mercy  shine. 
To  dissipate  my  soul's  terrific  gloom? 
Is  there  no  beam  from  Heaven,  no  light  divine, 
Can  gild  the  path  that  leads  me  to  my  tomb  ? 

"  Must  all  within  be  desolate  and  sad, 
Alust  all  seem  frowning  to  the  mental  sight, 
When  the  last  sunbeam  makes  all  nature  glad. 
And  ushers  in  with  smiles  the  shades  of  night  ? 

"  May  I  not  hope,  although  dark  clouds  of  woe 
riang^o'er  my  soul,  and  sink  it  to  the  grave,  — 
May  I  not  hope  for  happiness  below, 
That  Heaven  will  smile,  and  mercy  deign  to  save? 

"  The  light  is  cone,  and  all  is  dark  s^in,  — 
So  flics  the  light  that  shone  upon  my  d^uI  ; 
Night's  horrors  thicken  o'er  the  heaving  main,  — 
So  round  my  heart  despfur,  distracdon,  roll. 

"  MTiat !  shall  I  cateh  at  hope's  illuave  gleams, 
That  glance  like  meteors  thro'  my  frenzied  bran  ? 


"  No !  I  can  pierce  the  grave's  tremendous  gloom. 
And  through  its  dunnest  shades  unfaltering  pry, 
Can  read  with  look  unmoved  my  direst  doom, 
And  \iew  the  world  of  woe  with  heedless  eye. 


of  the  quenchless  flame, 
furious  devil  n 


And  gnawing  worm  that  never,  never  dies. 
Or  read  each  furious  devil  name  by  na 
The  hottest  hell  within  my  boswn  lies. 
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"  la  this  your  kindness,  —  you  who  made  my  soul, 

And  formed  it  to  be  sensible  of  woe, 

Tlien  bade  a  world  of  anguish  o'er  it  roll, 

And  through  my  veins  despair'a  dark  currents  flow  ? 

"  Why  was  I  made  for  misery  atone  1 
Why  were  my  joys  but  preludes  to  my  pain  ? 
Wliy  was  my  voiee  but  formed  to  breathe  the  groan. 
Or  why  my  tongue  but  fashioned  t«  complain  'i 

"  You  bade  a  thousand  pleasures  round  me  smile. 
But  mingled  poison  in  their  bahny  breath ; 
Bade  ange!  forms  exert  their  every  wiSe, 
To  lure  me  sweetly  on  to  sin  and  death : 

"  Is  this  your  kindne^  —  thus  to  charm  my  eyes. 

By  what  woul<l  certjunly  my  soul  undo  ? 

(>',  is  it  not  sufficient  to  chastise  ? 

Must  you  allure  me,  and  then  punish  too '/ 


Annihila 

Or  to  my  vision  glares  hell's  murky  light, 

And  (aghs,  and  groans,  and  gnashinga,  fill  my  ear, 

"What  clouds  around  the  erave's  dark  regions  roH ! 
I  'd  give  the  wealth  of  worlds  to  pierce  their  gloom, 
And  read,  imprinted  on  the  eternal  scroll, 
Tlie  awful  words  of  flame  that  mark  my  doom. 

"  The  thoughts  of  an  hereafter  wake  my  fear, 
And  till  my  soul  with  agonizing  throes  ; 
Metlunks  some  accent  whispers  in  my  ear, 
And  tells  me,  nothing  will  my  pangs  compose. 

"Nothing !  —  there 's  something  awful  in  that  sound ; 
O,  shall  mv  all  he  crumbled  into  dust  V 
Shall  mind  —  shall  body  rot  beneath  the  ground, 
Nor  soul  immortal  from  my  cerement  burst  V 
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"Noliing!  —  away,  thou  phantom,  fVom  my  brain! 
Away,  thou  deadlier  fiend  tian  ever  rose 
To  rack  the  doubting  soul  with  hellish  pain, 
Or  fill  it  with  a  maoiac  fancy's  woes ! 

"  Nothing!  —  unreal  shade  of  all  that's  ill. 
Cease,  tease  thy  clamors,  nor  disturb  me  more ! 
Hush  1  let  that  demon  voice  of  thine  be  still,  — 
O,  hie  tJiee  to  thy  dark  Tartarean  shore  I 

"  What  if  I  pry  beyond  the  yawning  crave  ? 
Is  there  a  liglit  can  point  my  wilderea  way  ? 
Is  there  an  arm  of  Mercy  stretched  to  save  ? 
0,  help  that  arm,  and  guide  me,  genial  ray  ! 

"  I  look,  but  all  is  darker  than  the  gloom 

That  hung,  a  sooty  mist,  o'er  Egypt's  land ; 

J  listen,  all  is  stiller  than  the  tomb ; 

There  is  no  ray,  —  no  Mercy's  outstretched  hand. 


Rack  me, —  Religion  c: 

If  Mercy  will  not  whisper,  —  yell,  Despsur  I 

"  My  ear  is  open  to  thy  piercing  ery : 
Pour  it,  —  to  every  suffering  I'm  resigned. 
But  hark!  —  methought  I  heard  an  angel  fly 
With  downy  pinions  on  the  pasdng  wmd. 

"No!  't  was  an  idle  fancy,  —  mock  no  more, 
Thou  cheating  spirit,  tliou  art  false  though  fair ; 
No !  't  was  the  wave  of  ruin's  sullen  roar ; 
No !  't  waa  the  hollow  voice  of  dark  DespEur. 

"  Come,  grisly  Death  !  and  whet  thy  bloody  dart; 
Come,  watY  upon  the  breeze  my  dying  knell ; 
O,  miserj-  and  woe  have  filled  ray  heart  I 
O,  hell  tome  is  nothing,  —  nothing's  hell!" 
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He  said,  and  lifted  high  the  poisoned  draught ; 
"  This  gives,"  ho  cried,  "  my  Dody  to  the  tomb, — 
To  ■nothing,  dreaiy  nothing,  it  shall  wail 
My  soul,  or  yield  iC  to  its  endless  doom. 

"  A  doom  that  strikes  my  shuddering  soul  with  dread. 
And  almost  drives  my  purpose  from  my  breast; 
Speak  not  those  words, ^for  every  hope  'm  fled; 
In  death,  in  darkness,  is  my  only  rest. 

"  Come  to  my  lips,"  he  spake,  with  features  calm, 
"  Come  to  my  lips,  thou  eordial  of  my  woes ; 
Pour  in  my  wounded  heart  th^  healing  balm, 
And  in  eternal  sleep  my  eyehds  elose. 

"  Come,  lovely  draught !  0,  lovelier  than  the  airing ! 
And  sweeter  than  the  morning's  dewy  breath ! 
Come,  to  my  soul  oblivion's  comforts  bring." 
He  SEud,  and  calndy  drank  the  cup  of  death. 

"When  life  was  weak  and  faint,  his  ardent  soul 
Unfolded  all  the  vigor  of  its  powers ; 
Then  through  the  fields  of  lore  he  flew,  and  st<ile 
With  ceaseless  toil,  the  honey  of  its  flowers. 

His  heart  expanded  with  his  growing  mind, 
And  love,  and  charity,  and  thirst  of  fame. 
Unbending  worth,  ambition  unconfincd, 
O,  these  he  wished,  his  bosom's  only  aim  ! 

O,  he  would  tlunk  of  these,  until  the  glow 
Brightened  his  cheek  and  kindled  up  his  eye ; 
Then  in  a  rushing  flood  his  thoughts  would  flow. 
And  lift  him  to  the  all-o'erarehing  sky. 

And  yet  his  soul  was  tender ;  —  there  was  one 
Who  made  his  heart  throb,  and  his  pulses  beat; 
She  was  liis  all,  his  only  light,  hia  sun, — 
Her  eye  was  brightest,  and  her  voice  most  sweet. 
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She  was  to  him  an  angel ;  —  he  was  young, 
The  daivn  of  youth  had  just  begun  to  grow ; 
His  ej-e  for  ever  on  her  image  hung, 
There  would  his  centring  thoughts  Tor  ever  flow. 

O  love  how  ill  requited ! —  could  a  soul. 
Then  soaring  to  perfection,  blend  with  ono 
IVho  onlj"  thought  of  tranaent  sport,  whose  whole 
Enjoyment  ceiled  below,  where  his  begun  ? 

And  then  his  fearfulness  and  shrinkinB  eye, — 
She  knew  her  power,  and  yQt  she  could  not  know 
The  worth  of  him  who  doated ;  —  with  a  agh 
Of  grief  and  wounded  pride,  he  let  her  go. 

First  love, — with  what  a  deep,  strong,  fixed  impress 
It  printa  the  yielding  heart  of  childhood !     Gone, 
Ko  other  eye  the  lone,  lost  soul  can  bless, 
Hope  then  is  fled,  the  feelings  are  undone. 

IIow  all  unequal  were  his  mind  and  form  1 

This  knew  the  blinking  owls,  that  shunned  bis  light ; 

To  wound  hia  bosom,  and  to  raise  tlie  storm 

He  ill  could  master,  seemed  their  sole  delight. 

Abused,  neglected,  fatherless,  no  hand 
To  guide  or  guard  him,  left  alone  to  steer 
Ilis  dangerous  way,  —  can  youth  securely  stand. 
When  not  a  parent.  Mend,  or  hope  is  near  ? 

He  conquered  in  intelligence,  but  those 
Who  felt  his  strength  there,  still  his  weakness  knew ; 
They  crushed  his  spirit  first,  and  then,  to  close 
Their  work,  they  made  him  like  their  grovelling 


The  light  of  Heaven  was  gone,  —  ambition  still 
Lurked  with  him  to  the  last,  hut  he  was  blind ; 
And  genius  struggled  on  through  every  ill. 
But  peace  and  innocence  were  left  behind.  ,-,  , 
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Tears  iurried  by,  —  but  what  a  ra^ng  sea 
Was  that  jouna  heart !  —  wild  a9  a  steed  he  ran, 
Till  he  was  swalloweii  in  misanthropy, 
And  swore  eternal  emnity  to  man. 

And  yet  he  could  not  hat«,  —  at  every^  look, 
That  told  the  wounded  bosom's  throbbinff  avfcU, 
Ilia  frame  in  sympathetic  shivering  shook, 
His  hand,  though  raised  in  wrath,  in  pity  felL 

He  longed  to  cast  his  hateful  chains  away, 
He  longed  to  be  all  virtue,  reason,  soul ; 
In  vain  he  strove  i^ainst  the  headlong  sway 
Of  passion,  —  till  its  gulf  absorbed  the  whole. 

•Mid  all  his  folly,  weakness,  guilt,  one  beam 
Across  the  darkness  of  his  being  shone,  — 
Most  dastardly  and  shameful  did  he  deem 
To  take  one  mite  that  was  not  all  hia  own. 

She  came,  —  at  last  the  kindred  spirit  came, 
The  same  bright  look,  the  same  dissolving  eye ; 
Her  bosom  lit  with  that  ethereal  flame, 
■\Vhich  warmed  him,  when  in  youth  his  soul  was 
high. 

Informing  and  informed,  theirs  was  the  pure 
Delight  of  blended  intellect,  —  their  way 
Was  strewed  witli  reason's  choicest  pleasures,  sure 
To  last  with  those  whom  guilt  leads  not  astra)-. 

Awhile  his  spirit  kindled,  —  hope,  and  love. 
And  friendship,  days  of  peace  and  ioy  arose. 
And  lifted  all  hia  ardent  thoushts  above 
The  memory  of  hia  follies  and  his  woes. 

His  way  had  been  unequal,  —  now  ho  soared 
On  rushin"  wings,  and  now  he  sunk  in  night ; 
But  then  he  felt  new  life  around  him  poured, 
He  Mined  to  Heaven  his  strong,  untiring  flight. 


'T  was  but  a  moment,  —  like  the  dying  flash. 
The  soul's  last  sparkle,  ere  its  ligh^  are  fled ; 
Then  folly  came,  his  kindling  hopes  to  dash, 
And  hide  his  spirit  with  the  moral  deaJ. 

Too  late !  too  late !  — -  thou  touldst  not  call  him  ha^k, 
With  all  thy  charms  thou  couldst  not :  guilt,  desp£ur, 
So  long  had  do^ed  liim  in  his  wayward  track. 
They  quenched  the  light  that  once  shone  brightly 

An  outcast,  self-condemned,  he  takes  his  way, 
He  knows  aud  carea  not  whither;  he  can  weep 
Ko  more,  —  his  only  wish  ius  head  to  lay 
In  endlesa  death  and  everlasting  sleep. 

Ah,  who  can  bear  the  self-abhorring  thought 
Of  time,  chance,  talent,  wasted,  —  who  can  think 
Of  friendship,  love,  feme,  science,  gone  to  naught, 
And  not  in  hopeless  desperation  amc  ? 

Behind  are  summits,  lofty,  pure,  and  bright, 
Wlierc  blow  the  life-reviving  gales  of  Heaven; 
Below  expand  the  jaws  of  deepest  night, 
And  tbere  he  falls,  by  power  resistless  driven. 

The  links  that  bind  to  life  are  torn  away ; 
Tlie  hope,  the  assuring  hope  of  better  liiys, 
Friendship  that  warms  us  with  a  genial  ray. 
And  love,  that  kindles  with  an  ardent  blaze. 

These  he  has  left,  and  books  have  lost  their  charm; 
The  brightest  sky  is  but  a  veil  of  gloom ; 
His  mind,  hand,  useless,  where  can  be  the  harm 
In  drawing  to  his  only  coueh,  the  tomb  ? 

Ye  who  abused,  neglected,  rent,  and  stoned 
Tliat  heart,  when  pure  and  ttinder,  come  and  dwell 
On  these  dark  mins,  and,  by  Heaven  arraigned, 
Feel,  as  you  look,  the  scorpion  stings  of  hell. 


Bnt  no !  your  cold,  black  bosoms  cannot  feci ; 
Amid  the  rank  weeds,  flowers  can  neTcr  blow  ; 
Tour  hearts,  encrast«d  in  their  case  of  Bt«el, 
No  feelings  of  remorse  or  pity  know. 

Yes,  you  will  say,  poor,  weak,  and  childish  boy, 
Infirm  of  purpose,  shook  by  every  sigh, 
A  thing  01  air,  a  light,  fantastic  toy,  — 
What  reck  we  if  siich  shadows  live  or  die  ? 

But  no !  my  life's  blood  calls  aloud  to  Heaven, 

The  arm  of  Justice  cannot,  will  not  sleep ; 

A  perfect  retribution  shall  be  given. 

And  Vengeance  on  your  heads  her  coals  shall  heap. 

Where  minds  lite  this  are  mined,  guilt  must  be. 
And  where  guilt  is,  remorse  will  gnaw  the  soul, 
And  every  moment  teem  with  agony, 
And  sleepless  thoughts  in  burning  torrents  rolL 

And  thou,  arch  moral-murderer !  hear  my  curse  ; 
Go,  gorge  and  wallow  in  thy  priestly  sty ; 
Than  what  thou  art,  I  cannot  wish  thee  worse,  — 
There  with  thy  kindred  reptiles  crawl  and  die. 


THE    "WRECK. 


'T  WAS  a  calm  summer  evening.     On  the  sea. 
Spread  out  a  perfect  mirror,  there  was  seen. 
In  the  blue,  hazy  distance,  one  white  sail, 
lliat  caught  the  eye  of  hope  and  love.     She  c; 
When  her  light  task  was  ended,  to  the  brow 
Of  a  commanding  precipice,  that  hung. 
Its  dark  wall  o'er  the  waters.     Ry  the  staff, 
On  which  a  flag  was  hoisted,  she  sat  down 
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In  the  red  sun-light,  which,  to  all  below, 

Gave  a  deep  tincture  lo  the  towering  cliff, 

And  the  loose  folds  that  tremulously  waved 

In  the  scarce-breatliing  sea-wind,  and  the  snow 

Of  her  own  tender  paieneaa.     She  had  caught 

The  siul  from  the  lone  cottage  of  her  siro ; 

For  she  waa  motherless,  ana  had  not  known 

The  name  of  aster ;  hut  her  heart  was  hound 

In  the  affection  of  a  father's  heart, 

And  in  the  love  of  one  who  was  not  there, 

But  far  apon  the  ocean.     She  had  been 

Nursed  tenderly  and  fondly ;  for  the  hand 

That  reared  her  in  that  BoKtude  was  full, 

And  might  have  lived  in  cities,  and  have  been 

Courted  by  the  vain  crowd,  but  that  he  chose 

The  silence  of  a  distant,  wild  retreat, 

Which  left  him  to  the  company  of  books. 

And  the  dear  culture  of  the  infant  mind, 

To  which  hia  heart  was  knit  by  all  the  links 

That  bind  us  to  the  cherished  and  the  young, 

The  gentle  and  the  lovely.     He  had  fled 

From  a  harsh  world  ;  and  on  the  ocean's  brink, 

And  in  the  bosom  of  romantic  hills. 

And  by  the  channel  of  a  broken  stream. 

Had  sought  communion  with  the  beautiful 

And  the  sublime  of  Nature ;  but  he  still 

Nourished  the  kindest  feelings;  and  in  one 

Who  had  from  him  her  life,  and  was  the  life 

Of  his  decaying  years,  he  treasured  up 

AU  he  had  ever  known  of  early  love 

And  youth's  devoted  passion.     She  had  grown. 

In  her  unst(uned  seclusion,  bright  and  pure 

As  a  first  opened  rose-bud,  when  it  spreads 

Its  pink  leaves  to  the  sweetest  damn  of  May, 

After  a  night-shower,  which  had  wet  the  woods 

And  gardens  with  the  big,  round  drops  that  hang 

Dancmg  in  the  fresh  breeze,  and  tremblingly 

Specking  the  flowers  with  light.     She  too  hEid  been 

Kot  only  shielded  trom  all  tint  and  stain 
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Of  the  world's  evil,  tlat  the  first  clear  stream 

Of  feeling  in  her  heart  still  flowed  as  clear 

Aa  when  it  first  ran  onward,  like  Et  spring 

That  ever  eomes  from  the  deep-caverned  rock 

Flowing  in  vit«in  crystal,  —  bit  her  mind 

Was  lifted  by  the  guidance  of  a  mind 

Wrought  to  Iiahitual  greatness,  and  endued 

With  the  true  sense  of  gloiy.     She  was  taught 

That  happiness  was  in  uie  tender  heart 

And  the  waked  soul ;  that  the  full  treasure  spread 

In  beauty  o'er  the  ocean  and  the  earth. 

With  change  of  season,  and  its  ever  new 

And  grand  or  lovely  aspect  was  enough 

To  move  the  heart  to  rapture,  and  supply 

The  food  of  thought,  the  never-failing  spring 

Of  sweet  sensations  and  un wasting  joj-s. 

But  nature  stilt  was  in  her,  and  she  soon 

Felt,  that  the  fond  affection  of  her  sire. 

And  her  loved  tasks,  —  the  study  of  high  thoughts, 

Poured  out  in  sainted  volumes,  which  had  been 

Stamped  in  the  mint  of  Genius,  and  had  come 

Unhurt  through  darkest  ages,  bright  as  gems 

That  sparkle,  though  in  dust,  —  the  skilful  touch 

Of  instruments  of  music,  and  the  voice 

Sweet  in  its  untaught  melody,  as  birds 

dear-warbling  in  the  bushes,  but  attuned 

To  the  just  flow  of  harmony,  — the  hand 

That  woke  the  forms  of  pencilled  life,  and  gave 

Its  color  to  the  violet,  and  its  fire 

To  the  dark  eye,  its  blushes  to  the  cheek, 

And  to  the  lip  its  sweetness,  or  that  drew 

O'er  the  pure  lawn  the  silken  thread,  and  wove 

The  full-leafed  vine,  and  the  luxuriant  rose, 

All  petals  and  vermilion,  —  or  the  walk 

On  the  rude  sliore,  to  hear  the  rushing  waves, 

Or  view  the  wide  sea  sleeping,  —  on  the  hill 

To  catch  the  living  landscape,  and  combine 

The  nuracles  of  Nature  in  one  full 

And  deep  enchantment,  —  or  to  trace  the  brook 
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tJp  to  its  highest  fountain  in  the  shade 

Oi'  a  thick  tuft  of  alders,  and  go  down 

By  all  its  leaps  and  windings,  gathering  there 

'I'tie  forest  roses,  and  the  namdess  flowers, 

That  open  in  tlie  wilderness,  and  live 

Awhile  in  sweetest  loveliness,  and  die 

Without  an  eye  to  watch  them,  or  a  heart 

To  gladden  in  their  beauty,  —  or  in  that. 

The  fondest  to  the  pure  and  delieate, 

The  gentle  deed  of  charity,  the  gift 

That  cheers  the  widow,  or  dries  up  the  flow 

Of  a  lone  orphan's  bitterness,  the  voice, 

Tlie  melting  voice  of  sympathy,  which  heals, 

With  a  far  softer  touch,  the  wounded  heart, 

Than  the  cold  alms  dropped  by  a  scornful  hand. 

That  flings  the  dole  it  g'rudges,  —  such  but  tears 

Anew  the  closeil  wound  open,  while  the  friend. 

Who  smiles  when  smoothing  down  die  lonely  couch. 

And  does  kind  deeds,  which  any  one  can  do 

Wlio  has  a  feeling  spirit,  such  a  friend 

Heals  with  a  searching  balsam :  —  though  her  days 

Passed  on  in  such  sweet  labors,  still  she  felt 

Alone,  and  there  was  in  her  virgin  heart 

A  void  that  all  her  pleasures  could  not  fill. 

She  was  not  made  to  wast*  her  years  ahtne, 

But  the  great  voice  of  Nature  spake  to  her. 

That  loving,  and  beloved  by  one  like  her, 

Youthful  and  beautiful,  her  heart  would  find 

In  the  fond  interchange  of  looks  and  thoughts. 

And  in  the  deep  anxiety  of  love. 

The  measure  of  her  joyous  spirit  full. 

And  such  an  one  she  found.     One  Sabbath  eve 
She_  sat  within  an  ivied  church  hard  by. 
Beside  her  honored  father,  when  the  choir 
Sang  their  last  chant,  and  the  deep  organ-peal 
Was  dying  through  the  twilight  vault  away; 
When  the  set  sun  had  thrown  upon  the  broad 
And  checkered  window  one  full  saffron  blaze, 
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So  that  the  pillars  glittered,  and  the  gold 

And  orimson  of  the  pulpit  tapestry 

Shone  like  the  clouds  that  curtained  o'er  tibe  west, 

And  seemed  to  glow,  as  they  were  folds  of  fire 

Hungronndthe  dark  blue  mountains;  when  the  light 

Fell  through  the  ^les,  and  glanced  along  the  seats 

So  clear,  the  eye  was  dazzled,  and  all  forms 

Were  half  intensely  bright,  and  half  deep  shade;  — 

Then,  as  the  magic  sunset,  and  the  place 

Hallowed  to  her  pure  spirit,  and  the  sounds 

Of  closing  melody,  and  the  calm  words, 

That  asked  a  blessing  on  the  silent  crowd. 

Who  listened  to  the  prayer  with  breathless  awe,  — 

As  these  came  o'er  her  feelings  with  a  charm 

Of  most  delicious  sweetness,  when  her  soul 

Caught  part  of  the  new  enei^  abroad 

In  that  deep-hallowed  mansion,  and  was  far 

Ascending  to  the  glory  which  perrades 

The  one  Eternal  Temple,  —  then  her  eye. 

Living  with  her  rapt  ^irit,  chanced  to  tall 

On  the  bright  features  of  a  noble  youth. 

Whose  eye  fell  tull  on  hers.      ' 


Their  souls  with  one  new  life,  they  looked  and  lored. 
It  was  the  birth  of  passion  ;  —  there  went  forth 
From  each  an  influence,  that  as  a  chain 
Linked  theff  young  hearts  bother.  They  would  turn 
Aside  their  eyes,  but  in  an  instant  back 
They  glanced  and  met ;  and  as  they  met,  they  fell 
In  deep  confusion  downward.     Then  their  hearts 
Beat  throbhingly ;  a  blush  rose  on  their  cheeks, 
Flushing  and  fading  like  the  changeful  play 
Of  colors  on  a  dolphin.     Thus  they  looked 
Few  minutes,  ana  then  parted ;  but  as  back 
They  sauntered  to  their  several  homes,  they  turned 
Momently  to  behold  the  lovely  thing. 
Which,  once  beloved,  grew  dearer  every  time 
Their  fond  eyes  met;  and  when  they  heard  t,  sound 
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FrorQ  lipa  that  lon^  had  trembled, — when  the  touch 
Thrilled  them,  and  tender  words  were  given  in  fear, 
So  that  the  low  voha  quivered,  and  the  words 
Bied  half  unfinished,  —  it  was  then  beheld 
As  something  more  than  mortal. 

Love  went  on, 
Day  after  daj;  expanding,  like  the  flower 
That  closes  with  the  darkness,  and  awakes 
Wlien  the  new  mom  awakens.     So  their  love 
Caught  new  life  from  their  often  interviews, 
And  opened,  and  grew  riper;  their  young  hearts 
Beat  in  a  truer  harmony  the  more 
Tlieir  looks  were  blended,  and  their  words  exchanged. 
So  they  passed  on  in  love,  a  flowery  path 
Over  a  fri^ant  meadow,  where  all  hues 
Of  loveliness  were  painted,  and  all  airs 
Of  ft^rance  flowing.     In  the  pure  blue  heaven, 
Calm  as  a  summer  day,  serenity 
Smiled  ever,  and  their  hearts  partook  the  calm 
That  reigned  so  bright  around  them.    'T  was  a  time 
Of  Eden,  such  as  soon  will  pass  away. 
And  leave  the  storm  behind  it.     Not  for  earth, 
Not  for  the  changeful  beinM  who  in  sport 
Or  sorrow  dwell  amid  its  thorns  and  flowers. 
Is  this  serenity  a  certain  thing, 
Above  the  reach  of  passion,  or  the  clouds 
That  thill  and  darken.     They  had  lived  awhile 
Most  happy,  in  their  pure  and  innocent  love : 
'Ihey  were  too  young  for  evil ;  and  they  knew 
But  ill  the  feeling  which  pervaded  them, 
And  drew  them  to  each  other's  side,  and  made 
Their  hours  of  meeting  ecstasy.     Their  play. 
Their  walks,  their  books,  their  talk  of  other  days 
And  other  nations,  all  that  they  had  gleaned 
From  Nature  and  fiyjm  man,  —  thesehad  a  zesl. 
Which  they  could  ill  account  for ;  hut  they  knew, 
And  keenly  felt,  ita  happiness.     They  looked 
Affection,  but  they  told  it  not :  their  lo¥« 


Waa  silent ;  it  grew  on  through  many  years, 
And  ripened  as  the  tender  down  of  youth  _ 
Showed  the  approach  of  manhood.    Then  it  apake, 
And  would  rot  be  denied.     The  quiet  atreani, 
Which  through  its  banka  of  velvet  turf  and  flowers 
Plowed  in  an  unseen  channel,  with  a  voice 
Low  whispering  o'er  its  smooth  and  eamdy  bed,  ~ 
This  stream  now  gathered  strcngti,  and,  checked 

and  hound, 
Hushed  to  its  freedom ;  —  it  could  not  prevail. 
The  laws  of  honor,  and  the  stern  behest 
Of  a  false  order,  chained  them,  and  compelled 
Their  kindred  apirits  to  a  separate  path. 
And  told  them  they  must  part,  and  meet  no  more. 

Her  life  was  humble,  and  her  simple  home 
Showed  little  of  the  greatness  which  lay  hid 
Beneath  so  plain  a  shelter.     Ivied  walls, 
And  woodbmea  trdned  to  overarch  the  doors 
And  windows ;  some  few  beds  of  summer  flowers, 
And  a  wild  shrubbery,  where  neatness  roi"ned, 
And  only  checked  the  too  luxuriant  growth 
W  Nature,  but  subdued  it  not ;  withm, 
A  plain,  well-ordered  household,  without  show 
Oiwealth  or  fashion ;  —  this  concealed  from  all, 
IVho  were  not  in  the  aeeret,  what  had  marred 
TTie  peace  of  its  possessor,  and  had  drawn 
The  paraate  and  flatterer  to  disturb 
The  rest  he  sought  so  eameatly  and  long. 
He  found  it,  and  was  happy.     He  had  marked 
Th6  growing  fondness  of  these  youthful  ones. 
And  sometimes  feared,  but  did  not  yet  refuse 
Hia  sanction  to  their  interviews.     No  sign 
Of  aught  but  common  friendship  yet  had  met 
His  watchful  eye ;  but  when  he  saw  the  flame 
Come  forth  in  energy,  and  at  the  time 
When  love  is  danger,  and,  if  chocked  not,  death,  — 
Then  he  was  flUed  with  fears,  aad  well  he  knew, 
Unless  their  fondness  cOnld  be  linked  by  law, 


In  the  pmc  bond  of  weddwi  love,  that  ruin 
Would  soon  o'ertake  them,  and  hia  treasured  cliild 
Be  cast  on  the  cold  world,  its  sport  and  scorn 
Therefore  he  sought  the  parents  of  the  youth, 
The  high  and  lonlly.     In  their  castle  hall 
Thej-  met  him,  under  frowning  battlements. 
Behind  the  high-arehed  gateway,  in  the  midst 
Of  trophies  and  of  pictures,  which  revealed 
The  greatness  of  their  anoestry.     Their  pride 
Was  slung  by  the  base  offer,  and  they  spumed 
The  good  man  from  their  presence,  and  pronounced 
Their  deepest  malediction  on  their  son. 
If  ho  should  ever  think  of  stooping  down 
From  the  high  perch  of  his  nobility, 
To  woo  and  wed  with  plebeians,  and  those  poor. 

It  soon  was  ended ;  —  with  the  generous  heart 
Of  a  young  noble,  who  has  joined  the  pride 
Of  lofty  birth  with  all  the  unchecked  force 
Of  nature,  he  refused  to  bend  his  soul 
To  the  stem  mandates  of  society. 
He  loved,  —  loved  keenly ;  and  he  could  not  bow 
To  what  seemed  tyranny,  and  so  he  sought 
His  wonted  happiness,  at  least  the  bliss 
Of  mutual  tears,  and  vows  of  tenderness, 
Never  to  leave  their  loves,  but  always  cline 
To  the  fixed  hope,  that  there  should  be  a  tune 
When  they  could  meet  unfettered,  and  be  blessed 
With  the  full  happiness  of  certain  love. 
He  sought  his  usual  meeting,  but  he  found 
The  welcome  door  closed  on  him,  and  was  fold. 
He  must  away,  for  though  his  noble  life, 
Bri"ht  with  its  many  virtues,  and  high  deeds. 
Had  naught  to  alienate  her  fetlier's  heart. 
Yet  their  unequal  fortunes  must  for  ever 
Part  them,  and  therefore  he  must  not  delay. 
He  turned  with  heavy  heart,  and  slowly  went, 
With  often  pauses,  to  the  sounding  shore, 
And,  seatea  on  a  broken  rock,  lootced  long 
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Over  the  far,  bine  waters.     "  I  will  go," 

H^  wud,  after  loiig  silen™,  "  I  will  go 

To  other  lands,  and  find  in  other  worlds 

Wherewith  to  qnell  this  passion,  if  a  love 

So  long  and  deeply  cherished  can  be  quelled 

By  time  and  change.    There  is  no  pleasure  here ; 

The  cold,  dead-hearled  nupdale,  which  the  great 

Seek,  in  their  anxious  longing  to  retain 

ITie  show  of  their  once  sure  ascendenev. 

Made  sure  by  personal  croatness,  and  Uie  sway 

Of  a  high  spirit,  and  a  lofty  mind 

O'er  meaner  souls,  —  these  are  my  deepest  scorn. 

My  horror,  and  my  loathina.     I  ani  one 

"Wio  find  within  me  a  nobility 

That  spurns  the  idle  prating  of  the  great. 

And  tneir  mean  boast  of  nhat  their  lathers  were, 

While  they  themselves  are  fools,  effeminates. 

The  scorn  of  all  who  know  the  worth  of  mind 

And  virtue.     1  have  cherished  in  my  heart 

A  love  for  one  whose  beauty  would  have  charmed 

In  Athens,  and  have  won  the  sensual  love 

Of  Eastern  monarchs ;  but  to  the  pure  heart, 

And  the  great  soul  within  her,  't  is  to  me 

As  nothing,  and  I  know  what 't  is  to  love 

A  spiritual  beauty,  and  behind  the  fdl 

Of  an  unblemished  loveliness  stiU  find 

Charms  of  a  higher  order,  and  a  power 

Deeper  and  more  resistless.     Had  I  found 

Such  thoughts  and  feelings,  such  a  clear,  deep  stream 

Of  mind,  in  one  whom  vulgar  men  had  thi-own 

As  a  dull  pebble  from  them,  I  had  loved, 

Not  with  a  love  less  fond,  nor  with  a  dame 

Of  less  intense  devolion.     I  must  go ; 

I  must  foi^t.     There  is  a  sense  of  death 

Comes  o'er  me,  when  I  tear  myself  away 

From  one  so  bright  and  lovely.     Had  the  sun 

Set  in  an  endless  darkness,  life  had  been 

Not  darker  than  the  journey  I  must  take 

Alone,  along  a  hard  and  thorny  way, 
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Where  only  interest  rules,  and  faith  and  love 
Are  banished,  and  the  eold  and  heartleaa  crowd 
Live,  each  the  other's  plunderer,  as  if  life 
Were  only  meant  for  rapine,  and  poor  man 
Were  maile  to  prey  upon  his  kindred  wretclu 
But  I  must  go ;  —  only  one  short  adieu, 
Oidy  a  few  fond  words,  a  few  dear  looks, 
One  kiss  at  parting,  and  our  hopes  are  ended. 
We  Ion"  have  dreamed  of  happiness,  long  known 
Joj-3  which  were  more  than  mortal,  long  have  felt 
Tlie  bliss  of  mingled  hearts  and  blended  souls, 
And  long  have  thought  the  viaon  was  eternal ; 
It  vanishes,  and  1  am  now  a  wretch, 
And  what  will  be  her  sorrows,  none  can  tell." 

The  sun  was  settjng,  and  his  last  rays  threw 
Bright  colors  on  the  clouds  that  hung  around 
The  mountains,  dimly  ri.'iing  in  the  west, 
Over  a  broad  expanse  of  sheeted  gold. 
On  which  a  ship  lav  floating.     It  was  calm,  — 
Her  s»la  were  set,  but  yet  flie  dying  wind 
Scarce  wooed  them,  as  they  trembled  on  the  yard. 
With  an  uncertain  motion.     She  arose, 
As  a  swan  rises  on  her  gilded  wings, 
IVhen  on  a  lake  at  sunset  she  uprears 
lier  form  from  out  the  waveless  stream,  and  steera 
Into  the  far,  blue  ether,  —  so  that  ship 
Seemed  lifted  from  the  waters,  and  suspended. 
Winged  with  her  bright  sails,  in  the  silent  air. 
A  voice  came  from  that  ship,  the  voice  of  joy, 
The  song  of  a  licht  heart,  and  it  invoked 
The  coming  of  &s  breeze,  to  send  them  forth 
Over  the  rolling  ocean.     He  looked  out 
On  the  wide  sea,  and  on  the  sheeted  bay. 
And  on  the  rocking  vessel ;  and  at  ouce 
His  purpose  was  resolved.     He  must  away, 
Tie  must  to  other  regions,  and  there  strive 
To  conquer  We  so  clierished.     He  drew  out 
His  pencil,  and  then  traced  few  hurried  lines, 
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Telling  her  of  his  absence,  and  his  hope 

Of  happiness  at  hie  return,  and  yet 

Ending  it  with  a  fear  that  he  should  never 

Cross  the  wide  waters  to  her.     He  too  gave 

His  signal ;  if  perchanue  a  ship  drew  near, 

And  bore  a  pennon  on  the  topmast  yard, 

White  with  a  heart  stamped  on  it,  she  might  know 

He  was  there,  hastening  home,  and  be  prepared 

To  meet  him,  and  be  happy.     This  he  took, 

And  up  a  narrow  valley,  hung  with  trees. 

Whose  roots  elung  to  the  riited  roek,  whose  boughs 

Met,  and  o'erarched  the  glade,  —  along  the  bank 

Of  a  clear  stream,  that  calmly  wound  its  way 

Under  this  verdant  canopy,  and  liowed 

Through  a  fresh  turf,  and  beds  of  scented  flowers,  — 

Tip  this  he  toci  his  patli,  and  as  he  drew 

Near  to  the  garden  mall,  and  stood  with  ear 

Attentive  tc  a  sound,  that  came  to  him 

On  the  still  evening  air  as  if  a  hymn 

Were  sung  above  ^e  clouds,  and  floated  down 

'Ilirough  mist  and  dews,  and  softly  fell  to  earth, 

Charming  the  ear  of  darkness,  soon  he  saw 

Beneath  a  vine  bower,  seated  on  a  couch 

Of  closely  matted  turf,  the  tender  girl, 

AVhere  all  his  wishes  centred,  and  he  drew 

Silently  through  the  thicket  to  her  side. 

She  started  first  in  fear,  but  when  she  saw 

The  well-known  youth,  she  deeply  blushed  and 

smiled ; 
Then  thinking  of  his  banishment,  she  dropped 
Warm  tears  of  truest  son-ow.     He;  with  fond 
And  feeling  voice,  consoled  her,  and  renewed 
Hia  oft  repeated  vows,  and  told  of  years 
Of  undisturbed  affection,  — how  that  time 
And  truth  would  conquer,  and  their  love  would  be 
Brighter  by  tlieir  affliction.     Though  his  heart 
Ached  with  the  thought  of  parting,  and  was  forced 
Even  to  a  stem  composure,  yet  he  smiled 
To  make  her  happy.     "  We  must  part  awhile ; 
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I  must  go  o'er  the  sea  to  other  lands ; 

It  is  the  call  of  duty ;  but  fear  not, 

I  shall  return,  and  then  our  loves  are  sore. 

Dream  not  of  danger  on  the  sea,  —  one  Powef 

Protecte  us  always,  and  the  honest  heart 

Fears  not  the  tempest.     We  must  part  awhile ; 

A  few  short  months,  —  though  short,  they  must  be 

Without  thy  dear  society ;  but  yet 

We  must  endure  it,  and  our  love  will  he 

The  fonder  after  parting,  —  it  will  grow 

Intenser  in  our  absence,  and  again 

Burn  with  a  keener  glow  when  I  return. 

Fear  not;  this  is  my  last  resolve,  and  this 

My  parting  kiss."     He  put  the  folded  lines 

In  her  soft  hand,  and  kissed  her  offered  lips 

Ardently,  and  then  suddenly  withdrew 

From  her  embrace,  and  down  the  narrow  vale 

i'lcd  on  with  hasty  footsteps  to  the  shore. 

Along  the  beach  he  wandered,  looking  out 

Upon  the  glorious  sunset,  which  arrayed 

AU  things  m  glory,  painting  them  with  gold 

And-  deepest  red  and  azure.     Overhead 

The  sky  was  colored,  with  a  purest  blue. 

And  there  one  star  shone  forth,  the  star  of  love, 

His  beacon ;  and  it  hung  above  the  ship 

As  if  it  led  him  thither.     He  received 

The  omen,  and  went  onward.     Out  at  sea 

The  broad  waves  heaved,  now  blue,  now  green,  now 

tipped 
With  a  gilt  foam,  and  on  the  unruffled  bay 
There  was  a  circle  round  the  setting  sun 
Of  a  most  glittering  gold;  and  as  it  spread 
Farther  and  farther  out,  it  changed  its  hue 
To  a  clear,  glassy  ^Iver,  till  it  seemed 
Thin  air,  and  the  far  mountains  hung  above  it 
Suspended  in  the  sky.     They  darkly  frowned, 
And  their  long  shadows  traveUed  o'er  the  bay, 
Aa  the  sua  sank  still  lower,  while  their  ridge 
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Glowed  like  a  flamuig  furnace,  and  a  line 

Of  mottled  clouds,  that  rose  behind  them,  str 

Into  the  clear,  cold  north,  was  dyed  with  tints. 
Like  the  new  rainbow  when  it  first  comes  out 
From  the  dark  bosom  of  the  thunder-cloud. 
And  spans  it  with  its  beauty,  oi-  the  hues 
That  veiled  Aurora,  when  she  first  awoke 
And  sprang  from  darkness,  and  with  saffron  robe 
And  rosy  fingers,  drove  her  fierj-  car 
On  over  Ida  t*  the  higher  heaven. 

He  went  amid  these  glorious  things  of  earth, 
Transient  as  glorious,  and  along  the  beach 
Of  snowy  sands,  and  rounded  pebbles,  walked. 
Watching  the  coming  of  the  evening  tide, 
Bising  with  every  ripple,  as  it  kissed 
The  gravel  with  a  softly  gurgling  sound. 
And  still  advancing  up  the  levelshore, 
"KU,  in  hia  deep  attraction,  it  flowed  round 
His  footprints,  and  awoke  him.     When  he  came 
Where  a  long  reef  stretched  out,  and  in  its  bays, 
Scooped  from  the  shelving  rocks,  received  the  sea. 
And  held  it  as  a  mirror  deep  and  dark, 
He  paused,  and  standing  then  against  the  ship. 
He  gave  his  signal.     Sewn  be  saw  on  boiuxl 
The  sljr  of  preparation :  they  let  down 
A  boat,  and  soon  her  raised  and  dipping  oara 
Flashed  in  the  setting  light,  and  round  her  prow 
The  gilt  sea  swelled  and  crinkled,  spreading  out 
In  a  wide  circle ;  and  she  glided  on 
Smoothly,  and  with  a  whispering  sound,  that  grew 
Louder  with  every  dipping  of  the  oare. 
Until  she  neared  the  reef,  and  sent  a  surge 
Up  through  ila  coves,  and  covered  them  with  foam. 
He  stepped  on  board,  and  soon  tliey  bore  him  back 
To  the  scarce  rocking  vessel,  where  slie  lay 
Waiting  the  night-wind.     On  the  deck  he  sat. 
And  looked  to  one  point  only,  save  at  times. 
When  his  eye  glanced  around  the  mingled  scene 
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Of  beauty  and  sublimity.     Meanwhile 

The  gun  had  set,  the  painted  sky  and  clouds 

Put  off  tlieir  liveries,  the  bay  its  robe 

Of  brightness,  and  the  stars  were  thick  in  heaven. 

They  looked  upon  the  waters,  and  below 

Another  sky  swelled  out,  thick  set  with  stars, 

And  checkered  with  light  clouds,  which  from  the 

Came  flitting  o'er  the  dim-aeen  hills,  and  shot 

Like  birds  across  the  bay.     A  distant  shade 

Dimmed  the  clear  sheet ;  it  darkened,  and  it  drew 

Searer.    The  waveless  sea  was  seen  to  rise 

In  feathery  curls,  and  bood  it  met  the  ship, 

And  a  breeze  struck  her.     Quick  the  floating  saiU 

Eose  up  and  drooped  ^ain.     The  wind  came  on 

Fresher ;  the  curls  were  waves ;  the  saila  were  filled 

Tensely;  the  vessel  righted  to  her  course, 

And  ploughed  the  waters;   round  her  prow   the 

Tossed,  and  went  back  along  her  polished  sides, 
And  floated  off,  bounding  the  rushing  wake. 
That  seemed  to  pour  in  torrents  from  her  stem. 
The  windstill  freshened,  and  the  sails  were  stretched, 
Till  the  yards  cracked.     She  bent  before  its  force, 
And  dipped  her  lee^ide  low  beneath  the  waves. 
Straight  out  she  went  to  sea,  as  when  a  hawk 
Darta  on  a  dove,  and  with  a  motionless  wing 
Cuts  the  light,  yielding  air.    The  mountains  dipped 
Their  dark  walls  to  the  waters,  and  the  hills 
Scarce  reared  their  green  tops  o'er  them.     One 

white  point. 
On  which  a  lighthouse  blazed,  alone  stood  out 
In  the  broad  sea,  and  there  he  fixed  his  eye. 
Taking  his  last  look  of  his  native  shore. 
Night  wore  away,  and  still  the  wind  blew  strong. 
And  the  ship  ploughed  the  waves,  which  now  were 

heaved 
In  high  and  rolling  billows.     All  were  glad, 
And  laughed  and  shouted  as  she  darted  on, 
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And  plunged  amid  the  foam,  and  tossed  it  high 

Over  the  deck,  as  when  a  strong,  curbed  steed 

Flings  the  froth  from  him  in  hk  eager  race. 

AU  had  been  dimly  star-Ht,  but  the  moon. 

Late  rising,  silvered  o'er  the  tos^ng  sea 

And  lighted  up  its  foam-vrreaths,  and  jnst  threw 

One  parting  glanue  upon  the  distant  shores. 

They  met  his  eye ;  —  the  sinking  rocks  were  bright, 

Ana  a  clear  line  of  silver  marked  the  hills. 

Where  he  had  said  farewell.     A  sudden  tear 

Gushed,  and  his  heart  was  melted ;  but  he  soon 

Repressed  the  weakness,  and  he  calmly  watched 

The  fading  vision.     Just  as  it  retired 

Into  tiie  common  darkness,  on  his  eyes 

Sleep  fell,  and  with  his  looks  turned  to  his  home. 

And,  dearer  than  his  home,  to  her  he  loved, 

He  closed  them,  and  his  thoughts  were  lost  in  dreams, 

Bright  and  too  glad  to  be  realities. 

Calmly  he  slept,  and  lived  on  happy  dreams. 

Till  from  the  Wnn  of  the  boundless  sea, 

Now  spreading  far  and  wide  without  a  shore, 

The  cloudless  sun  arose,  and  he  awoke. 

The  sky  was  stiU  serene,  and  from  the  bed 
Of  ocean  darted  forth  the  glowing  sun. 
And  flashed  along  the  waters.     On  they  sailed : 
The  wind  blew  steady,  and  they  saw  that  sun 
Rise,  and  go  down,  and  set,  and  still  it  blew 
Freshly  and  calmly.     They  had  left  the  shore 
Long  leagues  behind  them,  and  the  mid-sea  now 
Bore  them  upon  its  bosom  on  their  way 
To  lands  where  other  flowers  and  other  trees 
Dress  out  the  landscape,  and  where  other  men 
Walk  in  the  light  of  heaven.     Thither  he  went. 
And  none  knew,  of  his  kindred,  when  or  where 
He  had  escaped  them.     They  with  anxious  quest 
Sought  him,  and  after  !on^  and  fruitless  search 
Believed  him  dead.     Awhile  they  mourned  his  loss, 
As  great  ones  mourn,  and  then  he  passed  away 
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Into  oblivion,  and  tlier  filled  his  place 
In  their  affettiona  with  a  gilded  toy, 
And  found  their  treasures  ampler  by  his  death. 
Not  BO  with  her  who  loved  him ;  when  he  fled, 
She  followed,  but  booh  sank  beneath  the  weight 
Of  deep  and  sudden  sorrow.     He  had  gone 
Over  the  sea;  had  sought  the  dangerous  wave, 
And  might  be  wrecked,  or  on  some  distant  shore 
Lingering  a  hopeless  captive.    To  that  point 
Where  the  flag  waved,  she  often  beat  her  steps. 
And  eased  upon  the  ocean  earnestly, 
Watching  each  dim  speck  on  the  farthest  vei^ 
Of  sight,  and  deeming  every  cloud  a  sajl, 
And  every  wreath  ofibam  her  lover's  sign. 
Two  years  had  gone  away,  and  she  had  thus 
Sought  the  high  cliff  at  morning,  noon,  and  night, 
And  gazed  in  e^^r  longing  tillher  eye 
Was  fixed  andgla^ed.  Hercbeekgrewthinandpale; 
Ilcr  form  was  wasted ;  and  all  knew  that  sorrow 
Preyed  on  the  blossom  of  her  health,  and  ate 
Her  life  away.    A  little  while,  and  death 
Would  come  to  her  deliverance.     Little  know 
The  cold,  unfeeling  crowd  how  strong  the  love. 
The  first,  warm  love  of  vouth  ;  how  long  it  lives 
Unfed  and  unrequited ;  how  it  bears 
Absence  and  cruel  scorn,  and  still  looks  calm 
And  patient  on  the  eye  that  turns  aside 
And  shows  its  studied  coldness,  —  how  much  more 
It  bums  and  feeds  upon  the  flame  of  life, 
When  it  was  fully  met,  and  found  a  heart 
As  warm  and  ardent,  and  as  bent  te  hers. 
As  hers  to  bun.     Youth  is  the  Ume  of  love ; 
All  other  loves  are  lifeless,  and  but  flowers 
Wreathed  round  decay,  and  with  a  livid  hue 
Blowing  upon  a  grave.     The  first,  fresh  love 
Dies  never  wholly  ;  it  lives  on  through  pain 
And  disappointment ;  often  when  the  heart 
Is  crushed,  and  all  its  sympathies  pressed  out, 
This  lingers  and  awakens,  and  shines  bright, 


Even  on  tie  borders  of  a  wretched  grave. 

Unhappy  he,  who  tlirows  that  gift  away ; 

Unhappy  lie,  who  lets  a  tender  heart, 

Bound  to  hun  by  the  earliest  ties  of  love, 

Fall  fi-om  him  by  his  own  neglect  and  die, 

Because  it  met  no  kindness,  and  was  spumed 

Even  in  the  earnest  offer.     Life  soon  fades. 

And  with  it  love  ;  and  when  it  once  has  faded, 

There  is  no  after  bloom,  no  second  spring. 

"  So  paaaea  in  the  passage  of  a  day 

The  flower  and  verdure  of  our  mortal  life; 

Kor,  though  the  Spring  renew  her  Iruits  and  flowers, 

Doth  it  renew  its  Deauty,  but  it  fades 

Once  and  for  ever.     Let  us  pluck  the  rose 

In  the  unclouded  morning  of  this  clay, 

■Which  aoon  will  lose  its  bright  serenity. 

0,  let  us  pluck  the  first  blown  rose  of  love  ; 

Let  us  love  now  in  this  our  feirest  youth, 

When  love  can  find  a  full  and  fond  relum."  * 

One  evening  I  had  wandered  by  the  shore, 
Looking  upon  the  ocean,  as  it  lay 
Spread  in  its  beauty  round  me.     'T  was  a  time 
Tor  spirits,  all  had  such  serenity. 
Scarce  had  a  eloud  checkered  the  autumn  sky. 
That  rose  above  me  in  a  boundless  arch 
Of  purest  azure.     All  the  woods  were  hung 
With  many  tints,  the  fading  livery 
Of  life,  in  which  it  mourns  the  coming  storms 
Of  winter,  and  the  quiet  winds  awoke 
Fdnt  dii^s  in  theff  withered  leaves,  and  breathed 
Their  sorrows  through  the  groves.  My  heart  felt  soft 
Under  their  tender  influence.     I  seemed 
A  sharer  in  the  grief  of  sighing  winds 
And  whispering  trees.     I  clomb  the  rock,  and  trod 
The  dying  grass  that  grew  upon  its  brow, 
And  gazed  upon  the  ocean,  now  as  brigLt 

■  "  Ccei  trapasa  il  (mpHsii  d'uQ  giomo,"  &c.~Tasso. 


As  in  the  freshest  sprinc,  unchangeable, 
Always  the  sanio,  or  only  to  theiorce 
Of  calm  and  tempest  yielding,  never  old. 
And  never  fading ;  in  its  wildest  storms 
Soon  to  be  ciJin,  and  when  in  sheeted  light 
Spread  to  the  farthest  circle  of  the  sky, 
Soon  to  obey  the  winds  and  wake  in  wrath. 

I  walked  along  that  roci,  and  heard  the  waves 
Chafing  its  foot,  and  saw  the  tosring  foam 
riaying  in  eddies  round  it.     Then  the  tide 
Had  risen,  and  a  wind  came  from  the  sea, 
Curling  tie  little  waves,  until  they  broke 
In  infant  suiges  on  the  murmuring  shore. 
The  sky  grew  dark ;  and,  as  I  homeward  turned, 
I  saw  a  woman  sitting  by  the  staff 
On  which  the  signal  hung,  with  mantle  wrapped 
Close  round  her,  and  with  eye  intently  fixed 
On  an  approaching  vessel,  as  it  came 
Quickly  before  the  wind,  and  up  the  bay 
Glided.     She  followed  it  with  earnest  look, 
Untal  it  turned  a  distant  ptant,  and  drew 
Dimly  behind  the  hills,  and  vanished.     Then 
She  turned  again  to  sea,  and  long  she  looked 
On  the  white  curls  of  foam,  as  if  she  saw 
A  signal  there ;  but  yet  there  was  no  sail 
On  the  dark  waters.     With  a  lingering  foot 
Back  she  retired,  and,  often  turning,  looked 
Still  earnestly  abroad,  and  found  no  hope. 
I  saw  her  weep,  and  faintly  hang  her  head. 
As  a  pale  lily  hangs,  when,  filled  with  raiu, 
After  long  summer  heat  and  heavy  showers, 
It  bends  upon  its  withered  stalk,  and  sheds 
The  unwelcome  moisture.     Slowly  she  withdrew 
Into  a  thicket,  where  a  trodden  path, 
Her  daily  path,  led  to  her  father's  home. 

He  saw  her  fading  cheek ;  he  knew  the  fire 
That  wasted  her;  and  with  a  parent's  love 
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He  sought  to  heal  her  grief,  hut  only  made 
The  wound  still  deeper.     Comfort  cannot  soothe 
The  heart,  whose  lite  ia  centred  in  tlie  thought 
Of  happy  loves  onoe  known,  and  still  in  hope 
Living  with  a  consuming  energy. 
He  found  remonstrance  fruitless,  reason  vain ; 
And  therefore,  with  a  kindness  which  was  wise, 
He  humored  her,  and  let  her  seek  that  rock 
Unchecked,  and  only  watched,  that  naught  of  harm 
Might  meet  her.     So  she  sought  it  when  the  snow 
Mantled  it,  and  the  sea  was  mdely  lashed 
By  the  cold  north-wind ;  but  a  father's  hand 
Was  near  to  guard  her.     It  was  now  divined. 
That  he  whom  she  had  loved  had  crossed  the  sea, 
And  still  was  living,  and  would  soon  return. 
Some  then  were  joyous,  not  with  unfeigned  joy ; 
For  when  they  told   their  hopes,  that   he  would 

From  his  long  wanderings  home,  they  inly  felt 
A  sorrow,  which  revealed  itself,  and  cheated 
Often  the  words  of  comfort  which  they  gave 
To  those  who  wept  his  loss  sincerely,  those 
Who  cannot  conquer  nature,  which  will  make 
A  child  for  over  dear,  and  through  the  clouds, 
That  vice  and  selfish  greatness  cast  around, 
Sometimes  will  flash  abroad,  and  be  revealed. 

Winter  had  passed  away,  and  then  Spring  came, 
Lovely  as  ever,  with  her  crown  of  flowers. 
And  dress  of  verdure.     She  was  decked  with  smiles, 
And  as  she  danced  aloi^  the  springing  turf. 
New  flowers  awoke  to  welcome  her,  and  birds 
Hailed  her  from  bush  and  forest.     Then  the  sea, 
Girt  by  ita  greener  shores,  seemed  rolling  on 
With  brighter  waves,  and  the  sun  sparkfed  there 
With  an  unusual  brilliancy.     The  earth 
Was  beautiful,  and  like  the  seat  of  Gods, 
Or  what  we  dream  of  Eden ;  and  all  hearts 
Were  sharers  in  ita  gladness.     Bird  and  beast 
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Felt  it,  and,  aa  they  leaped,  or  as  the^  flew, 

They  spake  their  joy;  aud  eyen  the  voiceless  woods, 

Mute  in  themselves,  were  vocal  with  the  winds, 

And  the  low-murmuring  breezes  through  their  boughs 

Seemed  to  speak  out  £eir  still  and  quiet  bliss. 

All  hearts  were  glad  with  the  glad  season.     One 

Alone  knew  naught  of  pleasure,  and  the  smiles 

Of  others  were  a  mockery  tfl  her, 

And  told  her  of  the  joy  Mat  once  had  been, 

But  was  not,  aud  she  could  not  hope  would  be. 

Hope,  by  too  long  deferring,  had  ^ne  out, 

And  left  her  soul  in  darkness.     Still  she  went 

Daily  to  that  one  point,  and  there  she  gazed 

Fixedly  on  the  ocean,  till  her  head 

Grew  dizzy,  aud  her  reason  almost  went ; 

And  then  she  wandered  home,  and  wept  away 

The  ferer  of  her  brain.     A  woodbine  grew 

Over  her  window,  and  its  leaves  shut  out 

The  light,  and  now  its  flowers  were  opening  forth 

Their  siveetness,  and  the  wind  that  entered  there 

Canie  loaded  with  its  perfume.     Once  she  loved 

The  tufttd  flowers,  and  she  inhaled  their  breath 

With  a  deep  sense  of  gladness ;  but  she  now 

Repelled  it  aa  a  liatefiil  thing,  and  wished 

The  vilie  were  torn  and  scattered.     Every  year 

A  linnet  came,  and  built  her  oup-like  nest 

Within  that  arbor,  and  she  fed  her  young. 

And  sang  thera  to  their  slumbers,  and  at  dawn 

Wakened  them  with  her  clear  and  lively  note. 

She  fed  the  timid  creature,  till  it  grew 

!Familiar,  and  would  sit  upon  her  hand, 

And  pick  the  erumbs  she  gave  it ;  but  she  now 

Neglected  it,  and  when  it  came,  and  sought 

Her  former  kindness,  she  regarded  not 

Its  fluttering  and  its  song.     Her  heart  was  chUlei 

And  dead  to  all  its  softer  sympathies. 

It  cherished  but  one  feeling,  — hopeless  love, 

Love  stronger  by  endurance,  ever  growing 

With  the  decay  of  life  and  all  its  powers. 
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He  had  been  wandering  long,  and  found  no  rest. 
Nothing  could  tear  the  image  Irom  his  soul, 
That  dwelt  there  as  an  ever-present  Giod, 
ControQing  alt  his  being.     He  had  eeen 
Nature  in  a  new  beauty ;  and  a  heart 
Free  from  all  other  influence  had  swelled 
Beneath  the  bright  enchantment ;  but  he  looked 
On  all  the  fair  variety  around 
"With  a  cold  eye,  because  he  looked  alone. 
And  felt  that  what  he  looked  on  was  not  seen 
By  one  who  had  been  ever  in  his  walks, 
As  an  attendant  spirit,  watching  all 
That  liited  him,  or  soothed  him,  with  a  sense 
Of  kindred  awe  or  pleasure.     When  alone. 
He  could  not  mingle  with  the  glorious  things 
Of  earth  and  heaven  ;  he  could  not  pass  away 
Into  the  open  depths  of  the  far  sky. 
And  dwell  among  its  many-colored  forms 
Of  eloud  and  vapor,  where  they  hung  the  arch, 
As  with  imperial  tapestiy,  and  veilea 
The  throne  of  the  Omnipotent.     The  Earth, 
Mow  in  its  newest  spring,  all  dressed  with  flowers, 
And  redolent  of  roses  and  of  vines 
From  their  wide  pm^le  beds,  and  sunward  slopes, 
Where  the  bee  murmured,  and  the  early  dews 
Soon  rose  in  clouds  of  perfume,  as  the  dawn 
Came  o'er  the  pine-clad  mountains,  and  lit  up 
A  world  of  present  life  and  ancient  ruin. 
Where  the  rose  bloomed  as  brightly,  and  the  vine 
Shot  forth  as  heavy  clusters,  and  full  wreaths 
Of  ivy  twined  around  each  tottering  pile. 
And  mantled  arch  and  column,  with  its  deep, 
Luxuriant  verdure ;  all  that  he  beheld 
Of  ever-growing  nature,  and  of  man. 
Whose  works  are  fading,  and  when  they  decay 
Have  no  restoring  energy,  but  drop 
Fragment  by  fragment  mto  utter  ruin, — 
All  that  had  waked  in  other  hearts  the  love 
Of  ancient  glory,  and  the  proud  resolve 

..Google 
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To  be,  as  tliey  were,  glorious,  or  had  filled 

The  soul  with  sorrow,  and  the  eyes  with  tears, 

Over  their  fallen  greatness,  yet  had  made 

This  sorrow  partly  joyous,  by  the  sight 

Of  a  new  life  for  ever  springing  round  them. 

And  still  a%  fresh  and  fraeant  as  when  first. 

Bright  from  the  quarry,  their  new  temples  stood 

Proud  in  tlie  sun,  and  lifted  high  theu-  fronts 

To  the  admiring  eye  of  gods  and  men,- — 

This  had  to  him  no  pleasure ;  he  could  not 

]Ja.«e  out  the  deep-fixed  passion,  which  so  long 

Had  been  his  daily  happtneaa,  and  formed 

And  fashioned  alt  his  studies  and  his  joys 

To  this  one  pure  enjoj^ment.     Earth  was  fair. 

And  Heaven  was  gtonoua,  when  he  heard  her  say 

They  were  thus  fair  and  glorious ;  but  alone, 

They  had  no  form  nor  color,  and  were  lost 

In  one  dim,  melancholy  hue  of  death. 

And  so  with  man, — he  wandered  through  the  crowd 

In  solitude,  that  coldest  solitude, 

"Which  tortures,  while  it  chills  us.     They  were  gay 

And  busy,  but  he  heeded  not ;  the  great 

Kolled  by  him,  and  were  noticed  not;  the  poor 

Pleaded,  and  j'Ct  he  listened  not;  — one  thought 

Alone  went  with  him,  and  all  other  things 

Stirred  round  him  like  the  shadows  of  adream. 

He  would  not  linger  thus ;  he  looked  to  home, 

And  her  who  gave  to  home  a  double  charm. 

He  was  resolved,  and  soon  again  the  sea 

Received  him ;  and  for  many  days  the  sun 

Beheld  him  steering  to  his  natjvo  shore. 

'Twas  a  calm  summer  evening.     One  white  sail 
Moved  on  the  silent  water,  motionless, 
Scarce  stealing  to  the  shore.    She  watched  that  sail. 
And  followed  it  with  an  inquiring  eye. 
In  every  tack  it  took  to  catch  the  wnid, 
Fancying  she  saw  the  signal.     Slowly  on 
It  came.    The  glassy  ocean  seemed  to  chaniie 
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At  distwice  into  air ;  and  so  the  ship 

Seemed  moving  li!;o  a  bird  along  the  sky. 

Sometimes  it  stood  athwart  ber,  and  the  sails, 

Hung  loosely  on  the  yards,  seemed  waving  lines 

Tinged  with  the  smiset ;  and  i^iun  it  turned 

With  prow  directed  to  her,  and  at  once 

The  broad  white  canvas  threw  its  silvery  sheet 

Full  on  her  eye,  and  glittering  in  the  west. 

Nearer  it  came,  but  slowly ;  fill  at  length 

Its  form  was  marked  distinctly,  and  she  caught 

E^erly,  as  it  waved  upon  a  yard 

Near  the  mdn  topmast,  what  her  wearied  eye 

Had  sought  so  long,  and  found  not.     It  was  there,  — 

The  signal,  one  wiiite  pennon,  with  a  heart 

Stamjwd  in  ils  centre  ;  and  at  once  her  joy 

Was  speechless  and  overflowing.    Fixed,  she  looked 

With  trembling  earnestness,  and  down  her  cheeks 

The  tears  ran  fast,  and  her  scarce-moving  lips 

Had  words  without  a  voice.     Thus  she  sat  long. 

Motionless  ia  the  fervor  of  her  joy. 

Absorbed  in  one  emotion,  which  had  hound 

Her  form  unto  her  spirit,  and  had  made 

All  other  powers  the  ministers  to  thought- 

They  hurried  through  her  mind,  her  first,  fond  love, 

Its  many  pleasures,  hours  of  early  hope 

Unclouded  by  the  fear  of  craning  ill, 

And  present  happiness,  which,  Ste  the  dawn 

In  the  sweet  month  of  May,  is  full  trf"  life. 

And  yet  serene  and  tranquil,  budding  out 

With  blossoms  of  fiiturity,  and  spreading 

To  the  bright  eye  of  Heaven  tlie  tender  flowers, 

Where  the  young  fruit  lies  hidden,  till  the  sun 

Kpen  it  to  its  fuU  maturity. 

These  hurried  through  her  mind,  and  witli  them  came 

Lon",  anxious  days,  long  daj's  of  bitterness. 

Dark  with  the  fears  that  weigh  upon  the  heart 

Whose  love  is  young  and  tender,  when  tlie  chance 

Of  sea  or  battle  passes  o'er  the  head 

Of  him  who  lias  the  secret  of  her  soul. 


The  sun  was  setting,  and  the  dazzling  orb 
Sunk  down  behind  tho  mountains,  darting  up 
Long  raya  of  golden  light  into  the  air, 
Like  glories  round  the  sacred  countenance 
In  one  of  Raphael's  pictures.     All  was  clear 
But  one  dark  cloud,  which  rose  from  out  the  point 
Where  the  storm  gathers  after  sultry  days, 
And  launches  forth  the  lightning.     This  heaved  up 
Its  dusky  billows,  and  their  Ijps  were  tinged 
With  a  bright  flame,  while  all  below  was  dait 
Fearfully,  and  it  swelled  before  the  wind, 
Like  the  strong  canvas  of  a  gallant  ship 
Standing  before  the  tempest.     It  just  crowned 
The  hill  at  sunset ;  but  it  now  came  on. 
First  slowly,  till  it  rose  upon  the  air. 
Frowning,  and  threw  its  shadow  o'er  the  earth, 
And  flashed  intensely;  then  it  seemed  to  move 
With  a  new  pace,  and  every  instant  swept 
Still  farther  on  the  sky,  and  sent  its  voice 
Dcep-roaring  with  the  mingled  sound  of  winds 
Amid  the  shaken  forests,  and  the  peats 
Ee-echoed  from  the  mountwna.     How  the  sea 
Darkened  beneath  its  shadow,  and  it  curled 
Without  a  breath,  as  if  it  shook  in  fear 
Before  the  coming  tempest.     She  looked  wild. 
First  on  the  cloud,  then  on  the  ship,  which  now 
Steered  to  a  cove  behind  a  sandy  point, 
On  which  the  Kghthouse  stood,  but  yet  the  winds 
Were  light  and  bafllins,  and  against  her  course ; 
And  BO  tlie  sails  flapped  loosely,  and  she  rocked 
Motionless  on  the  crisping  waves,  and  lay 
Waiting,  a  victim,  for  the  threatening  storm. 
Then,  as  she  looked  with  an  intenser  gaze. 
She  saw  the  sweeps  put  out,  and  every  arm 
Strained  to  the  eitbrt,  but  their  strength  availed  not 
To  send  them  to  a  haven.     Then  her  heart 
S.ink,  and  her  hopes  wore  darkened,  till  her  form 
S'lookwithherfcars.   The  cloudsroUed  on  thewind 
In  mingling  billows,  and  the  lightnings  leaped 


From  point  to  point ;  then  in  an  instant  burst 
The  thunder-craah,  and  one  undying  roar 
Filled  the  wide  air.    At  last  the  cold  wind  came, 
And  the  flag  streamed  and  quivered,  and  her  robes 
Flew  lightly  round  her.    First,  short  broken  wares 
Rose  on  the  bay ;  their  tops  mere  whit*  with  foam, 
And  on  they  hurried,  like  the  darting  flight 
Of  sea-mews  when  they  fly  before  the  atorm. 
She  looked  upon  the  ship ;  all  hands  aloft 
Took  in  the  sails,  and  scarceW  were  they  furled. 
When  the  blast  struck  her.    To  its  force  she  bowed, 
And  as  the  waves  rose  now  with  mountain  swell, 
Upward  she  sprang,  and  then  she  rushed  away 
Into  the  gulfy  waters.    Now  the  storm 
Stood  o'er  her,  and  the  rain  and  hail  came  down 
In  torrents.     All  was  darkness ;  through  the  air 
The  gushing  clouds  streamed  onward,  and  they  took 
The  nearest  headlands  from  her  straining  aght, 
And  made  the  sea  invisible,  but  when 
A  flash  revealed  it,  and  she  saw  the  Eu:^e 
Pouring  upon  the  rocks  below,  all  foam 
And  fiiry.     What  a  mingled  sound  atore. 
Around  her,  and  beneath  her  !     One  long  peal 
Seemed  to  pervade  the  heavens ;  and  one  wide  msh 
Of  winds  and  rain  poured  by  her;  and  the  sound 
Of  the  dashed  billows  on  the  rocks  below 
Hang  like  a  knell.     No  vessel  met  her  then ; 
They  lit  the  signal  lamp,  she  saw  Jt  not ; 
They  fired  the  gun,  but  in  the  louder  roar 
Of  waters  it  was  drowned,  and  they  were  left 
Alone  to  stru^le  with  the  warring  waves. 
A  cry  went  forth,  "  A  ship  was  on  the  rocks  I " 
And  hundreds  crowded  to  the  shore  to  aid 
The  suffering  crew,  and  fires  were  kindled  there. 
But  all  availed  not,  —  not  a  man  was  saved.- 
The  storm  went  swiftly  by ;  and  soon  the  winds 
Subsided,  and  the  western  sky  shone  out, 
And  light  glanced  o'er  the  waters.     On  a  reef, 
That  stret^ed  from  off  the  clifls  along  that  shore, 
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The  broken  wreck  lay  scattered ;  and  at  last 
One  and  another  corse  came  floating  up, 
But  noiie  were  saved.   They  wandered  o'er  the  sands ; 
And  here  a  bale  lay  stranded,  there  an  oar, 
And  there  a  yard.     Just  as  the  cloud  had  flown 
Over  the  zenith,  and  the  moon  shone  out 
From  its  dark  bosom,  she  went  down,  the  rocks. 
And  bent  her  trembling  steps  along  the  shore. 

The  moon  looked  out  in  sadness,  and  her  light 
Threw  a  faint  glunmering  on  the  broken  waves, 
And  paled  the  dying  watch-fires,  as  they  fell 
Flickering  away,  and  showed  the  fearful  looks 
Of  those  who  watched  the  wreck,  and  Btowl  to  save. 
The  waves  still  rolled  tremendously,  and  burst 
Loud  thundering  on  the  rocks :  they  tossed  the  foam 
High  up  tlie  hills,  and  ploughed  the  moving  sands, 
Sweeping  the  fr^ments  fcoth,  then  rushing  back 
With  a  ifevouring  strength,  (hat  cleared  the  shore. 
The  west  shone  lair ;  the  evening  star  was  bright, 
And  many  glittering  stars  were  gathering  round, 
Set  in  a  deep,  dark  olue.     The  distant  hills 
Showed  faintly,  and  long  wreaths  of  mist  arose 
Curling  around  their  sides,  like  cottage  smoke 
Sent  from  the  hidden  valley  in  the  dawn. 
O'er  all  the  moon  presided,  and  her  face, 
Though  clear,  was  darkened,  and  it  filled  the  heart 
Of  the  beholder  with  a  silent  awe. 
And  a  cold,  heavy  sadness.     On  the  sea 
Her  light  descended,  and  a  silver  wake 
Came  from  benealh  her  onward  to  the  shore, 
CrossinK  lie  bursting  waves.     The  cloud  still  lay 
Dark-roiling  in  the  east,  and  oJten  sent 
Pale  flashes  forth ;  and  still  the  thunder  growled 
Fainter  and  f^nter,  as  the  storm  moved  on 
Over  the  distant  ocean.     There  the  moon 
Lit  a  faint  bow,  that  spanned  the  cloud,  and  seemed 
Just  fading  into  darkness.     All  was  still, 
But  the  contending  waters,  and  the  drops, 

„Coi,-ilc 


198  THE  WEECK. 

Now  trickling  from  the  forest  leaves,  were  heard 
Pattering  upon  tlie  grass ;  and  as  a  sign 
iWt  a  sure  calm  had  come,  the  fire-fly  lit 
Its  lamp  along  the  meadows,  and  the  chirp 
Of  the  greenlooust  from  tlie  thicket  t<ild 
How  tranquil  was  the  mr.     A  solemn  fear 
Went  through  the  hearts  of  all,  as  they  surveyed 
The  corpses,  but  their  faces  all  were  strange. 
They  took  them  from  the  beach,  and  decently 
Conveyed  Ihem  to  a  shelter,  tliere  to  wwt 
The  last  sad  offices.     Alone  she  went 
Still  farther  on  the  shore,  until  she  came 
Where  a  long  reef  stood  out,  on  which  the  ship 
Waa  broken ;  and  the  very  reef  where  he 
First  went  on  board,  despairing  and  resolved. 
One  feeling  led  her  onward,  and  sustEuned 
Her  wasted  body  (which  was  unking  fast 
Seneath  the  desperate  conflict)  with  the  strength 
Of  mildness,  and  her  easy  steps  betrayed  not 
The  woe  that  wrung  within  her.     She  had  seen 
Her  lover  standing  for  upon  that  reef; 
Had  seen  the  boat  go  there,  and  bear  him  off, 
And  as  the  ship  went  out  to  sea  had  fainted. 
Therefore  she  sought  that  reef,  with  a  wild  hope  — 
Such  often  tokens  madness  —  that  she  there 
Might  find  him  safely  rescued.     She  n 


She  saw  him.     Lifted  by  the  swelling  w 
He  seemed  yet  living,  and  a  shrill  laugh  told 
Her  glad  but  wandering  spirit.     Down  she  leaped 
And  clasped  him;  —  he  was  motionless  and  cold. 
She  kisised  him,  but  he  opened  not  his  eyes, 
And  smiled  not.     Then  she  spake  the  much-loved 
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Upon  me,  as  it  wont  to  do ;  thy  lips 

Move  not,  thou  hast  no  voice,  no  welcome  for  me." 

She  raised  her  head,  and  as  she  caught  the  moon 

Half  veiled  in  vapor,  from  her  gl^sy  eye 

The  tears  stole  down,  and  with  a  quivering  voice, 

Faint  as  a  night^wind  through  the  falling  leaves 

In  autumn,  "  It  is  over  then,"  she  spake ; 

"  The  dream  is  over ;  he  indeed  is  wrecked, 

As  I  had  fancied  long ;  he  cannot  wake ; 

■niis  is  not  sleef) ;  there  is  no  life-blood  here ; 

No  flush  upon  his  forehead;  he  is  cold. 

And  will  not  wake  again.     He  said  tome, 

Farewell,  perhaps  for  ever ;  —  0,  too  true 

The  last  fond  words  at  parting  !  —  but  for  ever  — 

Ah,  no  I  —  I  meet  him,  —  X  have  lingered  long,  — 

He  calls  me  on  my  journey,  —  he  awaits  me, 

And  why  do  1  delay  ?  — I  come,  my  love  ;  — 

Only  a  moment,  and  I  como,  my  love." 

Suddenly  she  sprang  forth,  with  outstretched  arms, 

And  a  wild  look,  that  told  there  was  no  hope ; 

A  few  short  steps,  she  paused,  and  then  sank  down. 

As  a  flower  sinks  upon  the  new-mown  turf. 

Beautiful  even  m  death.     They  came,  and  raised 

The  dying  girl.     Her  loose  locks  floated  wide; 

And  on  her  slender  neck  her  languid  head 

Drooped,  and  her  eyes  were  closed.     Her  lips  still 

moved 
With  the  last  breath,  and  then  were  still.    At  once 
Her  madness  was  no  more.     A  tender  smile 
Played  round  her,  and  her  looks  were  full  of  love 
And  gentleness,  such  as  when  first  she  met. 
And  first  awoke  his  love.     She  long  had  borne 
The  conflict,  and  with  desperate  ener^ 
Been  nerved  to  all  endurance  ;  but  t£s  shock 
Subdued  her,  and  her  spirit  had  departed, 
And  well  they  knew  its  passage  was  in  peace. 
They  both  were  buried,  where  they  first  had  met, 
Beneath  one  stone,  and  they  were  wept  by  all. 
A  willow  grows  above  them,  with  its  boughs 
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Drooping,  as  if  in  sorrow ;  and  at  night 

A  sweet  bird  sings  there,  and  the  viffage  ^Is 

Saj  'tis  a  spirit's  voice.     They  dress  that  grave 

Each  Sabbath-day  with  roses ;  and  they  strew 

Fresh  violets  there  on  May-day,  and  then  sing 

A  simple  tale  of  true  love,  till  their  hearts 

Are  swelling,  and  their  cheeks  are  bathed  in  tears. 

Love  knows  no  rank,  and  when  two  hearts  would  meet 

On  earth,  but  cannot,  they  will  meet  in  Heaven, 

All  hearts  that  love  are  equal  in  the  grave. 
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OEIGINAL    PEEFACE 
TO  "THE   0EEAM  OF  A  DAT," 


TuE  present  volume  is  composed,  for  the  most 

Eart,  of  a  series  of  shorter  pieces,  part  of  which  have 
een  published  in  a  fugitive  form,  at  different  in' 
tervals  since  the  publication  of  my  last  volume  (Clio, 
No.  III.,  1827),  and  part,  of  which  have  till  now- 
remained  in  manuscr^tt.  The  longer  piece,  at 
the  conimen cement  of  the  volume,  takes  its  name 
(Dream  ofaDay)  partly  from  its  subject,  and  partly 
from  the  time  in  which  it  was  written.  This  la  one 
ofthe  later  written  pieces.  The  others  are  arranged, 
mostly,  in  the  order  of  time  in  which  they  were 
written.  The  readerwill  perceive,  in  running  over 
the  volume,  that  a  great  variety  of  measure  is  intro- 
duced, (more  than  one  hundred  and  fitly  different 
forms  or  modifications  of  stanza,)  mueb  of  which  is 
borrowed  from  the  verse  of  other  languages,  partic- 
ularly of  tbe  German.  This  last  is  especially  true 
of  the  Lays  (I.  -  XXII).  The  Songs  (I.  -  HI.)  aw 
from  Spanish  and  Itahan  measures.  The  imitadons 
of  different  classic  measures,  as  well  as  the  Songs 
for  National  Airs,  are  more  particularly  explain«l 
in  the  introduction  to  each.  In  adopting  different 
measures  from  the  German,  I  was  led,  by  their  pe- 
culiar rhythm,  to  use  our  adjective  adverbially, 
according  to  the  German  idiom,  and,  I  may  add, 
according  to  the  idiom  of  our  Saxon  ancestors,  still 
retained  m  the  expressive  language  of  common  life. 
This  tbrm  of  expression  is  certainly  more  euet^etic 
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than  that  in  which  we  use  the  constantly  recurring 
and  cumbrous  adverbial  suiEx  ly.  It  may  not, 
however,  be  sanctioned  by  general  uaage,  the  l^is- 
lator  in  all  matters  of  language. 

The  limits  of  the  present  volume,  as  well  as  the 
character  of  its  contents  in  general,  have  precluded 
teota  it  a  aeries  of  specimens  of  different  varieties  or 
Bystems  of  national  verse,  in  which  I  had  downed 
to  give,  under  the  general  head  of  "  Studies  in 
Verse,"  imitations  ofthe  versification  of  all  aceesri- 
bte  cultivated  langue^s,  systematically  arranged, 
and  illustrated  by  comments.  These,  as  well  as  a 
quite  extensive  series  of  Translations  from  diSerent 
languages,  (accompanied  with  illustrative  remarks,) 

Siart  of  which  have  been  already  published  in  a 
ngitive  form,  and  part  of  which  still  remain  in 
manuscript,  majr  hereafter  furnish  materials  for 
another  volume,  if  an  opportunity  should  ever  offer 
for  their  publication. 

In  the  long  interval  which  has  elapsed  since  the 
publication  of  my  last  volume  of  poems,  (sixteen 
yeara,^  I  have  been  most  of  the  tmie  engaged  in 
pursmls  which  have  had  little  or  no  relation  to 
poetical  studies,  or  which  have  been  peculiarly 
adverse  to  them ;  consequently,  during  this  period, 
the  composition  of  verso  has  been  to  me  only  an 
occasional  amusement  or  exercise.  As  such  I  oiTer 
this  volume ;  not  as  the  fruits  of  a  continued  and 
r^ular  study  of  an  art,  which,  for  the  high  princi- 

Sles  it  involves,  and  the  great  powers  which  it 
emands  for  its  true  and  most  successful  cultivation, 
deserves  to  hold  a  place  in  the  first  rank.  It  is  un- 
necessary to  say  anything  in  vindication  of  an  art 
which  requires  a  mastery  of  the  riches  and  niceties 
of  a  languid ;  a  full  knowledge  of  the  science  c£ 
versification,  not  only  in  its  own  peculiar  principles 
of  rhythm  and  melody,  but  in  its  relations  to  elocu- 
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prose ;  a  deep  and  quick  insiglit  into  the  nature  of 
man,  in  all  his  varied  faculties,  intellectual  and 
emotive;  a  clear  and  full  perception  of  the  power 
and  beauty  of  natnre,  and  of  all  its  various  harmonies 
with  our  own  thoughts  and  feelings ;  and,  to  gain  a 
high  rank  in  the  present  age,  wide  and  exact  attain- 
ments in  literature  and  art  in  general.  Not  is  the 
possesion  of  such  faculties  and  attainments  all  that 
IS  necessary ;  but  such  a  sustained  and  self-collected 
state  of  mind  as  gives  one  the  mastery  of  his  genius, 
and  at  the  same  time  presents  to  him  the  ideal  as 
an  immediate  reality,  not  as  a  remote  conception. 
Such  a  cultivation  of  the  poetical  art  is  onK  fov 
those  who  can  devote  themselves  to  it  under  favoi^ 
able  auspices ;  not  for  one  who  can  only  give  to  it, 
now  and  then,  a  few  moments  of  leisure. 


THE  DREAM  OF  A  DAY. 

In  silent  gloom  the  world  before  me  lay. 
In  deepest  night  embosomed  it  reposed ; 

All  genial  hues  of  life  had  passed  away, 

In  sleep  profound  the  eye  of  day  had  closed ; 

Beamed  through  the  voiceless  calm  no  fitfiJ  ray. 
Great  Nature's  heart  to  stillness  all  composed ; 

Oblivious  dreams  alone  were  moving  there. 

Like  soft  wings  fanning  light  the  summer  air. 

Mcseemed  a  rustling  plume  was  hovering  o'er  me, — 
Unwonted  yeammgs  thronaed  around  my  heart ; 

A  spirit,  half  unseen,  stood  dim  before  me ;  — 
1  caught  the  vision  with  unconscious  start. 

And  suddenly  a  shadowy  grasp  upbore  me, 
Swift  as  the  glancing  ofa  feathered  dart. 

Gently  as  stream  of  air  through  darkness  gliding. 

Then  softly  as  on  pillowed  down  aulmding.  /  •  i  , 
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Silence  was  broken,  ag  mj-  flight  descended;  — 

A  whispered  tone  of  most  31olian  sweetness, 

Where  many  voices  seemed  accordant  blended 

All  to  a  dulcet  swell  of  full  completeness, 
Breathing  as  if  by  golden  harps  attended. 

Now  lingering  slow,  now  waked  to  magic  fleet- 
Heaved  now  in  solemn  sur"e,  now  faintly  falling, 
Like  voice  of  love  in  airy  distance  calling. 

A^in  all  l^d  in  deeper  calm,  as  when 

The  midnight  storm,  far  o'er  the  hiila  departing, 

Murmurs  in  echoes  lightly  first,  and  then 
Whispers  its  soft  fi^ewell,  the  spirit  starting 

At  the  still  hush  that  follows,  or  as  when  pain. 
Like  flashes  through  the  frame  intensely  dart- 


All  lay  a  void  before  me,  when  afar 

Just   gleamed,   as   moonlight    through   a   riftei 

A  tremulous  ray,  f^nter  than  smallest  star 

Quivering   through   haze,   and   dim   as  spectre 
shrond 

Floating  ia  night  of  oaves,  while  round  the  air 
Gathered  intenser  gloom :  as  ocean,  ploughed 

By  gliding  keel,  trembles  in  liquid  light, 

So  dawn^  that  ray  forth  from  profoundest  night. 

Sbwly  it  dawned,  and  imt^res  arose 

From  out  the  void,  as  worlds  from  chaos  bom, 
Hovering  like  phantoms  o'er  a  stream  that  flows 
Deep  under  veil  of  mist  in  earliest  mom : 

As  leafy  boughs,  when  fresh  the  zephjr  blows. 
Shift  in  the  wave,  or  on  the  dew-bright  thorn 

Quick  rainbows  dance,  uncertain  so  they  played, 

And  half  unveiled,  amid  that  world  of  shade. 
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Then  from  the  abj-ss,  as  pillared  flame  aaceniling, 
tJpstreamed  a.  fuller  day,  and  widely  rolled 

Its  kindling  light,  distincter  being  lending 

To  what  seemed  shadowy  dreams ;  its  iris  fold 

Turned  slowly  back  the  night,  Jn  V£un  contending 
Before  its  ftdgent  arms :  first  silvery  cold 

They  gleamed,  then  warm  and  golden  glowed  before 

Earth  smiled  aroond,  and  heaven's  blue  glittered  o'er 


A  scene  of  orient  pomp,  where  lay  united 

In  loved  embrace  the  vivid  and  the  tender,  — 

Temple  and  tower,  by  self-effulgence  lighted, 
Streaming  through  clustered  palms  their  magic 


Palace,  whose  thousand  windows,  ruby-flashing, 
Tinted  the  fountain  o'er  its  terrace  dashing. 

Again  in  classic  beauty  still  reposing, 
A  soft  Ionian  sky  above  it  swelling,  — 

Long  flowery  vales  in  gentle  vistas  closing,  — 
Peaks  snowy  pure,  dark  summits  cloud-eompel- 

Smooth  marble  hills,  the  wandering  bee  composing 
To  nectared  sleep, — -rocks,  the  mysterious  dwelling 
Of  prescient  god,  —  bright  city,  fitly  moulded. 
Round  lofty  fane  and  citadel  enfolded. 

Again  wild  nature,  —  Alp  on  Alp  uplifted, 
Shootin"  into  the  heaven  in  pmnted  pride,  — 

Eose-tinted  snows,  blue,  glassy  torrents  rifted 
Deep  to  dati  night,  —  dim  gorges  yawning  wide 

'Mid  jettj-  er^,  o'er  which  the  cafraof ,  drifted 
In  surgmg  fi^am, heaved  broad  itsthund'ringtide, — 

Far  glimpses  throun;h  rude  glens  to  lake  and  stream 

Reposing  peaceful^',  as  in  a  dream. 


And  then  a  pastoral  scene  of  mv  own  land, — 
Groves  darkly  green,  white  farms,  and  pastures 

With  golden  flowers,  —  brooks  stealing  over  sand 
Orsmooth-wom  pebbles,  murmuring  light  away, — 

Blue  rye-fields,  yielding  to  the  gentle  hand 

Of  the  cool  west-wind, —  soented  fields  of  hay, 

Fallinn-  in  purple  bloom,  —  free  hearts  that  feel 

Their  ^ing  doubled  in  their  comitry's  weaL 

And  there  my  heart  reposed,  as  mother  yearning 
Over  her  cradled  infant,  sweetly  smiling 

In  innotent  dreams,  —  its  rose  Up  hghtly  turning 
In  slumbering  joy,  some  shape  of  love  beguU- 

Its  quiet  soul  to  bliss ;  so  1,  discerning 

Tiioae  scenes  where  erst  my  happy  spirit,  whiling 
In  sportful  peace  life's  dawn  awa^,  yet  knew 
No  griefe  that  wring,  felt  life  revived  anew. 

Beneath  a  broad-crowned  oak,  on  sloping  hill 
O'erlooking  wide  the  lovely  region  round. 

On  soft,  thick  turf  I  lay :  the  air  was  still ; 
Distinctly  heard  was  each  remotest  sound, 

The  clacking  wheel  in  cornfield,  at  the  mill 
The  circling  plash,  and  far  the  f^nt  rebound 

Of  low  and  Meat  bona  mountdn-aide,  the  stir  _ 

Of  insect  swarms,  the  drone  bee's  hum  and  swirr. 

The  sun  rolled  on  to  noon :  through  the  light  leaves 
Scarce  quivering  in  the  tremulous  air,  the  blue 

Of  heaven  looked  gently,  as  when  fondly  weaves 
Young  love  its  tenderest  smile,  while  trembling 
through 

Checked  tears— for  even  when  blest  it  inly  grieves 
Unconscious  —  darts  its  glance,  as  light  through 

In  the  cool  shade  I  lay,  while  o'er  the  ground 
Waved  the  warm  undulations  wide  around. 
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Half  Bliimbering  1  lay :  —  then  aa  »  veil 
Fell  the  faint  lid,  and  dim  the  scene  afar 

Floated  in  magic  sliade ;  the  freshening  gale, 
Breathed  trom  the  rolling  sea,  then  stirred  the 

And  whispering  sotUy,  as  the  fond  heart's  tale 

Told  in  the  twilight  dusk,  awoke  me  there 
With  its  cool  kisses ;  low  the  sun  deseending 
wr.u  >u„  VI .„:_  l..,  ^^  ^^y^  blending. 


The  sun 

He  glided,  —  flashing  broad  and  full  he  wore  a 
Lookof  unwonted  joy,  ibr  rest  and  ease 

After  his  day  rf  toil,  —  far  clouds  hung  hoary 
Along  the  east,  then  kindled  by  degrees 

As  slow  ho  sunk,  —  fresh  bloraned  the  aerial  T<»e, 

While  streamed  the  west,  as  gushing  furnace  glows. 

Twilight  erelong  to  solemn  darkness  faded : 
The  wide  funereal  flame  grew  amber  clear. 

And,  ever  lower  sinking,  soiliy  shaded 

Its  light  with  mellower   tints;   round   the  wide 

A  belt  of  palest  violet  was  braided. 

Pale  as  the  flower  we  scatter  on  the  )nev; 
This  died  away,  and  one  by  one  on  high 
The  stars  took  up  their  night-watch  in  the  sky. 

I  sat  amid  the  darkness,  and  above 

The  oak  looked  spectrally,  while  every  star 

Hung  o'er  me  like  a  messenger  of  love, 

Herald  of  some  fair  worid,  if  world  more  fair 

Than  this  brave  earth  has  being ;  as  a  dove 
Hovering  suspended  in  the  summer  air. 

Peace  brooded  with  light  wings,  the  vwcelees  eletp 

Of  tired  hearts  beating  low  in  slumber  datp. 


A  apirit  stood  before  me,  half  unseen, 
Majestic  and  severe,  yet  o'er  him  played 

A  genial  light ;  —  subdued  though  high  his  mien. 
As  by  a  strong,  collected  spirit  swayed,  — 

In  even  balance  justly  poised  between 

Each  wild  extreme,  proud  strength  by  feeling 

Dwelline  in  upper  realms  serenely  bright, 
lifted  above  the  shadowy  sphere  of  night. 

He  stood  before  me,  and  I  heard  a  tone, 
Snch  as  from  mortal  Jips  had  never  flowed, 

Soft,  yet  commanding,  gentle,  yet  alone  _ 

It  bowed  the  listener's  heart ;  —  anon  it  glowed 

Intensely  fervent,  then,  like  wood-notes  thiWn 
On  the  chance  winds,  in  airy  lightness  rode, — 

Now  swelled  like  ocean  surge,  now  pausing  fell 

Like  the  last  murmur  of  a  muffled  bell. 

"  Lone  pilgrim  through  life's  gloom,"  thus  spake  the 

"  Hold  on  with  steady  will  along  thy  way : 
Thou  by  a  kindly  favonng  hand  wert  made : 

Hard  though  thy  lot,  yet  thine  what  can  repay 
Long  years  <rf  bitter  toil,  —  the  holy  aid 

Of  apirit  aye  is  thine,  be  that  thy  stay : 
rhine  to  behold  the  true,  to  feel  the  pure. 


"  Hold  on,  —  thou  haat  in  thee  thy  best  reward ; 

Poor  are  the  largest  stores  of  sordid  ^in, 
If  from  the  heaven  of  thought  the  soul  is  barred, 

If  the  high  spirit's  bliss  is  sought  in  van : 
Think  not  thy  lonely  lot  is  cold  or  hard, 

The  world  has  never  bound  thee  with  its  chain; 
Free  as  the  birds  of  heaven  thy  heart  can  soar, 
Thou  canst  create  new  worlds, — what  wouldst  thou 
more? 
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"  The  future  age  wDi  know  thee,  —  yea,  even  now 

Hearts  beat  and  tremble  at  thy  bidding,  tears 
Flow  as  thou   movest   thy   wand,  thy   word   can 

Even  ruder  natures,  the  dull  bouI  uprears 
As  thou  thy  tnimpel^-blaat  attuneat,- — thou 

Speakest,  and  each  remotest  valley  hears; 
Thou  hast  the  gift  of  song,  — ^  a  we^ti  is  thine, 
Richer  than  all  the  treasures  of  the  mine. 


"  Hold  on, — glad  spirits  company  thy  patii, — 
TTiey  minister  to  thee,  though  ail  unseen ; 

Even  when  the  tempest  lifts  its  voice  in  wrath, 
Thou  joyeat  in  its  strength ;  the  orient  sheen 

Gladdens  thee  with  its  beauty ;  winter  hath 
A  holy  charm  that  soothes  thee,  like  the  green 

Of  infant  May,  —  all  nature  is  tiiy  friend, 

All  seasons  lo  thy  life  enchantment  lend. 

"Man   too   thou    knoVst    and   feelest,  — all    the 
springs 
That  wake  his  smile  and  tear,  his  joy  and  sor- 

Alt  tliat  uplifts  him  on  emotion's  wings, 

Each  longing  for  a  fair  and  blest  to-morrow. 

Each  tone  tiiat  soothes  or  saddens,  all  that  rings 
Joyously  to  him,  thou  canst  fitly  borrow 

From  thy  own  breast,  and  blend  it  in  a  strain. 

To  which  each  human  heart  heats  back  again. 

"  Thine  the  unfettered  thought,  alone  controlled 
By  Nature's  truth ;  thine  the  wide-seeing  eye, 

Catching  the  delicate  shades,  yet  apt  to  hold 
The  whole  in  its  embrace,  —  before  it  lie 

Pictured  in  tsoKst  light,  as  chart  unrolled, 
Fields  of  the  present  and  of  destiny : 

The  voice  of  Truth  amid  the  senseless  throng 

May  now  be  lost ;  't  is  heard  and  felt  erelong. 
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"  Hold  on,  —  liveftjT  the  world,— live  for  all  tjme  J— ^ 
Biae  in  thy  conscious  power,  but  cently  bear 

Thy  form  amona  thy  fellows ;  atemly  climb 

l^e  spirit's  alpine  pealts;  'mid  snow  towera  there 

Nurse  the  pure  thought,  but  yet  accordant  chime 
With  lowlier  hearts  in  valleys  gveen  and  fiur. 

Sustain  thyself,  —  yield  to  no  meaner  hand, 

Even  though  he  rule  awhile  thy  own  dear  land. 

"Brief  is  his  power;  oblivion  waits  the  churl 
Bound  to  his  own  poor  self;  his  form  decays, 

But  sooner  fades  his  name.     Thon  shalt  unftirl 
Thy  standard  to  the  winds  of  future  days;  — 

Well  mayest  thou  in  thy  soul  defiance  hurl 

On  such  who  would  subdue  thee ;  thou  sh^t  laist 

Thy  name,  when  they  are  dust,  and  nothmg  more : 

Hold  on,  —  in  earnest  hope  still  look  before. 

"  Nerved  to  a  stem  resolve,  fulfil  thy  lot,  — 
Reveal  the  secrets  Nature  has  unveiled  thee; 

All  higher  gifts  by  toll  intense  are  bought ;  — 
Has  thy  firm  will  in  action  ever  fwled  thee? 

Only  on  distant  smnmits  fame  is  sought ;  — 

Sorrow  and  gloom  thy  nature  has  entailed  thee, 

But  bright  thy  present  joys,  and  brighter  far 

The  hope  that  draws  thee  like  a  heavenly  star." 

The  voice  was  still ;  —  its  tone  in  distance  dying 
Breathed  in  my  ear,  like  harp  faint  heard  at  even. 

Soft  as  the  autumn  wind  through  sere  leaves  sighing, 
When  flaky  clouds  athwart  the  moon  are  driven. 

Far  through  the  viewless  gloom  the  spirit  flying, 
Winged  his  high  passage  to  his  nahve  heaven, 

But  o'er  me  still  he  seemed  in  kindness  bending, 

Fresh  hope  and  firmer  purpose  to  me  lending. 
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GENIUS    WAKIHG. 

Slumber's  heavy  chain  hath  bound  thee, — 

■  Where  19  now  thy  fire  ? 
Feebler  wings  are  gathering  round  thee, — 

Shall  they  hover  higher? 
Can  no  power,  no  spell  recall  thee 


Thine  was  once  the  highest  pinion 

In  the  midway  air ; 
With  a  proud  and  sure  dominion, 

Thon  didst  upward  bear ; 
Like  the  herald,  winged  with  lightning. 

From  the  Olympian  throne. 
Ever  mounting,  ever  brightening, 

Thou  wert  there  alone. 
Where  the  pillared  props  of  heaven 

Glitter  with  eternal  snows, 
Where  no  darkling  clouds  are  driven, 

Where  no  fovmtaJn  flows,  — 
Far  above  the  rolling  thunder, 

When  the  surging  storm 
Rent  its  sulphury  lolds  asunder, 

We  beheld  thy  form. 

O,  what  rare  and  heafenly  brightness 

Flowed  around  thy  plumes, 
As  a  cascade's  foamy  whiteness 

Lights  a  cavern's  glooma ;  — 
Wheehng  through  the  shadowy  ocean, 

Like  a  shape  of  light. 
With  serene  and  placia  motion, 

Thou  wert  dazzling  bright. 

From  that  cloudless  region  stooping, 
Downward  thou  didst  rush, 


Hot  witli  pinion  faint  and  drooping, 

But  the  tempest's  gush ;  — 
Up  a^in  undaunted  soarine. 

Thou  didst  pierce  the  3oud, 
When  the  warring  winds  were  roaring 

Fearfully  and  loud. 
Where  b  now  that  restless  longing 

After  higher  things  ? 
Come  they  not,  Uke  visions,  throning 

On  their  airy  wings  ? 
Why  should  not  their  glow  enchant  fliee 

Upward  to  their  bliss  ? 
Surely  danger  cannot  daunt  thee 

From  a  heaven  like  this. 
But  thou  slumberest ;  —  feint  and  quivering 

Hangs  thy  ruffled  wing, 
Like  a  dove's  in  winter  shivering. 

Or  a  feebler  thing. 
Where  is  now  thy  might  and  motion. 

Thy  imperial  flight  ? 
Where  is  now  thy  heart's  devotion, 

Where  thy  spirit's  light  ? 


Close,  as  when  the  storm-bird  weathers 

Ocean's  hunrine  tide  ;  — 
Now  bis  nodding  beak  is  steady, 

Wide  his  burning  eye,  — 
Now  hia  opening  winga  are  ready, 

And  his  ium  —  how  lugh ! 
Now  he  curves  his  neck,  and  proudly  — 

Now  is  stretched  for  flight ;  — 
Hark !  his  wings  —  they  thunder  loudly, 

And  their  flash  —  how  bright ! 
Onward  —  onward,  over  mountain. 

Through  the  rack  and  storm, 
Now  like  sunset  over  fountain 

Flits  his  glancing  form. 


Coot^lc 


Glorious  bird !  thy  dream  has  left  thee, 

Thou  hast  reached  thy  heaven ;  — 
Lingering  slumber  hath  not  reft  thee 

Of  the  glory  giyen  ;  — ■ 
With  a  bold,  a  fearless  pinion, 

On  thy  Btany  road. 
None,  to  fame's  supreme  dominion, 

Mightier  ever  trode. 


TO     THE    EAGLE. 

BiiiD  of  the  broad  and  sweeping  wing ! 

Thy  home  is  high  in  heaven, 
Where  wido  the  storms  their  banners  fling, 

And  the  tempest  clouds  are  driven. 
Tl™  throne  ia  on  the  mountain-top ; 

Thy  fields  the  boundless  air ; 
And  hoary  peaks,  that  proudly  prop 

The  skies,  thy  dwellings  are. 

Thou  sitteat,  like  a  thing  of  light, 

Amid  the  noontide  blaze ; 
The  midway  sun  is  clear  and  bright,  — 

It  cannot  dun  thy  gaze. 
Thy  pinions,  to  the  rusliing  blast 

O'er  the  bursting  billow  spread. 
Where  the  vessel  plungea,  hurry  past, 

Like  an  angel  of  the  dead. 

Thou  art  perched  aloft  on  the  beetling  crag. 
And  the  waves  are  white  below. 

And  on,  with  a  haste  that  cannot  lag, 
They  rush  in  an  endless  flow. 

Again  thou  hast  plumed  thy  wing  for  flight 
To  lands  beyond  the  sea, 


lands  beyond  the  sea, 

iway,  like  a  spirit  wreat 

Thou  hurrjest  wild  and  free. 

.    .  ..Coot^lc 


And  away,  like  a.  spirit  wreathed  in  light. 


J  To  THE  EAGLE. 

Hou  hurriest  over  the  mjriad  waves, 

And  thou  leavest  them  all  behind ; 
Thou  sweepest  that  place  of  unknown  gravea, 

Fleet  as  the  tempest  wind. 
When  the  night-storm  gathers  dim  and  dark, 

With  a  shrill  and  a  boding  scream, 
Thou  rushest  by  the  foundering  bark. 

Quick  as  a  passing  dream. 

Lord  of  the  boundless  realm  of  air ! 

In  thy  imperial  name 
The  hearts  cf  the  bold  and  ardent  dare 

The  dangerous  path  of  fame. 
Beneath  the  shade  of  thy  golden  wings, 

The  Eoman  legions  bore, 
From  the  river  ot  Egypt's  cloudy  springs, 

Their  pride,  to  the  polar  shore. 

For  thee  they  fought,  for  thee  thev  fell. 

And  their  oath  was  on  thee  laid  r 
To  thee  tho  clarions  raised  their  swell, 

And  the  dving  warrior  prayed. 
Thou  wert,  through  an  age  of  death  and  fears, 

The  image  of  prido  and  power, 
Till  the  gafliered  rage  of  a  thousand  years 

Burst  forth  in  one  awfiil  hour. 

And  then,  a  deluge  of  wrath  it  come, 

And  the  nations  shook  with  dread ; 
And  it  swept  (he  earth,till  its  fields  were  flame, 

And  piled  with  the  mingled  .dead. 
Kin^s  were  rolled  in  the  wasteful  flood, 

With  the  low  and  crouching  slave  ; 
And  together  lay,  in  a  shroud  of  blood, 

The  coward  and  the  brave. 

And  where  was  then  thy  fearless  flight  ? 

"  O'er  the  dark,  mysterious  sea, 
To  the  lands  that  caught  the  setting  light. 

The  cradle  of  Uberty.  ,  ,  , 
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There,  on  the  rilent  and  Icaiely  shore, 

For  ages  I  watehed  alone, 
And  the  worid,  in  its  darkness,  asked  no  mo) 

Where  the  glorious  hird  had  flown. 

"  But  there  came  a  bold  and  hardy  few, 

And  they  breasted  the  unknown  wave ; 
I  caught  afar  the  wandering  crew. 

And  I  knew  they  were  high  and  brave. 
I  wheeled  around  the  welcome  bark, 

As  it  sought  the  desolate  shore, 
And  up  to  heaven,  like  a  joyous  lark, 

My  quivering  pinions  bore. 


And  danger  and  doubt  I  have  led  them  through, 

And  they  worship  me  in  song ; 
And  over  their  bright  and  glancing  arms, 

On  field  and  lake  and  sea, 
WiUi  an  eye  that  fires,  and  a  spell  that  charms, 

I  guide  them  tQ  victory." 


SESECA    LAKE. 

OsE  eveninff  in  the  pleasant  month  of  May, 
On  a  green  hillock  swelling  fi^m  the  shore 
Above  thy  emerald  wave,  when  the  clear  west 
Was  cdl  one  sheet  of  li";ht,  I  sat  me  down. 
Wearied,  yet  happy.     I  had  wandered  long. 
That  bright,  fair  day ;  and  all  the  way  my  path 
Was  tei^ed  by  a  warm  and  soothing  air, 
That  breathed  like  bliss ;  and  round  me  all  the  woods 
Opened  their  yellow  buds,  and  every  cottage 
Was  bowered  in  blossoms,  for  the  orchard  trees 
Were  ail  m  flower.    I  came,  at  close  of  day, 


Down  to  thy  brink,  and  it  was  pleasure  there 
To  bathe  my  dripping  forehead  in  thy  coo!. 
Transparent  waters.    I  refreshed  me  long 


CkH)t^k 


"With  tbe  bright  sparkling  Btream,  and  from  tlie 

That  bedded  all  thy  margin,  singled  out 

Rare  casts  of  unknown  shells,  from  off  thy  clifTti 

Broken  by  wintry  surges.     Thou  wert  calm. 

Even  as  an  infant  calm,  that  gentle  evening ; 

And  one  could  hardly  dream  thou  'dst  ever  met 

And  -wrostled  with  the  storm.     A  breath  of  ajr, 

Felt  only  in  its  coolness,  fium  the  west 

Stole  over  thee,  and  stirred  thy  golden  mirror 

Into  long  waves,  that  only  showed  themselves 

In  ripples  on  thy  shore,  —  far  distant  ripples, 

Brestno  the  silence  with  their  quiet  kisses. 

And  soffly  murmuring  peace,  t^  the  green  hillock 

I  mounted  languidly,  and  at  the  summit 

On  the  new  grass  reposed,  and  saw  that  evening 

Fade  sweetly  over  thee. 

Far  to  the  south 
Thy  slumbering  waters  floated,  one  long  sheet 
Of  burnished  gold,  — between  tby  nearer  shores 
Softly  embraced,  and  melting  distantly 
Into  a  yellow  haze,  embosomed  low 
'Mid  shadowy  hilla  and  misty  mount^ns,  all 
Covered  with  showery  light,  as  with  a  veil 
Of  airy  gauze.     Beautiful  were  thy  shores. 
And  manifold  their  outlines,  here  up-swelling 
In  bossy  green,  —  there  hung  in  slaty  cHffs, 
Black  as  if  hewn  from  jet,  and  overtopped 
With  the  dark  cedar's  tufts,  or  new-leaved  birch, 
Bright  as  the  wave  below.     How  glassy  clear 
The  fir  expanse !    Beneath  it  all  the  sky 
Swelled  downward,  and  its  fleecy  clouds  were  gay 
With  all  their  rainbow  fringes,  and  the  trees 
And  cliffs  and  grassy  knolls  were  all  repeated 
Along  the  uncertMn  shores,  —  so  clearly  seen 
Beneath  tbe  invisible  transparency, 
That  land  and  water  minnled,  and  the  one 
Seemed  melting  in  the  other.     O,  how  soft 
Yon  mountain's  heavenly  blue,  and  all  o'erlaid 
With  a  pale  tint  of  roses !     Beep  between 


The  ever-narrowiDg  lake,  just  faintly  marked 

By  its  reflected  light,  and  farther  on 

Buried  in  vapory  foam,  as  if  a  surf 

Heaved  on  its  utmost  shore.  How  deep  the  ^ence ! 

Only  the  mstling  bouglis,  the  broken  ripple. 

The  cricket  and  the  tree-frog,  with  the  tmkle 

Of  bells  in  fold  and  pasture,  or  a  voice 

Heard  from  a  distant  farm,  or  hollow  hay 

Of  home-returning  hound,  — ■  a  vii^in  land 

Just  rescued  from  the  wilderness,  still  showing 

Wrecks  of  the  giant  forest,  yet  all  bright 

With  a  luxuriant  culture,  springing  wheat, 

And  meadows  richly  green,  —  the  blessed  gift 

Of  liberty  and  law.     I  gazed  upon  them. 

And  on  the  unchan"ing  lake,  and  felt  awhile 

Unutterable  joy,  —  I  loved  my  land 

With  more  than  filial  love,  —  it  was  a  joy 

That  only  spake  la  tears. 

With  early  dawn 
I  woke,  and'fbund  the  lake  was  up  before  me. 
For  a  fresh,  stirring  breeze  came  from  the  south, 
And   all   its  deep-green   naves  were   tossed   and 

mingled 
Into  a  war  of  foam.     The  new-risen  sun 
Shone  on  them,  as  if  they  were  worlds  of  stars, 
"  ir  crystals,  or  some  other  thing 


Amid  the  dancing  water?,  blended  well 

With  the  .3k)lian  whispering  of  boughs 

In  a  wide  grove  of  pines.     The  fields  and  woods 

Were  sparkling  all  with  dew,  and  curling  smoke 

Rose  from  the  cottage  fires ;  —  the  robin,  too. 

And  the  brown  thrush,  and  other  birds  concealed 

Amid  the  half-blown  thickets,  joyously 

Poured  out  their  morning  songs,  and  thas  attended, 

I  wandered  by  the  shore.     O,  it  was  pleasant 

To  feel  the  dashing  of  the  dewy  spray 

Bajn  on  my  forehead,  and  to  look  between 

Long  crests  of  foam,  inUi  an  unknown  depth . 

(..OOt^lt^ 
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Of  deepest  green,  and  then  to  see  that  green 

Soft  changing  into  snow.     Over  this  waste 

Of  rolling  aurgea,  on  a  lofty  bank, 

With  a  broad  surf  beneath  it,  brifrhtly  shone 

White  roofs  and  spires,  and  ^Ided  vanes,  and  'win- 

Each  like  a  flame,  —  thy  peaceful  tenements, 

Geneva,  aptly  named ;  for  not  the  wails 

By  the  blue,  arrowy  Rhone,  nor  Leman'a  lake, 

with  all  its  vineyard  shores  and  mouldering  castles, 

Nor  even  its  sha^y  mountains,  nor  above 

Its  world  of  Alpine  snows,  —  these  are  not  more 

Than  thou,  bright  Seneca,  whether  at  peace, 

As  I  at  evening  met  thee,  or  this  mommg. 

Tossed  into  foam.  'Diou  too  shall  have  thy  fame : 

Genius  shall  make  thy  hills  his  home,  and  here 

Shall  build  his  airy  visions,  —  bards  shall  come, 

And  fondly  sung  thee,  —  pilgrims  too  ehall  haunt 

Thy  sacred  waters,  and  in  after  i^es, 

O,  may  some  votary  sit  on  the  Hllock, 

At  evening,  by  Uiy  shore ! 


LAYS  OF  THE  SEASONS. 


Come  to  my  festival  I   Come  to  my  festival  I 

This  is  the  first  day  of  May ; 
The  SUB  is  rejoicing  alone  in  heaven ; 

The  douds  have  all  hurried  away. 
Down  in  the  meadow  the  blossoms  are  waking, 
Ught  on  their  twigs  the  young  leaves  are  shaking ; 
Round  the  warm  knolls  Uie  lambs  are  aJeapin^, 
.Uie  colt  from  his  fold  o'er  the  pasture  is  sweepmg  ; 
And  on  the  bright  lake  the  little  waves  break, 

For  there  the  cool  west  is  at  play. 
Come  to  my  festival !    Come  to  my  festival  I 

This,  is  the  first  day  of  May. 


S  OP  I 


Come  Ki  my  festival  I     Come  to  my  festival  I 

Lose  not  so  happy  a  day ; 
The  maidens  are  pranking  their  locks  withflowers, 

And  donning  their  proudest  array. 
r»,m.  (1.0 .-:„  .k„  south-wind  is  rolling. 


Throun;h  orchard  and  vineyard  and  garden  strolling, 

Ana  whispering  among  the  green  willows. 
Then   mount  the  plumed  bonnet,  with  true-love 

Haste  hither !  —  0,  bow  can  ye  stay  ? 
Come  to  my  festival !    Come  to  my  festival  1 
This  is  the  first  day  of  May. 

SUMMER. 
GoLDES  ig  the  harvest  field, 

Bright  the  sky  above, 
And  its  orb  a  burning  diield 

On  the  arm  of  Jove ; 
Hot  the  wearied  reaper  tinls 

Till  the  day  is  done,  ■ 
And  tbc  flashing  ocean  boils 

Bound  the  setting  sun. 
O,  some  cool,  some  midnight  cave 

By  the  rushing  river. 
There  my  beating  pulse  to  lave, 

Sleep  and  dream  for  ever  1 
All  are  now  in  serious  strife. 

Gathering  in  their  grtun  ; 
"T  is  their  being,  hope,  and  life :  — 

Hark  !  the  hnrrying  wain,  — 
No  !  the  distant  thunder  peal, 

Rolling  from  the  hills :  — 
See  the  eddying  tempest  wheel  I 

How  it  swells  and  stills  I 
H%h  above  its  brazen  van 

Juts  —  behind  it  roars 
Wiad,  hail,  thunder ;  —  what  is  man, 

When  the  deluge  pours ! 


AUTUSIN. 

My  horn  is  overflowing, 

My  fruits  all  red. 
And  not  a  wind  is  blowing, 

But  swceta  have  fed. 
Tiie  vineyard  slope  is  gushing 

With  purple  wine. 
And  amber  streams  are  rushing 

From  every  vine. 
JSear  hill  to  far  blue  mountain. 

Low  vale  and  piain, 
Wild  lake  and  rock-huilt  fountain, 

Mj"  song  of  joy  repeat  again. 

Young  girls  heride  their  lovers 

Now  pluck  the  vine,  — 
Its  yellow  fblit^  covers 

Love's  softest  twine. 
With  loaded  baskets  reeling, 

They  home  return ; 
And  when  the  dance  is  wheeling, 

Black  eyes  —  they  bum. 
lo,  lo  triumphe  ! 

The  psans  swell ; 
And  now  their  nectar  flowing, 

That  gush  of  joy,  0,  who  can  tell ! 


WINTER. 

Below  me  rings  the  lake, 

The  stars  above  me  bum. 
Away  the  skaters  brealc, 

And  glide  and  wheel  and  turn 
Keen  bfows  the  cutting  north, 

Agiunst  the  wind  they  drive. 
And  as  they  hurry  forth, 

The  air  is  aU  afive. 
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THE   LIGHT   GUITAK. 

Shout  and  carol,  jest  and  boast, 

So  tiey  sound  along ; 
Send  thy  keenest  arrows,  Frost ! 

We  will  give  thee  song. 

The  east  is  growing  bright, 

The  crystal  for^  fli^es, 
And  in  the  dawning  light. 

Like  gold  the  cascade  dashes. 
The  rainbow  spans  the  sky. 

But  all  her  proudest  show. 
Her  deepest  tinctures  die 

Before  the  pomp  below. 
Bock  and  river,  tree  and  fountain. 

Glitter  thick  with  gems ; 
Boiling  hill  and  craggy 

Glow  like  diadems. 


THE    LIGHT    GUITAR. 

The  li^ht  ^itar,  the  light  guitar  1 
I  hear  its  tinkling  sound  afar, 
"\Vhere  imdemeath  the  evening  star 

The  dance  is  wheeling ; 
And  many  a  laugh,  and  many  a  shout. 
The  busy  echoes  toss  about. 
Till  joyous  with  the  merry  rout 

The  hills  are  pealing. 

The  li^ht  guitar,  —  I  know  it  well ; 
I  heard  it  first  when  evening  fell 
Around  the  vine-embowered  well 

By  Bhone's  broad  river. 
Joy  to  thy  valleys,  gay  Provence  1 
Thou  sunny  paradise  of  France ; 
Carols  at  eve,  and  song  and  dance, 

Are  thine  for  ever. 
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t  THE  VINTAGE  DAKCB. 

The  light  eoiUir,  —  it  sends  me  where 

A  liyin^  gloiy  fills  the  air, 

And  all  of  gay  and  bright  and  fair 

Is  full  fo  flowing. 
Below  me  sleeps  the  pm^le  sea. 
Above  me  clouds  of  amber  flee. 
And  gold  on  every  tower  and  tree 

And  spire  is  glowing. 

The  light  guitar,  —  its  warning  sound 
Maiden  and  youth  are  thronging  round. 
With  song  and  shout,  and  leap  and  bound,  - 

No  dream  of  sorrow. 
Away  with  grief,  away  with  eare  I 
Glad  thoughts  alone  are  welcome  there ; 
They  care  not,  if  or  dark  or  fair 

May  rise  the  morrow. 


Where  overhead  the  rambung  viije 
Lets  quivering  through  the  bright  moonahine, 
By  Rhone  for  ever  I 


THE    VINTAGE    DANCE. 

Come,  the  dance,  the  danee  I 

Night  is  nigh  us  : 
How  the  shades  advance ! 

Soon  jov  will  fly  us: 
Be  happy  while  we  may ; 
Dull  cares,  away,  away ! 
Be  only  song  and  play. 

As  time  ipeei^  by  us. 
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Our  vintage  all  is  in ; 

Our  vats  o'erflowing ;  — 
Now  wake  the  meny  din, 

Eyea,  cheeks,  all  glowiuw. 

We  owe  the  generous  vine 
A  pledge  of  best  old  wine. 
And  clustering  ivy's  twine, 

And  flowers  new  blowing. 

Pluck,  pluck  the  autumn  flowers, 

^  And  deftly  twine  them  ;  — 
Maidens,  in  lonely  hours, 

May  then  divine  them : 
One,  with  ita  eye  of  blue. 
Shall  tell  the  heart  is  true ; 
Another,  blushmg  new. 

Softly  incline  them. 

Then  wheel  the  dance,  the  danee. 
Around  the  fountain ;  ■ 


The  fauns  come  stealing  nigh, 
And  roll  the  roeuiah  eve. 

QuickmiscWinit:  — 
Back  to  your  craggy  wood ! 
lie  mmden's  heart  is  good ; 

To  cannot  win  it. 


SONG. 

Long  years  have  seen  me  roaming 
A  sad  and  weary  way, 

Like  traveller  tired  at  gloaming, 
A  sultry  summer's  day : 

No  lamp  of  love  before  me, 
No  twinkling  parlor  fire, 
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But  clonds  and  darkness  o'er  me, 

My  only  friend  my  lyre. 
A  welcome  shed  now  greets  me, 

Though  low  its  portd  be, 
And  ready  kindness  meets  me, 

And.  peace  that  will  not  flee ; 
So  here  my  heart  reposes. 

And  hods  at  last  its  home  ; 
Its  day  of  wandering  closes ; 

It  rests,  no  more  to  roam. 

So  when,  by  tempest  battered. 

The  seaman,  bent  ashore. 

Sails  torn  and  colors  tattered, 

Still  ploii^s  the  oeean'a  roar, 
If  hut  a  watch-hght  twmkle 

With  hospitable  glow, 
Joy-tears  his  hard  cheeks  sprinkle. 

And  hope's  bright  fountains  flow : 
His  hcffloe  is  all  before  him, 

The  dwelling  of  his  rires ; 

His  own  blue  sky  is  o'er  him, 

And  near  his  altar-fires : 

Awhile  his  burdened  foelinga 

Like  dlent  waters  run, 
Then  burst  in  echoed  pealings, 

"My  land — my  land  is  wcm  I" 


SONG. 

Strike,  sttike  the  note  of  sorrow, 

That  late  so  moved  me  1 
Mv  stoking  heart  would  borrow. 
From  sounds  so  passing  sweet, 
Fond  mwnenta  once  so  fleet 
Beside  the  youth  who  loved  m( 


0,  set  the  muMC  flowing  ! 
My  soul  for  ever 


.,CkH)t^k 


TO    A   BDTTEEFI.Y. 

Could  dwell  OD  words  so  glowing, 
On  sounds  so  soft  and  dear, 
To  all  my  heart  so  dear, 
They  can  be  silent  never. 

Give  me  the  lute,  —  the  lute. 

For  I  would  rjpg  it  I 
O,  hreathe  that  Spartan  flute, 
And  wake  my  languid  aoul. 
Till,  loosed  irom  earth's  control, 

Heaven's  Are  shall  wing  it ! 

No !  touch  the  chord  of  feeling, 

And  li^tly  waJce  it  I 
And  aa  I  near,  come  stealing 
From  out  my  bleeding  heart 
Tears,  such  as  woes  impart :  — 

Be  slJU,  or  else  ye  break  it 


TO    A   BUTTERFLY. 

Thoo,  who  in  the  early  spring 
Hoverest  on  filmy  wing, 
Visiting  the  bright-eyed  flowers. 
Fluttering  in  loaded  bowers. 
Settling  on  the  reddening  rose, 
Reddening  ere  it  fully  blows, 

When  ita  crisp  and  folded  leave* 
Just  unroll  their  dewy  tips, 
Soft  as  infant  beauty's  lips. 

Or  anything  that  hDve  believe*, — 
Little  wanderer  after  pleasure. 
Where  is  that  enchanted  treasure, 
All  that  live  are  seeking  for  ? 
la  it  in  the  blossom,  or 

Where  we  seek  it,  in  the  roses 
Of  a  maiden's  cheek,  or  rather 
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In  the  maoy  lights  that  gather 
When  her  smiling  lip  uncloses? 

Wouldst  thou  rather  kiss  a  flower, 

When  't  is  drooping  with  a  shower, 
Or  with  trembling,  quivering  wing 

Eest  thee  on  a  dearer  thing, 
On  a  lip  that  has  no  stain, 
On  a  brow  that  feels  no  pdn, 
In  the  beamings  of  an  eye. 
Where  a  world  of  viaons  lie, 
Such  aa  to  the  blest  arc  given. 
All  of  heaven,  —  all  of  heaven  ? 
If  thou  lovest  the  blossom,  I 
Love  the  cheek,  the  lip  and  eye. 


THE  VOICE  OF  NATURE. 

A  VOICE  is  heard  in  the  winds  and  waves. 

In  the  sound  of  the  evev-roUing  sea ; 
'T  is  whispered  amid  the  gloom  rf  graves, 

Afld  it  speaks  from  the  hill-top  loud  and  free : 
'T  is  murmuring  in  every  breatb  of  air. 

And  it  pauses  not  when  the  leaves  are  still ; 
Where  the  waters  are  falling,  it  prattles  there, 

And  it  whistles  along  the  heathery  hiU. 

Up  on  the  brown  and  briery  steep. 

When  the  bramble  stirs  with  the  nestling  bffd, 
Down  in  the  green  and  glassy  deep,  _ 

When  the  coral  rustles,  that  voice  is  heard : 
Far  it  is  borne  on  the  summer  breeze,  _ 

O'er  sunny  meadow  and  flowery  plain ; 
Then  it  steals  to  the  glancing  trees. 

And  is  lost  in  their  shadowy  gloom  ^am. 


ing  echoes  wake ;  — 

a  the  heart  of  the  rifted  rock ; 


Now  they  lie  on  the  alumberitig  lake ; 

Now  are  at  play  with  the  bounding  flock. 
Not  a  withering  leaf  by  the  wind  is  stirred. 

Not  a  murmur  moves  through  the  bending  com, 
But  far  that  summoning  voice  is  heard, 

Like  the  loud,  clear  notes  of  the  winding  horn. 

O,  't  is  a  voice  that  comes  from  Heaven, 

Eome  like  a  spirit  in  light  along. 
Now  like  the  rush  of  a  tempest  driven. 

Murmuring  now  in  the  eharm  of  song. 
Hear  ye  the  voice  ?  —  then  come  away 

Far  from  the  haunts  of  ruder  men,  — 
Come,  where  the  leaves  and  fountains  play  |  — 

You  may  love  and  bo  happy  then. 


SONG. 

e  with  eyes  of  light, 
■es  of  my  dreams  ! 
Ye  move  around  me,  calm  and  bright, 

Like  sunset  over  streams, 
When  the  last  flush  of  dying  day 

In  liquid  lustre  ^lows, 
Then  passes  into  night  away, 
Like  rain-drops  iroia  a  rose. 

Fair  creatures  I  soft  your  voices  are  : 

I  hear  their  tender  tone, 
And  all  the  twilight  echoes  bear 

Their  melody  Sone. 
It  fills  the  rocl^,  the  woods,  the  plain, 

With  an  all-pervading  thrill ; 
And,  listening  lo  the  invisible  str^. 

The  breathless  air  is  still. 


All  innocent  your  beauty  blows,  — 
T  is  bright  and  purely  fair ; 


The  rose,  tbc  young  and  virgin  rOBC, 
Buds  forth  iu  eweetness  tbere ; 

And  there  are  light  and  laughing  eyes. 
That  never  have  wept  in  pain, — 

Hope  beckons  you  on,  as  away  she  flies, 
And  love,  that  must  all  be  vain. 

O,  stay,  fair  creatures, — Ibid  you  stay! 

With  yon  my  dreams  are  heaven. 
Too  soon  the  vision  must  fade  away; 

Not  for  ever  those  joys  were  given. 
Bend  over  me  now  that  winning  smile. 

That  lingering  look  of  light ! 
Ye  fade :  —  O,  pause  and  charm  awhile, 

Ere  ye  vanish  away  in  night  I 


BONG. 

O,  SiNQ  to  me  one  song  of  thine, 

One  song  before  we  part, 
That  I  may  bear  away  with  me 

Its  music  in  my  heart. 
Let  it  be  a  gentle  one, 

A  song  of  early  joy. 
Such  as  a  fair-hau'ed  maiden  sings 

To  win  her  much-loved  boy. 

O,  sing  to  me  the  song  I  heard. 

The  other  day,  at  noon. 
When  it  came  to  me  like  a  warbling  bird. 

And  ceased  as  short  and  soon. 
Bashilillf  that  song  was  still, 

Pot  I  started  from  out  the  trees ; 
So  the  bird  is  hush,  when  the  bramble-bush 

Stirs  with  the  passing  breeze. 
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With  anything  but  Lope  and  joy 
In  the  swelfmg  of  my  heart. 

Look  up  to  me  with  laughing  eyea,  — 
We  shall  meet  f^aiu  erelong ; 

And  then  the  greeting  I  shall  have 
"Will  be  thy  gentle  song. 

So  sing  to  me  that  song  of  joy, 

That  song  of  summer  bowers, 
Murmuring  like  the  soft,  warm  breath 

Of  a  south-wind  over  flowers. 
I  will  kiss  thee  as  thou  warblest  on, 

My  t{>ken  as  I  part, 
And  so  will  hear  away  with  me 

Thy  music  in  my  heart. 


SAPPHO. 

She  stands  in  act  to  fall ;  —  her  garland  torn, 
Its  withered  rose-leaves  round  the  rock  are  blowing; 
Loose  to  the  winds  her  locks  dishevelled  flowing, 

Tell  of  the  many  sorrows  she  has  home. 

Her  eye,  upturned  to  heaven,  has  lost  its  fire ;  — 
One  hand  is  pressed  to  feel  her  bosom  heating, 
And  mark  her  lingering  pulses  hack  retreating, 

ITie  other  wanders  o'er  her  silent  lyre. 

Clear  rolls  the  midway  sun,—  she  knows  it  not; 
Vainly  the  winds  wafl^  by  the  flower's  perfume ; 
To  her  the  sky  is  hung  in  deepest  gloom,  — 

She  only  feels  the  noon-beam  burning  hot. 

What  to  the  broken  heart  the  dancing  waves. 
The  air  all  kindling,  — ^what  a  sounding  name? 
O,  what  a  mockery,  to  dream  of  fame  I 

It  only  lures  Us  on  to  make  us  slaves. 
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And  Love,  —  0,  what  art  thou  with,  all  thy  Kght  ? 
Ineffable  jor  is  round  thee,  till  we  know 

Thou  art  Out  as  a  vision  of  the  night;  — 
And  then  the  hursting  heart,  how  deep  its  woe ! 

"  They  tell  me  I  shall  live,  —  my  name  shall  rise 
When  nature  falls  ;  —  0,  blest  illusion,  stay ! " 
A  moment  hopes  and  joys  around  her  play; 

Then  darkness  hides  her, — feint  she  sinks  and  dies. 


SONNETS. 


O,  THERE  are  moments,  when  the  dreaming  soul 
Foists  this  earth,  and  wanders  tar  away 
Into  some  region  of  eternal  day. 

Where  the  bright  waves  in  calm  and  sunshine  roll. 

Thither  it  wanders,  and  has  reached  its  goal;  — 
The  good,  the  groat,  the  beautiful  are  there, 
And  wreaths  of  victory  crown  their  flowmg  hair, 
And  as  they  move,  such  music  fills  the  air. 

As  ne'er  from  fabled  bower  or  cavern  stole. 

Soft  to  the  heart  it  winds,  and  hushes  deep 
Ita  cares  and  sorrows.     Thought  then,  iancy-free, 
Flies  on  from  bliss  to  bliss,  till  finding  thee 
It  pauses,  as  the  musk-rose  charms  the  bee. 

Tranced,  aa  in  happy  dream  of  magic  sleep. 


O  EvEMiNO !  1  have  loved  thee  with  a  joy 
Tender  and  pure,  and  thou  hast  ever  been 

i  soother  of  my  sorrows.     When  a  boy, 
1  wandered  often  to  a  lonely  glfen, 
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And,  far  from  all  the  stir  and  noise  of  men. 
Held  fond  communion  with  unearthly  things, 

Such  as  come  gathering  brightly  round  us,  when 
Imagination  soars  and  shakes  her  ivings. 

Yes,  in  that  secret  yalley,  doubly  dear 

For  all  its  natural  beauty,  and  the  hush 
That  ever  brooded  o'er  it,  I  would  lay 

My  thoughts  in  deepest  calm,  and  if  a  bush 

Rustled,  or  small  bird  shook  the  beeehen  spray. 

There  seemed  a  ministering  angel  whispering  near. 


O,  THERE  are  tears  of  joy,  and  they  are  fed 
From  tlie  heart's  secret  founttun,  where  they  well 

Like  springs  in  some  mysterious  cavern's  bed, 
Made  holy  by  the  sibyl's  murmuring  spell. 

Forth  from  the  darkling  cave  they  calmly  flow, 
Crystalline  pure,  to  heaven's  rejoicing  light. 
And  over  sifted  sands  and  pebbles  bright, 

Down  through  the  sacred  grove  of  laurels  go. 

So  when  my  thoughts,  long  wearied  by  the  rush 
Of  life's  too  busy  cares,  would  pause  and  keep 

Awhile  a  sabbath's  stillness,  and  would  lay 
Each  pasfflonate  longing,  then  1  can  but  weep 
Tears,  happy  tears,  in  toany  a  sudden  gush. 
And  with  them  all  my  sorrows  melt  away. 


0  WOULD  that  dreams  were  not  the  things  they  are. 
Mere  unsubstantial  pageants,  bom  and  dying 
With  the  light  sleep  that  makes  them,  coming,  fly- 


Like  evening  clouds,  how  beautiful  and  fair. 
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O,  they  are  thinner  than  the  empty  air, 

And  yot  how  blessed,  when  they  bend  and  smile 
How  the  heart  flows  away  in  rajjture,  while, 

Dear  fond  illusions,  they  are  lingering  there ! 

They  have  a  touch  and  voice.  That  bosom,  awclling 
With  a  young  world  of  joya,  how  softly  heaves : 
It  lifts  its  eaniy  veil,  like  feathery  leaves 

Waved  lightly  over  Yemen's  palmy  dwelling, 
A  higher  blias  than  even  hope  believes, 

.To  the  fixed  eye  of  slumbering  fwidueBS  teUii^ 


Shadows  of  hoaxy  foreata,  solemn  haunts 
Of  wild,  unearthly  gloomsl     O,  I  would  be 
A  dweller  in  your  darkneaa,  and  to  me 

There  I  would  find  all  that  the  spirit  pants 

To  reach  of  boundless  thoughts.     Ye  are  the  fane 

To  mightiest  musings  sacred,  —  to  the  sweep 

Of  visions  dun  but  Tijgh,  emotions  deep, 
Such  as  in  breathless  rest  till  then  had  lain. 

Then  go  tiiey  forth,  and,  from  the  flowery  vale 
Of  Efe's  too  joyous  spring,  amon^  the  storms 
Launch  their  unfettered  wings,  till  giant  forms, 

Bom  of  the  tempest,  round  them  fold  a  veil 
Of  awe  and  lifting  wonder.     Such  the  flight 
Of  the  waked  spirit,  when,  the  world  is  night. 


And  rests  beneath  yoar  shadow,  —  often 
My  spirit  in  your  silence,  otten  tells 
Over  your  opening  glades  their  mingled  blooms. 


]jOw  lies  yon  narrow  vale,  and  there  it  straja, 
Tie  truant  slream,  to  either  wooded  steep. 

As  if  to  kiss  ilB  mossy  foot,  and  plays 

Mow  over  pebbly  shallows,  and  now  deep 

Rests  in  a  sheeted  pool,  while  opening  through 

The  wide  plain  melts  in  soft  and  shadowy  blue. 


vu. 

Am  I  not  all  alone  ?     The  world  ia  stjll 

In  pasaonlesi  slumber ;  ~  not  a  tree  but  feela 
The  far  pervading  hush,  and  softer  steals 

The  misty  river  by.     Yon  broad,  bare  hill 
Looks  coldly  up  to  heaven,  and  all  tbe  stars 
Seem  eyes  deep  fixed  in  silence,  as  if  bound 
By  some  unearthly  spell ;  —  no  other  sound 
But  the  owl's  unfrequent  moan.     Their  airy  cars 

The  winds  have  stationed  on  the  mountain  peaks. 

Am  I  not  all  alone  1  —  A  spirit  speaks 

FiXMn  lie  abyss  of  night,  "Kot  all  alone, — 

Nature  '«  round  thee  with  her  banded  powers, 

And  ancient  eeniua  haunts  thee  in  these  hours ;  -— 
Mind  and  its  kingdom  now  are  all  thine  own." 


Deep  sunk  in  thought,  he  sat  beside  the  river, — 
Its  wave  in  liquid  lapses  (elided  by. 
Nor  watched,  in  crystal  depth,  his  vacant  eye 

The  wilkw'a  high  o'er-arching  foliage  quiver. 


From  dream  to  shadowy  dream  returning  ever, 
He  sat,  like  statue,  on  tie  grassy  verge ; 
His  thoughts,  a  phantom  train,  in  airy  sm^e 

Streamed  visionary  onward,  pausing  never. 


As  autumn  wind,  in  mountain  forest  weaving 
Its  wondrous  tapestry  of  leaf  and  bower, 
O'ermastering  the  mght'a  resplendent  flower, 
With  tints,  like  hues  of  heaven,  the  eye  deceiving,  — 
So,  lost  in  labyrinthine  maze,  he  wove 
A  wreath  of  flowers  ;  tbe  golden  thread  was  love. 

IX. 

Whence?  Whither?  Where?  —  A  taper  point  ot 
light. 

My  life  and  world,  —  the  infinite  around  ; 

A  sea,  not  even  highest  thought  can  sound ; 
A  formless  void  ;  unchanging,  endless  night. 

In  vdn  the  struggling  spirit  aims  its  flight 

To  the  empyrean,  seen  as  is  a  star, 

Sole  glimmering  through  the  hazy  night  afar,  — 
In  vain  it  beats  its  wings  with  daring  might. 


Sent  froni  on  high !     Uncounted  ages  g 

Burst  full  and  glorious  on  my  wondering  eyesi 

Sun-clear  the  world  around,  and  far  away 

A  boundless  fiiture  sweeps  in  golden  day. 


THE  CONTRAST. 

To  his  gallant  horse  the  warrior  sprung,  — 
They  called,  but  he  would  not  stay  ; 

And  the  hoof  of  his  hurrying  chai^r  rung, 
As  to  battle  he  rushed  away. 


She  stood  aloft  on  the  warder'a  t«wer, 
And  she  followed  him  over  the  plain. 

And  she  watched  through  many  a  silent  hour, 
But  she  heard  not  his  tramp  again. 

They  came,  when  the  morning  was  cold  and  pall 

With  a  warrior  on  his  bier, 
And  his  banner,  rent  like  a  tattered  sail, 

Showed  he  died  not  the  death  of  fear. 
They  brought  him  in  pride  and  sorrow  back 

To  the  home  be  had  left  so  gay, 
When  he  gallantly  flew  on  glory's  track, 

And  to  battle  rushed  away. 


BALLAD. 

"Whither  away,  in  thy  swift-winged  bark, 

Over  the  waters  blue  ?  " 
"  The  way  is  long,  and  the  night  is  dark. 
And  before  the  sons  of  the  matin  lark 

My  voyage  mustoe  through. 

"  On  Clutha's  rock  a  castle  tall 

Frowns  over  the  maters  blue. 
My  lord,  within  that  castle  tall, 
In  deadly  peril  holds  hia  all ; 

And  my  life  to  my  lord  is  due. 

"  I  have  twenty  stout  and  stalwart  men, 

As  ever  tugged  at  yew. 
Ton  may  seareh  the  land,  nor  find  E^ain 
Twenty  sueh  stout  and  stalwart  men, 

Kor  twenty  hearts  so  true. 
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And  with  bladea  so  keen  and  heartg  so  tjied, 
Their  way  to  their  lord  they  would  soon  divide 
A  host  of  leaguers  through. 

"  And  hosts  of  leaguers  throng  around 

My  lord  and  his  vassals  few ; 
And  where  shall  his  valiant  liege  be  found, 
Who  would  not  stand  his  inch  of  ground, 

To  his  lord  and  his  honor  true  ? 

"  Many  long  months  they  have  stood  at  bay, 

With  BWOTd  and  spear  and  yew ; 
And  tlie  few  the  leaguers  could  not  slay, 
Famine  and  toil  have  thinned  away,  — 

But  firm  that  noble  few. 

"  To  lend  our  lives  to  a  lord  so  brave, 

We  skim  the  waters  blue ; 
And  we  would  hurry  us  over  the  wave, 
TTiat  noble  few  to  reach  and  save, 

Though  a  raging  whirlwind  blew. 

"  The  wave  curia  high,  and  its  top  is  white 

As  the  plume  of  the  wild  sea-mew ; 
And  the  bark  cuts  swift  as  an  arrow's  flight. 
And  its  way  is  like  the  track  of  light, 
^Vtere  the  falling  meteor  flew, 

"  Though  dark  the  night,  and  the  wind  blow  strong 

As  ever  tempest  blew. 
To  Clutha's  rock  wc  scud  along, 
And  cheer  our  way  with  tale  and  song 

Of  the  fearless  heart  and  true. 

"  Then  away,  away,  in  my  swift-winged  bark. 

Over  the  waters  blue  ;  — 
The  way  ia  long,  and  the  night  ia  dark, 
And  before  the  aong  of  the  matin  lark 

My  voyage  must  be  through." 
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O  GUADAI-AXAKA  t 

Thy  beautiful  river 
Is  rolling  on  ever 
Its  waters  so  clear. 

O  Guadalaxara! 

Thy  evergreens,  bending 
Their  wide  boughs,  ace  lendinj 

A  shadow,  how  dear. 

O  Guadalaxara  t 

Thy  emrent  is  flowing, 
Like  gales  softly  blowing. 

Or  flutes  breathing  near. 

The  town  of  Pesara 

Stands  brightly  befflds  thee. 
And  gay  galleys  ride  thee, 

0  Guadalaxara  1 


McsMraiKC  river, 
Falling  ever, 
And  sQent  never, 

Thou  hurriest  by. 
Now  softly  flowing. 
And  brighfly  glowing. 
And  clwirly  showing, 

Thy  waters  lie. 

Through  meadows  bending, 
Sweet  flowets  are  sending 
Their  breath,  and  lending 
Thy  wave  perfume. 
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The  myrtle  covers 
Thy  banks,  and  lorers, 
As  evening  hovers, 

And  lilies,  swelling 
With  dew,  and  smelling 
Ofmorn,  are  telling 

Their  leaves  below. 
No  fairest  flower, 
In  bush  or  bower. 
So  takes  the  shower, 

And  scents  it  so. 

Dark  eyes  are  flashing, 
And  fair  hands  dashing 
Tin- foam,  and  plashing 

The  bubbles  fly. 
So,  murmuring  river, 

And  silent  never. 
Thou  hurriest  by. 


ra. 

Music  and  dances. 
Smiles  and  bmht  glances, 
Love's  happy  chances, 

All  are  at  play. 
Youths  with  gay  sashes, 
Girls  with  catashes. 
Quick  as  light  flashes, 

Foot  it  away. 

Viols  are  tinkling. 
Light  feet  are  twinkling, 
Snowy  veils  crinkling, 
Bound  as  they  go. 
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GRi;£K    APPEAL    TO   AMERICA. 

Soft  Yoiees  prattle, 
Castanets  rattle. 
Love's  mimic  battle 
Mingles  them  so. 

Now  the  dance  closes,  — 
Baskets  of  roses, 
Woven  in  poMes, 

Gayly  tiey  twine. 
Goblets  are  clashing. 
Amber  lights  flashing, 
Young  lovers  dashing 

Beaut;  in  wine. 

All  now  is  over,— 
White  mantles  hover, 
Each  with  a  lover. 

Back  to  the  town. 
None  of  them  misses 
Sweetest  of  blisses. 
Dewy  wet  kisses,  — 

That  is  love's  crown. 


GREEK  APPEAL  TO  AMERICA. 

1827. 

RotrsE  ye  at  a  nation's  call,— 
Rouse,  and  rescue,  one  and  all  1 
Help,  or  liberty  shall  fall, 
Fall  in  blood  and  shame  I 

Shame  to  him  who  coldly  drawa 
Backward  from  the  noblest  cause ! 
Kot  to  him  who  fights  and  f^'s,  — 
His  a  glorious  name. 
vot,.  II.  16 
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Sons  of  more  than  mortal  sires. 
We  have  lit  again  their  fires, 
Or  to  be  our  mneral  pyres, 


"  Help  us,  or  we  faint  and  di 
See !  the  murderous  foe  is  nigh,  — 
Ilark,  the  wasting  flame  1 

"  Whither  ahali  we  fly  for  aid  ? 
Where  is  now  the  warrior's  blade  ? 
Low  the  mighty  heart  is  laid, 
Death  alone  could  tame. 


"To  then 
Let  us  go,  and  weep  the  hrave ;  — 
Better  die  than  live  a  slave,  — ■ 
Better  death  than  shame  1" 

No,  —  forbid  it,  chosen  land  ! 
Open  wide  thy  helping  hand,  — 
Pour  thy  corn  and  wine,  like  sand ;  - 
What  ia  wealth  to  fame  I 

Quick,  before  the  flame  expire, — 
Feed,  O,  feed  the  holy  fire  ! 
Peed,  and  it  shall  kindle  higher,  — 
Win  a  generous  name  1 


OUE    FLAG. 

Lift,  lift  the  eagle  banner  high, 

Our  guide  to  fame  ;  — 
On  ocean's  breezes  bid  it  fly. 
Like  meteors  wailing  through  the  sky 

Their  pomp  of  namoj  CaIO'jIiJ 


Till,  wide  on  every  sea  unfurled, 
It  tell  to  an  admiring  world 
Our  name. 

O;  proudly  bums  its  beacon  liglit 

On  vii;tOrj-'B  path  ! 
Thro'  freedom's  dawn,  thro'  danger's  night, 
Onward,  still  onward,  rolling  bright, 

It  swept  in  wrath  ;  — 
Still  lightning-like,  to  him  iilio  dares 
Confront  the  terror  of  our  stars. 

Its  scath. 

Still  heavenward  mounts  the  generous  flame 

And  neve,  lire,:- 
Does  Envy  dare  insult  our  name, 
Ov  lurking  Falsehood  brand  with  shame 

Our  buried  sires  'i 
'Die  armed  Colossus  thunders  by. 
Wide  wave  our  stripes,  ■— the  dastard  lie 

Expires. 


Low  breathed  the  western  wind  at  elose  of  day; 

Tlie  bloomy  slirubs  were  bent  with  heavy  showei 
The  clouds  had  hardly  rolled  their  wreaths  away. 

They  darkly   hung,  where   high   the 

Through  flowery  vale,  the  dashing  streat 
Leaped  sparklingly,  in  many  a  fell ; 

And  evening's  rosy  beam 
Tinted  the  forest  tall. 

The  loving  birds  were  emulous  in  song ; 

The  cattle  lowed ;  on  slope  of  sunny  hill 
Sported  the  lambs,  and  wildly  raced  along 

The  turf  that  bore  its  beaded  treasures  st^-: 
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And  a         ^   .       . 

Flew  rouud,  like  gems  that  deck  tie  sl- 

When  morning  glances  bright 
On  hill  and  valley  flow. 

And  gleaming  o'er  a  wood-embowered  lake. 
Floated  'jmd  dreamy  haze  the  golden  ray ; 
The  rippling  wave,  in  many  a  yeflow  flake. 
Curled  round  the  dewy  rock,  and  slid  away : 
In  rustic  boat,  hia  dipping  oars 

Attuned  to  song  the  peasant-boy ; 
Gliding  by  happy  shore g, 
He  felt  the  season's  joy. 

By  willowy  isle,  with  silvery  catkins  bowed, 

lie  skimmed  the  sheeted  gold ;  and  on  my  eai 
Echoed  hia  song,  now  sweetly  low,  now  loud 
As  when  the  patriot  ode  is  swelling  near. 
From  rock  U>  rock  the  music  rung ; 

By  wooded  hill  it  died  along ; 
Light  was  the  heart  that  sung 
That  wild  and  woodland  song. 

"  The  buds  are  now  unfolding, 

And  gayly  swings  the  vine ; 
In  woods  the  birds  are  holding 

Their  merry  valentine ; 
On  hill,  in  meadow  waking, 

Peep  out  the  blue-eyed  flowers : 
And  forest-leaves  are  making 

A  shade  for  summer  hours : 
And  why  should  not  my  heart  be  gay, 
When  dh  the  world  is  now  at  play  ? 

"  And  every  heart  is  beating, 

Is  beating  full  with  love ; 
Advancing,  now  retreating. 

How  gently  wooa  the  dove  I 
On  topmost  bough  high  swinpng,- 


Ah,  there  is  none  so  gay  1 
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So  clear  hh  voice  is  ringing, 

As  merry  thmsh  to-day : 

And  I  will  merrily  sing  my  song 

As  o'er  the  lake  I  skim  along." 


YOUTH    RECALLED. 

Is  deepest  shade,  l)y  fountain  sparkling  clear. 
High  o'er  me,  darkly  heaved,  the  forest  dome, 

Sweet  toQoa,  long  silent,  melt  upon  my  ear, — 
They  Eootte  my  spirit  lUte  the  voice  of  home ; 

And,  blended  with  them,  floats  a  beam  of  light, 

Badiant,  but  gentle,  through  the  shadowy  night. 

My  heart,  that  sunk  in  dim,  oblivious  dream. 
Wakes  at  the  tones,  and  feels  ita  life  again ; 

My  downeast  eye  uprises  to  the  beam ; 
SofVly  untwines  my  bosom's  heavy  chain : 

A  stream  of  melody  around  me  flows ; 

Anew  the  smothered  fire  of  feeling  glows. 

The  eharm,  long  lost,  is  found,  and  gnshing  ponra. 
From  fancy's  heaven,  its  beauty,  as  a  shower ; 

The  mystic  deep  casts  up  its  wondrous  stores ; 
Mind  stands  m  panoply  of  fullest  power. 

Heaving  with  wakened  purpose,  swells  the  sonl 

Its  barriers  fall ;  its  gathered  treasures  rolL 

Light  cavers  al!  around,  —  light  from  on  high, 
Sofl^  as  the  last  retiring  tint  of  even. 

Full  as  the  glow  that  fills  the  morning  skv, 
Pure  as  the  midmost  blue  of  clouiltess  heaven ; 

Like  pillared  bronze  the  lofty  trunks  aspire, 

And  every  leaf  above  Ja  tipped  with  fire. 
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Softer  than  ever  gale  of  evening  blows, 

They  blend  in  harmony's  enchanted  zone. 
With  pictured  web  and  golden  fringe  they  bind, 
For  higher  flight,  the  renovated  mind. 

I  feel  it  round  me  twine,  —  the  band  of  power ; 

Youth  beats  in  every  vein;  life  bursts  m  bloom; 
All  seems  as  when,  at  twilight's  blissful  hour, 

Breatlied  &om  the  flowery  grove  the  gale's  pei^ 

Thelaughjtlie  shout,  the  dance, — and  then  the  strain 
Of  tenderest  love  dissolved  the  heart  again. 

Ye  greet  me  fan-,  ye  years  of  hope  and  joy, 
xe  daj's  of  trembling  fears  and  ardent  loves, 

The  rcelmg  madness  of  the  impassioned  boy  ;  — 
Through  wizard  wilds  again  my  spirit  roves. 

And  beauty,  veiled  in  fancy's  heavenly  hue, 

Smiles  and  j^cedea  before  my  longing  view. 

The  light  has  fled ;  the  tones  that  won  my  heart 
Back  to  its  early  heaven,  again  are  still ; 

A  deeper  darkness  broods,  —  with  sudden  start 
Kepelled,  my  life  relapses  from  its  thrill : 

Heavier  the  sliades  descend,  and  on  my  ear 

Only  the  bubbling  fountain  n 


A     VISION. 

"  Whekce  dost  thou  come  to  me, 

Sweetest  of  visions, 
Filling  my  slumbers  with  holiest  joy  ?  " 

"  Kindly  I  bring  to  thee 

Feelings  of  childhood, 
That  in  thy  dreams  thou  be  happy  awhile." 


„Coo;ilc 


THE  eoet'b  would. 

"  Wtj-  dost  thou  etfial  from  me 

Ever  aa  slumlier 
Flies,  and  reality  chills  me  again  ?  " 

"  Ijfe  thou  must  struggle  through : 

Strive,  —  and  in  slumber 
Sweetly  again  I  will  steal  to  thy  soul." 


THE    POET'S    WOELD. 

Bright  World !  too  beautiful  for  human  eye, 
Creation  of  poetic  thought,  in  vain 
I  seek  thee  here.     Thou  bendest  far  away 
Thy  ^ry  orbit     Thine  are  other  suns. 
And  other  stars, —  a  biightness  all  thy  own, 
A  day  self-lighted,  and  thy  magic  night 
Is  but  a  veil  o'er  day.     I  seek  thee  here, 
When  morning  lights  the  east,  and  tije  with  gems 
I>eep  set  in  waving  gold,  high  mount^n-peak, 
Then  tower  and  tree,  and  over  field  and  grove 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  pearls,  and  sheets  the  sea 
With  liquid  flame ;  —  I  seek  thee,  when  at  noon 
High  on  his  throne,  the  visible  ford  of  light 
Kdes  in  his  fullest  blaze,  and  dashes  wide 
Thick  flashes  from  his  wheels ;  —  I  seek  thee,  too, 
When  twilight  shades  the  meadow,  and  the  hills 
Alone  are  hghted,  —  when  the  dcy  above 
Smiles  with  a  feding  beauty,  and  below 
Uncertain  floats  the  plain,  —  nor  les3  when  night. 
Clad  in  her  sable  robe,  sits  silently 
Above  the  slumbering  earth,-and  through  the  vast, 
Immeasurable  darkness,  shadowy  forms 
Unbidden  come  and  go; —  I  seek  thee  here, 
And  yet  I  find  thee  not.     In  all  its  change 
Of  time  and  season,  —  all  its  shiiling  scenes 
Of  sun  and  storm,  —  of  hfe  new  bursting  forth 
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248  THE  poet's  world. 

In  blossomy  spring,  vigorous  in  manlj-  pride, 
Or  ripe  for  harvest,  —  all  of  high  and  bright, 
Deep  and  obscure,  —  the  clear,  expanded  arch 
Broad  sweeping  o'er  us,  or  with  pictured  wreaths 
Hun?  festively  at  dawn,  or  heaving  forth 
Black,  billowy  mountains,  like  a  chain  of  Alpa 
Uplifted  into  heaven,  —  wide  forest  glooms 
Far  stretching  into  night,  and  yawning  caves 
Whore  the  void  infinite  opens,  —  still  retreats 
Ix)w  under  sheltering  woods,  and  shady  banks 
Hollowed  in  coves,  where  fountains  welling  out 
Freshen  die  turf  and  flowers ;  —  in  all  its  change 
Earth  holds  thee  not.     Thine  is  a  fuller  growth 
0{  beauty,  — thine  the  genial  life  that  springs 
From  lie  o'erteeming  mind,  and  heightens  ail 
That  even  here  seems  glorious.     Man,  who  walks 
In  digni^  and  grace, — heroic  pride, 
Or  yielding  loveliness,  — earth's  angel  erst. 
Radiant  and  pure,  —  now  sad  and  dimly  fair. 
Even  when  iiightest,  —  Man  is  but  the  shade 
Of  thy  Humanity,  —  such  heavenly  forms, 
As  float  amid  the  stars,  and  dwell  enthroned 
In  light  unstained.     Thou  risest  to  the  eye 
Of  solitary  thought,  as  from  the  depths 
Of  mountain  v^eys,  when  the  level  ray 
Krst  [laints  the  aerial  rose,  uproUing  clouds 
SweU  into  towering  peaks,  and  glitter  brisht 
With  ail  the  glow  ol^dawn,  -intenser  fa? 
In  brightness,  —  more  magnificent  and  vast 
In  thy  extension,  and  thy  several  hues 
And  shapes  purer  and  fairer.     Mind  in  thee 
Reveals  its  heavenly  spring,  —  in  thee  it  tells 
Rs  codlike  birth,  —  not  from  the  trivial  play 
Of  blended  atoms,  but  a  spiritual  flamo 
Warming  and  kindling  into  higher  life 
Our  perishable  frames,  here  poor  and  weak. 
The  creatures  of  decay,  obscuring  olt 
^  living  beams,  and  even  in  dim  eclipse 
Queuclmig  its  OTb,  —  and  yet  the  eye  within 
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Still  gazes  on  thee,  througli  the  gathered  mtst 
Of  evil  passions,  sees  thee  rolling  free 
In  thy  unclouded  track,  and  at  tie  eight 
Hope  springs  and  hurries  to  thee. 


MINNESONG. 


May  has  come  r- — the  woods  are  ringing; 

Clearer  sounds  the  hunter's  horn ; 
Birds  in  every  brake  arc  singing ; 

Yellow-green  the  sprin^ng  com. 

Maj-  has  come  :  —  in  field  and  meadow 
Starry  bloom  the  virmn  flowers ; 

Broad  the  maple  flincs  its  shadow ; 
Snowy  white  the  elder  bowers. 

Green  the  slope  of  yonder  mountain, 

Mellowed  to  a  golden  glow ; 
Under  feathery  hjreh,  the  fountain 

Sparkles  in  its  gurgling  flow. 

Orchards  redden,  —  crimson  blushes 
Tremble  o'er  the  apple-boughs ; 

There  her^oung  the  robin  hushes, 
Still  beside  her  trilling  spouse. 
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Joy,  on  glittering  pinions  driven, 

Gaj'ly  flits  around,  above ; 
GlancinfT,  kindles  earth  and  heaven ;  ■ 

All  is  life  and  light  and  love. 


"  Takk  thla  garland  for  thy  golden  hali-,"  — 

So  I  spake  unto  a  maiden  fair, 

Maid  with  eyes  of  love,  like  heaven's  own  blue, 

Thinnest  veU  of  cloud  soft  shining  through ;  — 

"  Take  this  garland,  —  't  is  of  earliest  bloom, 

Newly  plucked,  and  filled  with  fresh  perfume. 

Had  I  jewel  rare,  and  precious  stone, 

Gems  of  Ind,  0,  they  were  thine  alone ; 

Costliest  gift  for  thee  were  all  too  poor ;  — 

Take  this  garland,  —  I  can  give  no  more. 

Fairer  flowers  than  these  indeed  I  know ; 

On  the  lonely  heath  afar  they  blow ;  ^ 

There  the  violet  peeps  beside  the  spring, 

Coyly  peeps,  as  loving  linnets  ring ;  — 

Go  widi  me,  and  we  will  gather  there       _   ^ 

Fturer,  sweeter  flowers  to  wreathe  thy  hair. 

Bashfiilly  the  maid  the  garland  took ; 

Like  rewarded  child,  she  blushed  and  shotA; 

Clearest  red  her  cheek,  as  when  the  rose. 

Dewy  sheen,  behind  the  lily  blows. 

Low  she  bowed,  and  love-looks  sparkled  clear. 

Under  alken  lashes,  through  a  tear ; 

That  was  my  reward ;  —  0,  there  was  one. 

Holier  far,  my  lips  shall  breathe  to  none. 
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Under  the  willow,  in  a  meadow, 
IVhere  the  brook  was  running  clear, 

There  was  my  pillow,  dark  in  shadow, 
Bioswra  and  verdure  springing  near. 

Tore  the  wood,  and  in  a  dale. 

Lovely  sang  the  nightingale. 

Silent  reclining  the  willovr  under, 

Just  03  evenmg  faded  away, 
Sweetly  sliining,  a  heavenly  wonder 

Bent  over  me,  as  there  Ilay : 
Light  her  fonn ;  her  faec  was  pale  ;  — 
Lovely  sang  the  nightingale. 

NjTn^h  of  fountain,  in  dewy  brightness 
Eiamg  from  wave  in  vest  of  ereen ; 

Dn'sd  of  mountain,  with  airy  lightness 
Flitting  around  the  huntress  queen  ;  — 

All  to  tliat  heavenly  form  must  veil, 

Smiling  as  sang  tlie  nightingale. 

Then  she  addressed  me,  —  "  0,  why  dost  linger 
Here  in  a  world  that  chains  thy  will  ?  " 

Softly  she  pressed  me  with  snowy  finger ; 
Fulee  and  beating  heart  were  still. 

Lovely  sang,  in  the  lonely  dale. 

Fainter  and  fainter,  the  nightingale. 
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THE    KNIGHT. 


The  nobly  htgH-boni 


Who  yonder  rides  through  wind  and  Tiun, 

With  plumed  helm  and  shield  and  spear  ? 
Bow  fleet  he  dashes  o'er  the  plain  I 

The  distant  shelter  soon  is  near. 
With  hearing  bold  he  scours  along ; 

He  bends  with  practised  hand  the  rein ; 
From  clash  of  arms  and  battle  throng, 

To  wife  and  home  he  turns  again. 
He  who  so  proudly  speeds  afar 
Is  the  famed  champion,  Adhemar. 

On  gallant  steed,  in  armor  bright. 

To  serve  his  king  he  rode  to  war : 
Erect  he  moved  in  burnished  light ; 

'Mid  crowds  his  helmet  shone,  a  star. 
He  couched  his  lance  ;  he  hurst  away ; 

His  gallop  thundered  o'er  the  field : 
In  dust  the  bleeding  foeman  lay; 

Unhurt  by  splintered  lance  his  shield. 
He  drew  his  flashing  blade,  —  and  wide 
Rolled  startled  back  the  warrior  tide. 
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The  victory  won,  with  glory  crowned, 

To  wife  and  home,  as  country,  true. 
As  praise  and  blessing  echoed  round. 

Back  to  that  wife  and  home  he  flew. 
Loud  burets  the  storm ;  the  river  swells ; 

He  dashes  through  the  roaring  wave ; 
Nor  field  nor  flood  his  spirit  quelLs,  — 

Life  has  no  terrors  for  the  brave. 
And  now  across  that  sweep  of  plain, 
See,  see !  the  gallant  champion  strain. 


She  gaaes  from  the  highest  lower ; — 

The  night  is  dark;  the  wind  is  chill. 
Through  midnight's  wildest,  dreariest  hour, 

With  sleepless  eye  she  gazes  still. 
TTie  bright,  the  pure,  the  chosen  one. 

Of  noblest  dames  the  fmrest  star, 
Li  worth,  in  loveliness,  alone, 

Through  night  and  storm,  sat  watching  there- 
Hark,  yonder  horn !  He  comes ! — she  springs, 
And  flies,  as  if  her  feet  were  wings. 


Quick  falls  the  bridge,  —  she  cannot  wiut ; 

Love  draws  her  forth  with  magic  band. 
Tramp !  tramp !  —  her  Adhemar  is  near. 

And  now  she  sees  his  armor  bright,  — 
His  eager  welcome  meets  her  ear; 

He  comes,  — -  he  springs,  —  she  clasps  her  knighL 
What  cares  he  for  the  wind  or  rain  ? 
He  holds  his  YUa  again. 
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LIFE'S    DEEAM. 
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Light  and  bright  the  vision  plays, 
Like  the  evening's  fitful  blaze 

Over  meadow  eareerina  along. 
Ffury  phantoms  hover ;  blossoms  strow 
Tbiii  the  verdure,  as  with  snow ; 

Breathes  the  elfin's  magical  song. 

Fair  the  moon  in  azure  floats, 
Bending  o'er  the  enchanting  notes, 

As  if  lon^ng  to  glide  from  her  sphere : 
While  wings  faintly  quiver ;  near  and  far 
Glow-worm  twinkles  oack  to  star, 

Lighting  a  softer  galaxy  here. 

Sweet  by  sparkling  fountain  Aa^ 
Sweet  and  clear,  as  tone  that  rings 

Pure  from  Harmony's  crystalline  throne,  — 
Sweetly  sings  a  spirit ;  still  the  air 
Drinks  the  song,  —  its  pulses  bear 

Far  through  the  night  the  heavenly  tone. 
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Peering  quick  fi\)in  shadowy  glades, 
Glaadng  Dack  to  deeper  aliades, 

Forms  too  bright  and  beautiful  play : 
Gentle  voices  whisper ;  snowy  doves 
Circle  forth,  as  sent  by  loves,  — 

Wheel  then  on  fanning  pinions  away. 

Quick  steps  hurry  to  my  side ; 
Bound  my  heart  soft  touches  glide, 

Wreathing  fetters  of  lily  and  rose. 
Viewless  Ibrms  embrace  me;  whispers  say, 
'■  Press  the  joys,  —  not  lone  they  stay : 

Comes  like  a  stream  the  pleasure,  and  flows." 

Sweetly  dim  the  trance  of  love ; 
As  through  veil  of  roses  wove. 

Steals  lis  purple  light  to  the  soul. 
Break  the  magic  slumber,  —  cold  and  bare, 
Waste  and  dark,  life  meets  us  there : 

Break  the  dream, — thou  hast  withered  the  whole ! 


THE   HEXLI.    (LITTLE  "WITCH.) 


D  at  a  stick  one  day,  — 
'Twasjust  to  pass  the  time  away: 
A  little  girl  came  tripping  by. 
With  rosy  look  and  witching  eye. 

With  artless  smiie  and  simple  grace, 
She  loooked  me  sweeHy  in  my  fiwe, 
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;  THE    BBXLI. 

And  said,  "  That  knife  is  sharp,  I  ween, — 
Anotior  tiling  will  cut  as  keen." 

And  then  she  laughed,  and  said,  "  Good-day," 
And  like  a  dream  had  flown  away; 
The  voice,  the  look,  was  with  me  still, 
When  aU  at  once  I  felt  me  ill. 

I  could  not  work,  I  could  not  play ; 
I  saw  and  heard  her  all  the  day. 
That  witching  eye  was  sharp,  1  ween ; 
O,  that  was  what  would  cut  so  keen. 

I  saw  and  heard  her  day  and  night,  — 
Her  voice  so  soft,  her  eye  so  hright : 
When  others  lay  in  slumber  sweel, 
I  heard  the  clock  each  hour  repeat 

I  could  not  stay  and  linger  so : 
Like  one  entranced,  away  I  go ; 
Through  field  and  forest,  far  and  wide, 
I  seek  if  there  the  wituh  doth  hide. 

By  bush  and  brake,  by  rock  and  hill, 
Where'er  I  go,  I  see  her  still : 
The  little  ^1,  with  witching  eye, 
Is  ever,  ever  tripping  by. 

Through  town  and  village,  too,  I  stray ; 
At  every  house  1  call  and  say, 
*'  O,  can  you  tell  me  where  to  find 
The  little  gu'l  that  witdied  my  mind  ?" 
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I't  the  witch  obtain, 
shall  be  well  agiun. 


..Google 


THE    MAIDEN. 


Zolgt BUT  dein  Mcheta  am."-  vob  FiUEDmttO. 
"  Such  B  «>u],  ia  8ucb  a  look 
Thy  gmileslDiie  nirAle  us/' 

Through  a  vallej-  flows  a  gentle  rivor, 
Genth-  flows,  with  waters  deep  and  clear: 
In  a  flowery  meadow,  spreading  near 

SUfcen  leaves  of  slender  poplars  quiver.' 

There  a  quiet  maiden  angelJi  ever 
Simple  melodies  of  triifli  and  love : 
Pure  and  artless  as  the  snowy  dove, 

Evil  thought  hath  stained  her  bosom  never. 

Lovely,  too,  as  rose  but  half  unftJded; 
Modest  as  that  rose,  when  bent  vrith  dew: 
Jflue  her  eye,  as  heaven's  own  softest  hue: 

Up  as  fresh  as  living  ruhy  moulded. 

familes  she  hath  that  tell  of  sunny  feeline 

Only  smiles  like  hers  such  feeling  tellt 
Touch  the  chord  of  grief,  and  at  tie  speU, 

1  ears  of  love  and  innocence  are  stealing, 
(if  ^"^  parent,  kindred,  friend  and  lover 

All  embraced  within  (his  lonely  vale, ' 

All  beyond  is  to  her  but  a  tale  ■ 
Biis  her  world,  and  heaven  just  arches  over. 
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THE    POWETl    or    SONG. 
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urp,  orten  drowned  bj  ihD  bollow  bLaEtj  yet  noveratified.'' 

In  the  temple  stands  the  golden  lyre, 

Near  the  presence  of  the  genial  power ; 
Round  it  plays  an  orb  of  hofiest  fire ;  — 

So  it  stands,  and  waits  the  inspiring  hour. 
Bolls  the  sun  unto  his  highest  throne ; 

Broad  he  fills  the  temple's  vaulted  shade : 
Touched  by  hands  unseen,  in  solemn  tone, 

Ejngs  the  harp,  —  the  minds  are  laid. 

Slow  and  full  they  swell,  —  the  mystic  chords ; 

Stillness,  more  than  awful,  fills  the  air: 
Mngled  with  the  tones,  suhUraest  words 

High  the  listening  soul,  in  glory,  bear. 
Light  is  all  around  him ;  light  and  love. 

As  on  wings,  aloft  the  limner  raise: 
Ever  wider  heaves  the  arch  above  ; 

Fwrer  beauty  round  him  plays. 

Now  they  swell,  the  tones,  and  swells  tho  breast, 
Kindled  with  the  bliss  of  great  design ; 

Faint  the  music  whispers ;  hushed  to  rest, 
Couched  on  flowers,  the  pas^ons  all  recline : 


Clear  the  harp  resounds ; .  the  Kpirit's  eye 

Keenest  glance  through  nature's  wonders  throws : 

Tenderer  touchea  c''dei  and  Eilently 
Blest  the  tear  of  feeling  flows. 


They  feel  the  soothing  power  of  song ; 
A  stream  of  love,  it  flows  along ;  — 
The  winds  arc  still ;  the  sky  is  feir. 

By  magic  shores  the  vessel  glides ; 

Entranced  hy  song,  the  waves  are  laid  : 
Visions  of  home,  iSr^otten,  fade ; 

In  peace  the  storm-beat  wanderer  rides. 
Smooth  sleeps  the  sea ;  serenest  day 
Smiles  o'er  the  ocean  tar  away: 

The  power  of  song  has  hushed  the  tides. 

Pale  in  the  west  the  glow  decays, 

That  late  arose  in  golden  fire ; 

Waked  by  the  toucli  of  soft  desire, 
ThroiKh  twilight  shades  the  music  plays. 

In  darkened  vale  its  pulses  thrill ; 

Peace  broods  above  the  glimmering  hill  | 
His  flight  the  fleeting  moment  stays. 


It  comes — the  storm,  so  long  repelled, 

In  wilder  rage  again ; 
Like  wintry  stream,  by  barrier  swelled, 

Loud  bursts  it  o'er  the  plain : 
With  gathered  might  it  sweeps  along ; 

Like  thunder,  peala  its  roar : 


..Coot^lc 


The  JEo]iaii  melodies  of  eong 
Are  lost,  amid  the  wildering  throng ; 
The  lyre  is  heard  no  more. 


nt's  pause  the  tempest  feels. 

And  soft  the  heavenly  tone. 
As  evening  hymn  from  cottage  steals, 

Breathes  sweetly  faint  and  lone. 
Uncertain,  as  if  thrilled  with  fear, 

It  melts  and  dies  away ; 
1  turn,  and  wait  with  longing  ear, 
And  low  and  dim  it  rises  near, 

Quick  falls,  —  it  cannot  stay- 
Serene  and  calm  the  world  of  song, 

Above  the  cloud  and  gaie : 
There  flows  a  sheeted  stream  along, 

Through  many  a  silent  vale : 
There  ever  blue  the  sunny  sky ; 

Spring-warm  the  wooing  £ur : 
White  filmy  wreaths  of  beauty  lie, 
Alone,  m  holiest  rest,  on  high ;  — 

Love  dwells  for  ever  there. 


fthe  amber  heaven, 
^  clear  as  spirit's  wing. 

From'the  holy  shrine  of  feeling. 
Kindled  by  departing  day, 
Blessed  visions  flit  away, — 
Through  the  pictured  forest  st«aling, 
Bound  the  magic  mouutaia  play.  , ..         , 
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Melting  with  the  blue  afar, 
.  Lightly  tipped  with  goldea  flame, 
Fla^ng  like  the  regal  star, 
8ky-o'ercrowned,  ascends  the  car, 

Bent  aroand  the  course  of  fame. 
Far  it  sweeps  in  dazzling  light ; 

Fire-winged  coursers  ui^e  the  wheel ; 

Echoes  wide  the  ringing  steel ;  — 
Who  can  tell  the  fuU  delight. 

Tell  iJie  joy  the  champions  feel  ? 

Soft  ita  dreamy  shade  diffusing, 

Twilight  streams  athwart  the  grove, 
Fills  the  soul  with  silent  musing, 
Tdl  in  devious  trances  losing 

All  its  thoughts,  it  sinks  in  love. 
Soft  and  still  as  moonlit  ocean, 

Silver-mirrored,  deep  and  clear, 

Hidden  muac  pulsing  near. 
Glides  it,  with  unconscious  motion. 

Far  away  to  holier  sphere. 

Startled  by  the  instant  flash. 

Breaks  the  flower-enwovcn  dream ;  — 
Thunder  rends  with  deadening  crash  j 
Winds  the  mingling  branches  lash ; 

Bursts  the  storm,  like  wintiy  stream. 
Where  is  now  the  musing  soul? 

Nerved  to  meet  the  ri^ng  war, 


Far  away  the  pausing  thunder 

Echoes  from  remotest  hill ; 
Faint  the  rain-drop  patters  under 
Loaded  leaves  that  bend  asunder, 
As  with  trickling  streams  they  fill. 
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So  the  still,  small  voice  of  feeling, 
'Mid  the  din  of  inward  strife, 
To  the  heart  with  passion  rife, 

Mild  as  zephyr  whispers  healing. 
Breathes,  and  wakes  the  soul  to  life, 


Hark  !  the  song 

Floats  along, 
Clearly  swelling,  softlj^  dying. 
Soft  as  wind  in  roses  sighing. 

O'er  the  plain 

Sweeps  again 
Sudden  bui-st  of  hope  and  gladness,  — 
Trembles  then  the  trill  of  sadness. 

Bock  and  hill    .    - 

Give  it  still, 
Bright  and  clear,  the  Bweetemotion,- 
I>eep  and  full,  the  heart's  devotion. 

Shadows  fall,  — 

Voices  call 
Fondly  home  the  truant,  straying 
Down  the  brook  in  eddies  playing. 

Daylight  flies,  — 

Amber  skies, 
O'er  the  shadowy  mount^n  glowing, 
Darken ;  yet  the  song  is  flowing. 


Through  the  wood,  in  evening's  shadow,  straying ; 

O'er  me  arched  the  boughs,  in  silent  gloom ; 
Deep  in  dreamy  vision,  long  delaying, 

Fades  to  night  the  day's  departing  bloom,  , 


Bloomed  in  heaven  aloft,  and  low  in  fountain 
Shone  in  softer  tints,  as  pure  and  fair. 

Darkness  veils  me  round,  and  voices,  gliding 
Thruugh  the  murmuring  foliage,  seem  to  say: 

"  Pause,  and  listen  to  the  spirit's  cliiding,  — 
Haste,  O,  haste  to  brighter  worlds  away ! 

"  Mark  the  last,  soft  tint  of  day,  receding 
O'er  the  top  of  yonder  solemn  pine ! 

So  departs  the  lingering  spirit,  leading 
To  yon  purer  day's  eternal  shine. 

'» There  await  thee  all  thy  heart  has  cherished ; 
There  the  early  loved,  the  hoped  and  gone ; 


Speed  thoe  far,  — 

Fancy  lends  thee  her  car ;  — 

Speed  to  holier  day. 

Ocean's  swell 

Bears  on  its  bosom  the  shell ; 
Love  shall  open  the  sail 
Full  to  the  iavoring  gale. 

Wmg  of  might. 

Sent  from  the  fountain  of  light, 
High  on  billows  of  air 
Thee,  in  triumph,  shall  bear. 

Youth  shall  bring 

Wine  from  perennial  spring,^ 
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Over  the  goblet  shaJl  shine 
Halo  of  gloiy  divine. 

Eonnd  the  throne. 
Beauty  eball  loosen  her  zone;  — 
Meltins  in  kindling  shower, 
Spirit  shall  fill  thee  with  power. 


0  THAT  I  lay  on  yonder 

So  blue  and  fair,  — 
In  shade  of  rock,  by  gushing  fountain, 

Aloft  in  Mr. 

The  cloud  and  storm  might  swell  below  n 

The  thunder  roll,  — 
Yet  waves  of  light  should  overflow  me, 

And  warm  my  soul ; 

And  peace,  unbroken  peace,  for  ever 

Around  me  play  ; 
And  thought,  serene  and  cahn,  be  never 

Compelled  away ; 

And  blush  of  dawn,  and  rose  of  even, 

My  heart  should  fill 
Oft  with  the  loveliness  of  heaven, 

So  bright  and  still. 
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They  call  rae, — they  call  me,  from  meadow  and 

They  aing  to  me  sweetly  of  hope  and  of  love ; 
And  dove-like  and  peacefully,  over 
My  pillow  they  hover. 

And  they  say  to  me  kindly ;  "  0,  hasten  away ! 
No  longer  in  dreamy  oblivion  stay ;  — 

Young  life  with  its  bloom  is  b^re  thee, 

And  heaven  is  o'er  thee. 

"  O'er  valley  and  mountain,  in  heauty  and  light, 
The  world  stretches  onward,  so  dewy  and  bright ; 

The  rosea  are  budding  beside  thee ;  — 

What  joy  shall  betide  thee ! 

"  The  day  baa  awakened,  so  fresh  and  bo  fair ; 
The  clouds  float  aloft  in  the  warm  summer  air ; 

AJl  nature  is  swelling  with  gladness ;  — 

O,  sink  not  in  sadne^." 

I  hear  ye,  —  1  hear  ye,  —  I  will  not  delay. 
But  up,  and  o'er  valley  and  mountain  away ;  — 

Through  life,  like  a  bird,  I  will  hie  me ;  — 

Hope  never  shall  fly  me. 


"  O,  KE8T  thee  hero  in  silent  bower ;  — 
The  noon-shut  folds  its  yellow  flower, 
The  air  shines  quivering  o'er  the  hill. 
And  all  around  is  hushed  and  still. 

"  On  mossy  pillow  lay  thee  here. 

A  spring,  so  cool,  is  bubbling  near ;  — 
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O,  lay  thee  down  1  —  a  draught  I  '11  bring. 
So  clear  and  sparkling,  from  that  spriug. 

"  Ah !  thou  a  long  and  weary  way 
Hast  travelled  through  the  sultry  day  ;  — 
Close  soft  thy  eyes,  and  I  will  keep 
Watch  o'er  thee  in  thy  gentle  sleep. 

"  My  heart  is  rich,  —  ray  hand  is  free. 

However  poor  and  low  I  he ; 

I  have  but  little  in  my  store ;  — 

I  ^ve  thee  all,  —  what  could  I  more  ?  " 

"  Thy  cup  I  drink,  and  now  1  close 
My  weary  eyes  in  sweet  repose. 
Thy  heart  is  rich,  —  thy  hand  is  free  1 
i,  thou  shall  go  with  me." 


vm. 

The  song  is  still,  that  over  heath  and  mountain, 

When  closed  the  day, 
Thro'  glimmering  wood,  by  sky-empurpled  fountain, 

Stole  soft  away,  — 
Id  shady  vale,  by  stream  through  roses  playing. 

On  eolden  hill, 
Breathed  feint  and  low,  as  tenderly  delaying,  — 

The  Bong  ia  still,  that  clear  in  morning  hovered 

O'er  field  and  grove. 
When  billowy  mist  the  windmg  valley  covered. 

Rocks  glowed  above,  — 
When  bleat  and  bark,  from  bushv  lawn  rejieated, 

Kose  round  the  hiil,  — 
The  joyous  song,  that  light  and  buoyant  fleeted,  — 

ITie  song  19  stilL 
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O,  wake  the  eong !  —  its  notes  remembered  waken 

My  love  of  home  : 
Spit*  of  my  firmer  will,  my  heart  is  shaken 

By  thoughts  that  come, 
TLoiighfs  of  my  early  days,  —  in  frolic  measure 

They  glide  along : 
The  song  of  youth,  to  notes  of  love  and  pleaswe, — 

O,  wake  the  song ! 

IX. 

Night  is  on  the  hill,— 
Hushed  the  clattering  mill : 
Deeper  shadows  fall,  — 
Only  mothers  call, 
Careless  as  they  roam. 
Laughing  youngsters  home. 

Now  the  evening  star, 
Over  mountain  Tar, 
Mild  in  beauty  beaming. 
On  the  fountMn  streammg, 
Turns  the  eye  of  love 
To  the  heaven  above. 

Dark  and  darker  spread 
Shadows  o'er  the  bed 
Of  the  woodland  lake ; 
Fmnter  ripples  break 
On  the  pebbled  shore : 
Evening's  breeze  is  o'er. 

Mght  is  deep  and  still ; 
Stars  unnumbered  fill 
Nature's  temple  o'er  me ; 
Glides  a  light  before  me. 
Steals  in  darkness  far,  — 
Tis  my  spirit's  star. 
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BELL8  are  nnging ; 
Maidens  singing 

By  the  village  Iree : 
Wreaths  and  banners  flying, 
Youth  his  vigor  trying, 

Joy  ie  wild  and  free. 

Harvest  over, 
Friend  and  lover 

Hasten  to  the  green ; 
Love  with  crown  of  myrtle. 
Health  in  forest  kirtle. 

Beauty  rules  as  qneen. 

Fleetly  slancing. 
Lightly  dancing, 

All  IS  laugh  and  song ; 
So  till  golden  even 
Kindles  earth  and  heaven, 

So  they  wheel  along. 

Bright  in  gushes, 
Snmes  and  blushes 

Come  and  flit  away. 
Harvest  now  is  over, 
So  shall  friend  and  lover 

Greet  the  festive  day. 


The  snow  is  gone ; 
The  waters  run. 
Through  valley  rushing. 
From  cavern  gushing, 
And  foam  along 

In  light  and  song.  ,-.  , 
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The  sky  is  blue ; 
The  Spring  is  new  ; 
The  buds  are  swellinar ; 


With  hound  and  fi 
Young  May  is  bori 


XH. 

Give  me  that  fond  music, 

That  charmed  my  heart  so  sweetly: 
Softly  brealied  its  numbers. 

Deep  to  my  inmost  soul. 
The  light^winged  danee  obeys  it  | 

The  maidens  trip  it  featly; 
Ail  darker  passion  slumbers ; 

Full  tides  of  gladness  roIL 

Still  the  sound  is  flowing, 

Like  summer  brook  at  even, 
Over  pebbles  leapiug 

In  sparkling  joy  along. 
The  wind  is  faintly  blowing ; 

The  clouds  are  bright  in  heaven ; 
The  spirits  there  are  keeping 

A  festival  of  song. 

Wake  the  sounding  viol  I 

Dark  eyes,  with  speaking  glances. 
Kindle  high  with  pleasure. 

As  rings  the  well-known  strain. 
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Witt  eaay  (jlidiiig  motion, 
Involved  m  graceful  fanclea 

Of  light  uncertain  measure, 
Eesponds  the  mimic  train. 


Morning  is  lightest 

Only  when  heaven  is  &ir. 

Beauty  is  brightest 

Only  when  virtue  is  there. 

Crystal  of  fountain, 

Foam  from  the  heart  of  the  sea 
Snow  of  the  mountain, 

Virtue !  are  emblems  of  thee. 

Beauty  1  we  lend  thee 

Blossom  and  gem  of  the  nune : 
Stars,  too,  attend  thee ; 

Thjne  are  the  rose  and  the  vine 

Flowers  by  the  fountain, 

Mirrored  below  in  the  spring ; 

Gems  on  the  mountain, 

Studding  the  snow  as  a  ring ;  - 

Geareet  and  whitest 

Soften  by  veiling  their  glow ; 
Fairest  and  brightest 

Only  are  loveliest  so. 


T 19  dawn ; 
The  rosy  light  ia  hreating  ; 
To  song  the  birds  are  wfiting; 
And  starry  heads  are  shaking 

Along  the  grassy  lawn.    ,j^^^,^,y|^ 


Blue  rise  the  hills  before  me ; 
Pure  sweUs  the  azure  o'er  me; 
And  radiant  blossoms  pour  me 
The  balmy  breath  of  June. 


Gay  clouda,  like  curtains,  lie 
Athwart  the  golden  sky ; 
The  wind  goes  whispering  by. 

Like  soothing  voice  from  heaver 


The  world  how  hushed  and  still  1 
Dim  towers  the  shadowy  hill ; 
Earth's  guardian  spirits  fill 

Their  urns  with  holy  light. 
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Joy!  Joy  I 
The  long  dark  night  is  past ; 

The  weary  way  is  done  ; 
Bright  o'er  the  mountain,  fast 

Ascends  the  cheering  sun. 

Joy!  Joyl 
My  heart  revives  t^n ; 

My  soul  new  lights  its  fires ; 
I  speed  along  the  plain, 

With  hope  that  never  tires. 

See !  See ! 
The  well-known  hill  is  nigh ; 

The  spiry  poplars  rise  ; 
The  hrook  is  winding  by; 

There  still  my  cottage  lies. 
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Hark!  Hark  I 
What  welcome  sounds  of  home  I 

I  know  their  meaning  well ; 
Feit,  far  my  foot  may  roam. 

Yet  deep  and  strong  their  spell. 

Hark!  Hark! 
The  longing  heifer  lows ; 

Shrill  barks  my  faithful  Tray: 
His  master's  tread  he  knows, 

And  see '.  he  bounds  away. 

Shout!  Shout! 
The  goal,  the  goal  is  nigh ; 

My  love  ia  at  the  door : 
We  tvn,  we  leap,  we  fly ; 

We  meet  to  part  no  more  ! 


FArsTLT  breathes  the  maiden's  song 
Through  the  twilight  grove ; 

Softly  sweet  it  steals  along  ;  — 
'T  is  the  song  of  love. 

Evening  slumbers  hushed  and  still ; 

Mute  the  hum  of  day : 
Only  winds  the  gui^ling  rill 

Under  flowers  away. 

Whispered  voices  echo  far 
Through  the  shadowy  vale ; 

Glimmers  by  a  twinkling  star 
Dian's  crescent  pale. 

Fade  in  darkness  bush  and  tree : 
Koek  and  wood  grow  dim: 

Wide  o'er  plain  and  silent  sea 
Wavering  phantoms  swim. 
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Still  the  maiden's  murmured  song 
Trembles  througli  the  grove ; 

Steals,  like  spirit's  breath,  along ;  — 
'Tis  the  song  of  love. 


In  sheeted  gold  the  river  glides 
By  rock  with  forest  crowned ; 

Deep-mirrored  in  ils  crj-stal  tides, 
Bright  swell  the  hills  around. 

H^  over  yonder  mouotiun  wall, 
That  darkly  ^rds  the  west, 

Broad  flashes  light  heaven's  airy  baH, 
And  stream  on  ocean's  breast. 

Shot  upward  as  a,  furnace  flare, 
Day's  funeral  fires  ascend ; 

Then,  fading  through  the  hazy  air, 
The  softer  colors  blend : 

And_  as  each  fleecy  cloud  they  staon, 
Fillina;  the  sky  with  bloom. 

The  freshening  breeze  along  the  plain 
Wafts  from  the  flowers  perfume : 


Love-music,  worthy  of  its  bower, 
Its  dieltering  bower  of  rose. 

It  steals  along  in  softest  tone. 

The  siren  melody : 
I  sit  and  drink  the  song  alone ; 

My  spirit  then  how  free  I 
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Sitting  by  a  meadow  brook, 

In  the  month  of  June, 
Once  a  short  repose  I  took, 

Just  at  sunny  noon. 

Blossoms,  manj-tintcd,  shone 

O'er  the  meadow  far; 
But  one  hloseom  stood  alono, 

'MoDg  them  all  a  £tar. 

Once  it  seemed  a  full-blown  rose; 

Golden  lily  then : 
Wreaths  of  snowdrops  now  unclose ; 

Blooms  the  rose  again. 

Who  can  tell  the  wondrous  flower,— 
Flower  that  reigns  alone  ? 

He  who  beauty's  magic  power 
O'er  the  heart  has  known. 


My  bark,  on  the  mirror  gliding, 
Seems  borne  by  spirits  along, 

Or  in  tremulous  stiJinesa  riding, 
Deep  fixed  by  the  siren's  song. 

Bright  quivers  the  sea  before  me, 
tike  gaab  of  ftimace  in  flow ; 

The  stars  are  glittering  o'er  me,  — 
Bright  glitter  the  stars  ^''"'v-,,,,o|c 


"V\Tiat  voice  faint  utMred  is 
In  gilence  along  the  sea ' 

It  wakes  my  inmost  feeling 
Thou  fairest,  it  leads  me 


The  night  is  still:  —  on  meadow  and  silyeiy  fountain 
The  moonbeam  sleeps,  like  innocenue  cradled  in 
love: 
With   softened  smile,  it  rests  on  the  snow  of  the 

And  tints  the  sky,  like  wing  of  ethereal  dove. 

A  cloud  sails  by,  with  lightest  and  easiest  motion, 
Now  bosued  with  pearl,  now  shining  with  purple 
and  gold,  — 

It  glides  away,  like  vessel  afar  on  the  ocean, 

And  spirits  of  hlisa  seem  borne  on  its  silvery  fold. 

A  gentle  wind,  with  fri^ance  of  jessamine  laden, 
Steals  faintly  on,  as  longing  for  calm  and  repose, 

And  with  it  steals  the  lingering  song  of  the  maiden, 
^Vhose  lonely  heart  is  lightened  by  song  of  its 


O,  list  the  song!  —  if  beauty  and  inn 

Have  touched  thy  soul,  thy  heart  will  respond  ti 
the  strain. 

orrow  and  longing,  will  never 
e  lost  to  thy  spint  again. 
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Over  hill  and  plain  and  mountain 

Speeds  away,  on  pinions  strong. 
Nerved  with  hfe  from  holy  fbuntwn. 

Far  away,  the  soul  of  song,  ,-.  , 
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O'er  it  swells  the  areh  of  heaven. 

Boundless  areh  of  softest  blue; 
Round  it  rise  the  halls  of  even, 

Hung  with  every  gorgeous  hue. 

To  the  spirit-land  of  wonder. 
Cloud-concealed,  it  speeds  afar, 

Borne  on  wings  of  rushuig  thunder, 
Sounding  lie  the  tempest  car, — 

Kolling  high,  like  ocean  surges, 

When  tne  midnight  Tjphon  rings, — 

Hollow  as  a  nation's  dirges, 

When  the  Almighty  vengeance  stings, — 

Deep  and  full  as  torrent  pouring 
From  a  wasted  Alp  of  snows,  — 

Awful  as  a  Volean  roaring, 
Ere  its  fiery  deluge  flows ;  — 

Tet  as  stream  in  shady  valley, 

Gurgling  low  through  grass  and  flowers ; 
Evening  wmd  in  garden  alley. 

Brushing  dew  from  lilac  bowers ; 

Mellow  horn,  as  twilight  closes, 

Winding  through  the  slumbering  grove  j 
Maiden  heart,  by  hedge  of  roses, 

Murmuring  faint  its  lay  of  love ;  — 

Yet  so  soft  their  echo  lingers 

Bound  the  tranced  listener's  ear, 

Sweet  as,  struck  by  fairy  fingers, 

Breathes  the  wind-harp,  dim  and  clear. 

On  by  keenest  longing  driven. 
Speeds  away  their  eade  flight, 

Till,  the  magic  cloud-wall  riven, 
Dazzling  pours  a  sea  of  light. 


.„  Coot^lc 


Then  as  beams  the  land  of  wonder. 
Bursting  from  iW  cloudy  veil. 

Anthem  tones,  like  peais  of  thunder. 
Bid  the  new  inspirer  hath 
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From  rock  reboundina, 
Urough  wood  resounding. 
In  changeful  echo  is  ringing 

The  early  born, 
And  Youth  from  his  coucb  is  eprin^ng. 
To  greet  the  mom. 

The  bright  beams  quiver 

On  lake,  and  on  river; 

The  dew  from  the  forest  is  falling, 

In  starry  light ; 
And  Spring  on  her  trsun  is  calling. 


To 


cing  their  flight. 


Young  Day !  we  hail  thee ! 
Gay  clouds  half  veil  thee, 
As  over  ihe  dewy  mountain 

Thou  risest  feir : 
Beneath  thy  smile,  the  fountain 
High  sparkles  there- 
Glad  songs  attend  thee ; 
New  blossoms  lend  thee. 
By  fairy  touch  unfolded. 

Their  first  perfume. 

And  delicate  hands  have  moulded 

Their  varied  bloom. 

Joy  hovers  by  thee, 
And  Health  is  nigh  tliee  ^ 


i„  Google 


A  meriT'  dance  is  bounding 

Before  thy  car ; 
Their  songs,  aloft  resounding, 

Are  borne  afar, 

I  run  fci  meet  thee,  — 
With  son"  to  greet  thee : 
Thy  handmaid.  Beauty,  around  me 

Her  loosened  zone 
Has  flung,  and  laughing  has  bound  n 
To  be  her  own. 
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GqJu1>  ua  wietoc£]iLe  stilt,"  —  Eabahsik- 
"  There.  In  thfl  Ki™n  grsea,  softlj  reposes, 
ThoK  ttie  dove  sleeps  on  the  bough," 

Hear  Moskva's  stream,  through  heath  and  forest 
gliding, 
Deep  in  a  river-vale,  by  meadow  green, 
Embowered  in  beech,  a  lonely  chureh  is  seen, 

Uke  tinud  fawn  in  dewy  thicket  hiding. 

Above  its  roof,  a  Grecian  croselet,  shining, 
Plants  to  the  pious  serf  his  heavenward  way ; 
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Around  it  spreads,  bestrewn  with  blossoms  gaj. 
The  field,  where  wearied  hearts  are  safe  reelinmg. 

O'er  swelling  graves,  the  bounding  rabbit  plajg ; 

All  breathes  of  peace  and  gentleness  around ; 

Light  steals  the  maiden  by ;  subdued  each  sound ; 
Even  fainter  glances  there  the  evening  blaze. 

ITiere,  nestUng  mde  by  side,  at  twihght's  close, 

Soft  coo  the  tSling  doves,  and  then  repose. 


Inspibiso  Spuit!  thou  art  everywhere. 
The  forest  and  the  desert;  ocean's  breast; 
The  ice-peak,  where  the  condor  builds  his  neat ; 

The  plain;  the  hill;  the  vale; — thou  still  artUiOTe. 

T  is  not  alone  on  Zion*3  holy  height, 

Nor  on  Parnassus,  thou  hast  reared  thy  shrine : 
Thy  kindling  voice  and  enet^  divine 

Are  ielt  in  realms  of  old  Cimmerian  night. 

By  Volga's  princely  stream,  thy  fiery  car 
Uplitfe  the  gifted  sonl,  that  owns  thy  sway, 

Aloft,  above  the  gilded  dome  of  Tzar ;  — 

O'er  boundless  steppes  and  du^y  wilds  away, 

O'er  castled  hill,  where  reigns  the  proud  Boyar, 
Free,  moid  slaves,  he  mounts  to  meet  thy  day. 
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"What  is  that  descending  yonder  mountain  ? 

Waves  the  Aga's  crimson  flag  afar  ? 

Comes  the  Turkish  wolf  to  wage  ua  war  ? 
Or  does  shepherd  lead  his  flock  to  fbuntaiu  ? 

"  Yonder  see  the  wedding-banner  flying,  — 
Garlands  waving  in  the  maiden's  hair ;  — 
O,  how  tall  and  slender,  fresh  and  fair  1 " 

So  the  long  expectant  trdn  is  crying. 

Give  this  happy  day  aloose  to  joy ; 

Glad  the  heart  with  instrument  and  song; 

Flit,  with  maiden  dear,  in  dance  along  ; 
Let  not  care  nor  thought  your  bliss  annoy ! 

Under  slaverj^'s  cham  the  bosom  swells ;  — 

There,  the  fount  of  gentle  feeling  wells. 


Still  Spring  returns,  and  scatters  wide  it 
Tbe  lughtmgale  in  leafy  thicket  ^ngs, 


And  heaTenward  mounts  the  lark  on  quiyering 
In  flowery  pomp  the  silent  plain  reposes. 

Nature  is  still  the  same,  unchanging  ever ; 

She  brings  her  gifts  with  each  returning  year, 
And  lavish  pours  her  horn  of  plenty  here, 

By  castled  hill  and  Mlver-aheeted  river. 

Stiil  lordly  Dnieper  rolls  as  wild  and  ft^e. 

As  when  the  Polish  banner  grated  its  shore ;  — 
That  banner  waves  along  its  banks  no  more ; 

Through  isles  as  green  it  seeks  the  Pontic  sea. 
Nature  is  ever  free!  —  Why  should  the  brave 
And  noble  heart  of  Poland  sink,  —  a  slave ! 


Fresh  and  dewy  as  tlie  fabled  Hours, 
There  she  trips  along,  with  blossoms  laden. 

How  the  valley  with  her  voice  is  ringing, 
Like  the  eveniDg  songster's,  soft  and  clear  1 


a  ample  Cheskjan  lay  is  singing. 


O,  how  strong  the  love  of  countiy  glows 
In  the  peasant's  heart,  when  all  is  gon: 


King  and  state,  hia  language  left  alone, 
Bloomin"  still,  as  over  graves  the  rose. 
From  his  bosom  pours  the  etream  of  Bong, 
Full,  in  artless  melody,  along. 
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"  Nlcsto !  — no  0^  "0  mnie  ^aeai 
"  Nothing !  -  hut  thou  shinfat  in  me  with 


Still  burns  the  prophet's  fire,  as  when  of  old 
Elijab  called,  on  Cannel,  on  the  name, 
The  one  sole  name ;  and  see !  it  mounts  in  flam 

Just  on  the  limits  of  eternal  cold. 

Pure,  bright,  and  full,  it  swells ;  —  a  sacred  glow 
Rolls  o'er  the  spotless  wilderness  of  snow, 
And  floating  fl^es  of  crystal  bum  as  gems, 
■Worthy  to  shine  in  angels'  diadems : 

And  then,  in  sounding  tones,  come  thoughts  of  powi 
Full  of  sublimity  and  truth  and  awe  : 
Thunders  in  majesty  tie  unyielding  law; 

Relenting  grace  descends  in  healing  shower. 


We  feci  as  nothing  in  the  infinite ; 

We  fee!  that  infinite  witliin  our  souls, — 
Away  the  cloud  of  doubt  and  darkness  rolls ; 

Our  spirit  stand,  assured  and  &se,  in  light. 
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Not  the  trumpet  calls  to  fif;ht,  — 
Louder  calls  the  patriot  Tzar. 

Strongly  armed  witn  sword  and  right, 
We  rush  to  war. 

Treads  the  Frank  our  holy  land, 
By  the  world-invader  led ,  — 

Soon  we  make  the  ruffian  hand 
Its  gory  bed. 

Moscow's  fire,  an  altar-flame. 

Lights  us  through  a  waste  of  snow ; 

On,  through  ice,  we  chase  the  game 
With  fervid  glow. 

Louder  than  the  trutnpet'a  peal, 
lUnga  the  voice  of  patriot  Tzar ;  — 

With  fiery  hearts  and  flashing  stew, 
We  rush  to  war. 
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"  Go  forth,  and  ask  no  Messing  on  thy  eword,  — 
Go  forth,  and  rush  upon  the  turbaned  foe  ; 
Strong  be  the  hand  that  deals  the  deadly  blow ; 

That  hand  shall  scatter  wide  the  Turkish  horde. 

"  Thine  shall  be  earthly  power  and  fame ;  but  know, 
The  gates  of  Heaven  shall  ever  on  thee  close ;  — 
In  yam  for  thee  the  stream  of  mercy  floivs, 

For  thou  hast  chosen  thy  good,  thy  all,  below. 

"  Pause  on  the  field,  and  bend  thyself  in  prayer; 

Yield  reverently  unto  thy  God  and  Lord ; 

Listen  the  hopes  and  terrors  of  his  word. 
Then  thou  shaJt  fall,  —  thy  better  lot  is  there,  — 
Thy  crown  shall  be  in  Heaven."      He  knelt  and 

prayed ; 
He  marched  and  fought,  and  low  in  death  was  laid. 


For  faith  and  fame !  be  that  the 


}Ve  have  our  pride,  and  we  our  fame ;  — 


Heroes,  of  high  and  miffhty 
On  thousand  fields  of  battle  li< 
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Long  centnriea  we  in  arms  have  stood  ; 

HaTe  kept  onr  faith,  when  others  tell ; 

The  Turk  might  crush,  he  could  not  quell ;  - 
Our  covenant  we  have  sealed  in  blood. 

Our  land  is  free,  —  the  cross  alono 

Shines  o'er  our  vales,  and  crowns  our  hilb : 
The  peasant  reaps  the  soil  he  tills ; 

The  Moslem  vultures  far  have  flown. 

A^in  they  come  !  —  like  clouds  of  night. 
They  han§  along  jon  mountain's  brow. 
Rise,  Servians  1  be  heroes  now ;  — 

This  be  the  last  and  fatal  fight. 

Hark  to  the  charge  !  their  Allahu, 

It  rings,  not  ours,  —  it  rings  their  kneU. 

Eush  to  the  shock,  and,  bursting  through, 
Leave  not  a  Turk  the  tale  to  tell. 


HOU  standest  as  a  castle  on  a  rock. 
Dismantled,  dark ;  —  the  hospitable  flame 
No  longer  lights  its  halls ;  unknown  to  fame, 
The  simple  shepherd  shelters  there  his  flock. 

With  trumpetpeal  its  gilded  arches  rung ; 

Forth  from  its  gates  ijie  lordly  charapiona  rode ; 
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Bannered  and  helmed,  the  dazzling  torrent  flowed; 
On  tower  and  keep  the  royal  standard  hung. 

A  fire  has  swept  along  those  festive  haUs ; 
Broken  and  topphng,  reel  the  blackened  walls ; 

The  Toiee  of  love  and  hope  and  joy  is  gone. 
Like  funeral-flags,  the  raven  spreads  his  wings ; 
In  chambers  once  the  proud  abode  of  kings, 

Sow  dwell  the  lizard  attd  the  owl  alone. 


tpwadii.  ■ '  —  siowioD. 


Already  they  art  gu 


Vengcasce  calls  you !  quick,  be  ready ! 

Bouse  ye,  in  the  name  of  God. 
Onward,  onward  !  strong  and  steady ;  — 
Dash  to  earth  the  oppressor's  rod. 
Vengeance  caLs !  ye  brave,  ye  brave ! 
Eiae,  and  apum  the  name  oif  slave. 

Grasp  the  sword !  its  edge  is  keen : 

Seize  the  gun  !  its  ball  is  true  : 
Sweep  your  land  from  tyrants  clean,  — 
Haste,  and  scour  it  through  and  through. 
Onward,  onward  '.  —  vengeance  cries. 
Bush  to  arms,  — ■  the  tyrant  flies. 

By  the  souls  of  patriots  gone, 

Wake !  arise  I  your  fetters  break  t 
See,  Kosciuszko  bids  you  on ! 
Hark,  Sobieski  cries.  Awake  ! 

Rise,  and  front  the  despot  Czar, — 
Rise,  and  dare  the  unequal  war. 
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Vengeance  calls  you !  i^uick,  be  ready ! 

Think  of  what  your  sires  have  been, 

On-Tard,  onward  !  strong  and  steady ;  — 

Drive  the  tyrant  to  his  den. 

On,  and  let  the  watchword  be, 

Country,  home,  and  liberty! 


The  rose  now  blooms, — with  love  mv  bosom  heaves ; 

It  fades  and  withere, — sorrow  chills  my  heart: 
The  cold  rains  trickle  o'er  the  failed  leaves, — 

Tears  from  their  secret  fount  unhidden  start. 

The  dewy  mornui^  rises  fresh  and  fair,^ 
Hope  comes  again,  to  wake  my  love  anew : 

Withtlooms  of  May  the  maiden  wreathes  her  hair,— 
Joy  swells  my  heart,  as  swells  the  rose  with  dew. 

Thus  flows  the  Cheskian  son^ ;  the  song  thus  flows 
In  Servia's  vales,  on  Russia's  boundless  plains, 
By  Visla's  banks,  unfettered  or  in  chains, 

Where'er  the  pure  Slavonian  spirit  glows. 
Ages  have  rolled  away,  yet  still  remain 
The  seeds,  that  time  and  force  have  crashed  in 
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A  HOLY  feeling  leads  them  on ; 

For  God  their  swords  they  draw : 
llieir  chief,  the  fearless  champion 

OfGoU,  andofhislaw. 

Not  theirs,  the  strength  of  mortal  fight ; 

Eelipon  nerves  their  hands ; 
They  lift  their  arms  for  truth  and  right; 

For  faith,  each  warrior  stands. 

The  ardent  hymn,  the  solemn  prayer. 

Instead  of  trump  and  drum. 
Tell  to  their  enemies :  "  Beware  I  — 

The  sacred  legions  come." 

"With  brow  serene  and  steady  eye. 

Firm  foot  and  measured  tread,  — 
"  Huss ! "  burst  at  once  the  battle-cry,  — 

"  His  blood  for  truth  waa  shed." 

And  loud,  as  pealing  thunder,  breaks 

From  thousand  hearts  their  hymn  : 
Headlong  they  rush,  —  earth  'neath  them  shakes,  - 

Smoke  rolls,  — ■  the  day  is  dim. 

"  Huss  ! "  swells  the  cry,  and  Zizka's  shout 

Rings  through  the  roar  of  war. 
The  foe  recoils,  ■ —  he  breaks  in  rout 

And  scatters  wide  and  far. 

"  Glory  to  God  ! "  the  Tictory  song  ;  — 

"  Praise  him,  —  the  field  is  won. 
He  only  makes  the  warrior  strong. 

His  will  —  his  will  be  done  1" 
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HoffouDg,  Hoffaung,  immergriin."— HEUhEa, 
"Hope,  Ilope,  forever  green."' 

Dakk  before  mo  lies  my  way : 

Not  a  Wossom  by  it  springs ; 

Not  a  bird,  on  sunny  wings. 
Hovers  round,  and  tunes  his  lay. 
On  it  strelches,  wild  and  lone  : 

Chill  the  wind  is  whistling  there; 
Gone  the  light  that  early  shone ; 

Vanished  long,  the  young  and  fiur. 

As  with  heaving  heart  I  tread 

Silent  onward,  heaven  uncloses; 

Hope  descends  on  clouds  of  rosea ; 
Instant  all  my  gloom  has  fled. 
Like  an  overswcUing  river. 

Bound  her  flows  a  stream  of  light ! 
Eadiant  pinions  o'er  it  quiver; 

Countless  joys  are  there  in  flight 

But  a  moment  —  dark  again. 
Dark  and  dreary,  shuts  the  sky: 
Heavy  clouds  above  me  lie  ; 

Bound  me  clings  an  icy  chain. 
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O,  could  but  a  single  ray 

Gleam  from  cottage  lamp  or  star. 

Then,  along  my  lingering  way, 
I  could  seek  my  Iwme  alar. 

Hark  I  what  low  and  distant  note 

Softly  through  the  gloom  is  stealing? 

With  it  comes  a  voice  of  healing  j 
Sounds  of  heaven  around  me  float- 
Light,  like  vernal  dawn,  ascending. 

O'er  new-wakened  beauty  plays ; 
Flowers,  with  feathered  foliage  blending, 

Tremble  in  the  golden  blaze. 

Soon  the  soothing  voice  is  still ; 

Broods  the  silence  of  the  grave: 

O'er  me  rfiades  of  cypress  wave ; 
Darker  fears  my  bosom  fill. 
Thus  must  ever  be  my  doom ;  — 

Light  and  song  a  moment  shod; 
Then  a  cloud  of  deeper  gloom 

Rolled,  like  torrent,  o'er  my  head. 

"  Speed  thee  on ! " — in  sweetest  tone, 
Hope,  the  young  and  lovely  ever, 
Breathes,  ■—  thesong  shall  leave  me  never,  - 

"  Speed  thee  1  —  soon  thy  night  has  flown. 

All  the  light,  the  love,  the  bfiss. 
E'er  in  noliest  vision  given. 

In  a  iairer  world  tlian  this, 

Greet  thee  soon ;  —  thy  home  is  Heaven  I " 
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I'ir  glelttn,  o  Briider,  mil  frahlkhcm  Si 
ro  glide.  Obrothora!  iu  cheerful  play. 


We  speed  o'er  the  star-lighted  mirror  along, 
And  the  wood  and  the  mountain  re-echo  our  song. 
As  on,  like  the  wing  of  the  eagle,  we  sweep, 
Now  gliding,  now  wheeling,  we  ritig  o'er  the  deep. 
The  winds  whistle  keenly,  —  the  red  cheek  is  warm. 
And  there  '3  none  who  would  yield  not  his  hreast 
to  the  storm. 

The  stars  are  above  us,  so  full  and  so  bright, 

And  the  mirror  below  us  is  gemmed  with  their  light. 

Like  the  far-wheeling  hawk,  in  the  mid-au-  we  fly ; 

A  sky  is  above  us,  — below  us  a  sky. 

As  onward  we  glide  in  our  race,  we  keep  time ; 

And  clear  as  the  morning  bell  echoes  our  chime. 

By  pine-covered  rock,  and  by  willow-bound  shore, 
Breast  even  with  breast,  like  a  torrent  we  pour. 
Short,  quick  are  our  strokes,  as  we  haste  to  the  mark. 
And  shrill  is  our  cry,  as  the  trill  of  the  lark. 
The  goal  is  now  reached,  and  we  bend  us  away. 
Wide  wheeling,  or  curving  in  fanciful  play. 

How  fondly  I  loved,  when  my  life-blood  was  young,  — 
When   buoyant   my  heart,   and   my   limba   newly 

When  the  friends  of  my  childhood  were  round  me 

O'er  the  dark  lake  to  sweep  in  our  sounding  career ; 
And  high  beat  my  soul,  with  enthusiast  glow, 
As  a  clear-ringing  music  was  pealing  below. 
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We  heeded  no  danger,  —  ive  carelessly  llew 
O'er,  a  deep,  that  in  darkness  was  lost  to  our  view 
And  onward  we  rushed,  in  tlie  heat  of  our  Btrife, 
As,  o'er  danger  and  ruin,  we  hurry  through  life. 
So  we  sped  in  our  flight,  as  on  pinions  along. 
And  the  wood  and  the  mountaia  re-echoed  our  song 


THE    CHAEGE. 


The  horn  and  the  trumpet  are  ringing  afar, 

As  the  summons  to  hattlo  is  sounding; 
And  the  steed,  as  he  catches  the  simalof  war, 

In  the  pride  of  his  spirit  is  bounding. 
Shrill  it  echoes  afar,  over  hill  and  o'er  pl^n. 
And  the  wide  distant  mountains  repeat  it  j^ain ; 
And  the  shout  of  the  warrior,  and  nearer  the  song, 
Pealaloud,  as  the  glittering  hands  are  hurrying  along, 
Aa  on,  on,  on,  on,  pours  the  tide  of  fight. 
Still  aloft  floats  the  tossing  flag,  in  the  glance  of 
morning's  Ught. 

We  leap  to  our  saddles,  we  range  us  in  line. 
As  the  voice  of  the  trumpet  is  calling. 

O'er  the  crown  of  yon  ridge,  hright  their  drawn 
sabres  shine ; 
Down  its  slope,  like  a  flood,  they  are  falling, 

"  Give  the  spur,  —to  the  chaise,  —  ero  theioeman 

Rush  amain,  as  the  forest  rings  loud  with  your  cry : 
Speed  on  to  the  shock,  in  his  midway  career, — 
Tor  our  sires  still  were  first  in  fight;  they  never 

thought  of  fear ! " 
So  on,  on,  ou,  on,  o'er  the  sounding  pliun. 
To  the  wild  conflict  fierce  they  rush,  and  tcgether 
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THE  WILD  HUNTER. 


What  gloomy  shapes  are  bending, 

In  darkness,  o'er  the  j)lain  V 

The  distant  hiUs  asc«nding, 

Behold  I   they  sweep  amain. 

The  rock  and  the  forest  re-eeho  the  sound 

Of  hom  and  of  trumpet,  of  horse  and  of  hound;  — 

Hurra !   with  hom  and  hound, 

The  rocks  and  woods  resound. 

He  hurries  on  affrighted. 

The  wanderer,  through  the  gloom 
Alone  by  flashes  lighted. 
He  hurries  to  his  doom ! 
Then  it  rolls  from  afar,  like  the  ecjhoing  poal 
Of  the  storm,  and  the  mountain-tops  quiver  and 

The  quivering  mountains  reel. 
As  bursts  the  echoing  peal ! 

"  And  whither  art  thou  flying. 

Thou  wanderer,  on  thy  way  ? 
The  heavy  wind  is  sighing, 
And  see,  the  lightnm^a  play." 
"But  hark,  from  the  heart  of  the  deep-rolling  cloud, 
The  hom  of  the  hunlsman  is  rmging  aloud,  — 
From  the  deep-rolling  cloud. 
The  horn  rings  long  and  loud." 

"  And  why  so  wildly  straying  ? 

Seest  not,  on  yonder  heiglit. 

Around  the  wliite  walls  plaj-ing, 

The  mellow  evening  light?" 

"  In  terror  I  haste  from  that  caatle  away ; 

There  wiUly  the  hounds  of  the  dark  hunter.baj'.  — 


The  hounds  there  wildly  bay ; 
.    In  fear  I  hast«  away ! " 

"  Unreal  dreams  affright  thee ; 
Wild  visions  haunt  thy  soul. 
Wonldst  thou  'mid  rocks  henioht  thee, 
When  near  the  thunders  roll  ?  " 
"  llie  steeds  are  in  chase,  and  the  bay  of  the  hound. 
Keen  scenting  my  track,  is  now  peaUog  around,  — 
The  hollow  bay  cf  hound 
Peals  awfully  around !  " 

In  wild  despfur  retreating 

Before  the  gathering  host, 
Through  rock  and  forest  fleeting. 
He  mutters,  Lost !  lost !  kist  1 
Then  the  storm  bursts  above  him  with  echoing  peal ! 
And  around  him  the  troops  of  the  wildhunter  wheel, — 
As  bursts  the  echoing  peal, 
Around  they  dash  and  wheel  I 

And  swift  the  host  advancing, 

Beneath  their  thundering  tread, 
The  rocks  and  trees  are  dancing ; 
Their  blades  flash  keenly  rod. 
The  woods  bow  before  them ;  the  cliffs  crack,  and 

Their  avalanche  prone,  'mid  the  rush  and  the  roar,  — 
The  cliffs  loud  crackling  pour, 
Amirl  the  rush  and  roar  1 

How  sweetly  dawns  the  morning ! 

The  fearful  night  is  gone. 
Ton  chapel  bell  ita  warning 
Rings  fajntlv  all  alone. 
On  the  breeze,  as  it  curls  over  meadow  and  lake, 
Breathes  the  voice  of  the  bird  from  her  neat  in  the 

And,  floating  far  awaj', 

Welcomes  me  peaceful  day  I  .,  . 


THE  HOTITER   DEATH. 


O'er  vale,  o'er  hill,  I  speed  away, 

Aud  pause  not,  rest  not,  tlirougi  the  long,  long 

My  string  is  of  sinew,  my  how  is  Jong, 
And  sharp  ia  my  arrow,  my  arm  is  strong : 
I  point  my  shaft  with  deadly  aim ; 
It  whizzes,  pierces,  —  then  it  hums  like  flame. 

And  I  haye  a  carabine  slung  on  my  hack,  — 
It  rings  through  the  forest  with  startling  crack ; 
Like  thunder-crash  it  echoes  round, 
And,  jarring,  quivering,  'neath  it  shakes  the  ground. 

Andsureis  the  foot  of  my  coal-black  steed; 
Ever  onward  he  rushes  witl  lightning  speed : 
He  snuffs  in  every  wind  the  prey, 
Then,  high  exulting,  wildly  bursts  away. 

And  keen  is  the  scent  of  my  well-tmned  pack ; 
Through  wood  and  through  thicket  they  keep  the 

The  game  his  subtlest  art  may  try,  — 

It  aids  not,  boots  not,  quick  the  hounds  are  by. 

I  sound  on  mv  clanging  horn  his  knell, 

And  fiercely  they  answer  with  howl  and  yell : 

They  plunge  through  swamp,  they  dash  through 

flood. 
Yet  wilder  rages,  hot,  then-  thirst  for  blood. 
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One  hound  is  jet-Hack,  and  T  call  him  War  ; 
And  his  strong  limbs  are  spotted  with  wound  and 

His  eye  is  red,  like  coal  its  fire, 

And  ever  sleepless  bums  his  demon  ire. 

Another  close  follows  with  hoarser  din. 
Coarse-featured  and  sha^y,  —  I  call  him  Sin ; 
Bloodshot  his  eye,  — his  Soth  is  blue. 
And  drips  its  venom  thick,  Uke  poison  dew. 

Another  is  sallow,  and  gaunt  of  limb ; 
His  lips  are  pale,  and  his  eye  is  dim : 
I  call  him  Famine,  —  but  he  is  strong. 
And  swift,  yet  silent,  sweeps,  like  night,  along. 

So  with  twanging  bow,  and  with  clanging  horn. 

To  dusfc  of  night,  from  break  of  morn. 

On  coal-black  steed,  I  speed  away. 

And  pause  not,  rest  not,  through  the  long,  long  day. 


THE    BAED. 
"  Wm  hBr>  kh  drauBBen  Tor  dcm  Thor."  —  GoH 

The  bard  ats  lonely  in  the  hall, 
His  cherished  liarp  beside  him. 

From  friend  so  dear,  whate'er  befall, 
No  moment  can  divide  him. 

Erect  and  calm,  he  sits  alone, — - 

The  only  friend  he.  feels  his  own, 
His  cherished  harp  beside  him. 

A  pageant  throng  now  fills  the  hall  :- 
There  beauty  darta  her  glances. 

And  mingled  voices  joyous  call 
For  song  and  wine  and  dances. 


i„  Google 


TETJTONIA. 


He  sits  apart  ftom  all  tie  tram,  - 

The  song  and  dance  inrite  in  va: 

Unfelt  are  beauty's  glances. 


Where  hoaiy  eld  liea  dark  and  dim, 

A  living  spirit  takes  him. 
Unbidden  to  bfe's  banquet,  he 
Wide  wanders,  all  alone,  yet  free, 

As  ancient  glwy  wakes  liim. 

The  song  is  swelling  in  the  hall, 
Loud  music  clangs  around  bim. 

When  quick,  as  touched  by  lightning,  fall 
The  chains  that  silent  bound  him. 

He  throws  his  hand  athwart  his  strings; 

A  clear,  sweet  t<nie,  preluding,  rings ; 
His  Genius  hovera  round  him. 

The  son?  is  hushed ;  the  clang  is  still ; 

Spell-bound,  they  pause  to  hear  him : 
He  bends  and  sways  their  hearts  at  will ; 

Entranced  they  gather  near  him : 
Full-toned,  yet  soft,  his  measures  roll ; 
They  fill  with  deep  delight  the  soul : 

T'aey  cannot  choose  mit  hear  him. 


He  wakes  his  magic  harp  no  more; 

Its  tones  stjll  hover  o'er  them. 
Away  he  wanders,  sad  and  lone,  — 
Still  ats  he  there,  as  on  a  throne, 

Erect  and  calm,  before  them. 
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THE  BOATMAN. 

OuK  oars  keep  time 

In  merry  chime, 
As  light  we  pull  to  the  shore. 

By  ffreenwood  tree 

liyWelsee,— 
So  heave !  for  our  voyage  'm  o'er. 

The  golden  day 

NowTaclea  away. 
And  red  uprises  the  moon 

The  water-flake, 

Along  our  wake, 
Is  lost  in  darkness  soon. 

And  west,  afar. 

The  evening  star 
Looks  over  the  curling  lake  | 

And  hark !  my  ear  — 

The  shore  is  near  — 
Can  hear  the  ripples  break. 

The  window-light 

Now  greets  my  sight,  — 
My  wife  is  waiting  there. 

Along  the  strand 

I  see  them  stand, 
My  boys,  so  gentle  and  fair. 

So  pull  away ;  — 

I  hear  them  say, 
"  See !  yonder,  father  has  come. 

The  window  is  bright,  — 

A  happy  night 
There  11  be  in  the  boatman's  home.       , 
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We  keep  afar  the  wintry  night, 


And  drive  away  the  si 


We  sit  securely  by  the  fire, 
And  sparkling  glasses  filL 

And  ever  as  the  hollow  wind 

Howla  through  the  moaning  trees. 
Strange  feelings  on  the  boding  heai^ 

With  sudden  chillness  seize ; 
But  brightly  blazes  then  the  hearth, 

And  freely  flows  the  wine ; 
And  laugh  of  glee,  and  song  of  mirth. 

Then  wreathe  their  merry  twine. 

We  think  not  how  the  dashing  sleet 

Beats  on  the  crusted  pane ; 
We  care  not  though  the  drifting  snow 

Whirls  o'er  the  heath  amain : 
But  haply,  while  our  hearts  are  bright, 

Far  struM;ling  through  the  waste, 
Some  traveller  seeks  our  window's  light, 

With  long  and  fruitless  haste. 

Hark  his  halloo  1  —  we  leave  the  fire, 

And  hurry  forth  to  save : 
A  short  halthour,  and  he  had  found, 

Beneath  the  snow,  a  grave- 
Pile  on  the  wood,  —  feed  high  the  flame,  — 

Bring  forth  our  choiceat  store  1 
The  traveller's  heart  grows  warm  again ; 

His  spirit  droops  no  more. 
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The  evening  star  is  sparkling  bright, 

And  in  darkness  fades  tlie  rosy  light  i 

How  sweetly  sliines  that  evening  star, 

BrigbMwinkling  o'er  tlie  hills  irfar  1 

The  last  expiring  gleam  of  day, 

The  mellow  twilight,  steals  away ; 

But  soon,  with  full  and  silver  light, 

The  moon  walks  forth  and  cheers  the  night. 

What  softer  feelings  through  my  soul. 
What  tender,  sweet  emotions  •oU ! 
Though  the  light  of  day  is  gone,  is  gone. 
My  love  still  bums  as  brightly  on : 
And  beneath  the  moon  I  rove  along. 
And  low  I  hum  my  own  dear  song ; 
Away  't  is  floating  on  the  air,  — 
0,  will  it  reach  my  fair,  my  fair  ? 


O  THE  days  of  blooming  youth  are  gone  1 
How  swift  tlie  years  are  hasting  on  I 
My  eye  has  lost  its  lustre  biight ;  _ 
My  flowing  locks  are  thin  and  white. 
The  bllssfii  moments  would  not  stay; 
like  dreams,  they  glided  quick  away ; 
But  stiU  in  memory  they  remain  ;^ 
Those  happy  hours  are  young  ag^n. 

And  oh !  may  they  be  ever  there. 
As  dear  to  me,  as  sweet  and  fair ; 
And  even  till  life's  last  sand  is  run, 
0  may  they  flow  as  brightly  on  I 
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My  eye  grows  dim ;  my  pulse  beata  still ; 
Life's  winter  waxes  dark  and  uhill : 
But  still  youth's  dreams  are  fresh  and  bright ; 
Sdll  bums  as  pure  love's  holy  light. 


O,  HOW  softly  sweet  the  song  is  flowing, 
Softly  flowing  through  the  mellow  an. 

Kind  refitshment  on  my  heart  bestowing, 
Waking  thoughts  that  long  had  slumbered  there  1 

Then  fond  memory  sweetly  loves  to  bring  me 
Scenes  that  still  forgotten  long  had  lain  ; 

Youth's  emotions,  bright  and  joyous,  wing  me 
Lightly  to  the  heaven  of  love  again. 

And  its  earliest  blossoms  have  not  faded ;  — 

Still  they  fill  around  the  sunny  a,a ; 
And  with  bower  of  heavenly  rose  is  shaded 

Still  the  spring  of  joy  that  bubbles  there. 

O,  when  softly  sweet  the  song  is  flowing, 
Ever  glides  from  me  my  spirit's  chain  ! 

Then  I  mount,  with  youth's  first  passion  glowing^ 
Lightly  to  the  heaven  of  love  again. 


The  night  is  dark ;  the  hollow  wind 
Is  breatlung  taint  and  low : 

Though  loth  to  leave  my  love  behind. 
Perforce  away  I  go. 
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No  window-light,  to  lead  me  o'er 
The  heath,  that  spreads  afar. 

Though  dark  the  night,  a  darker  shade 
Hajigs  heavy  round  my  heart. 

How  deep  it  sank,  as  cold  she  said 
Those  bitter  words ;  "  We  part  1 " 

"  We  part,  and,  ay,  for  ever  too : 
My  love  for  thee  has  gone." 

I  turned,  and  bade  no  last  adieu 
But  wildly  hurried  on. 


Away  O  er  mouuvain  aiiu  o  er  moi 
Though  coid  the  gusty  wind : 

No  light  to  cheer  me  on  before,  — 
Hope,  love,  all  left  behind  I 


0  COME,  loved  Spirit,  come  to  me  I 
My  heart,  my  heart,  invoketh  thee. 
Though  dark  and  cheerless  broods  my  night, 
Thy  presence  fills  it  all  with  light. 

O  come,  loved  Spirit,  gently  come  1 
0  make  beside  my  heart  thy  home  I 
Look  on  me  with  endearing  smile,  — 
That  look  shall  all  my  woea  beguile. 

O  be  thou  ever,  ever  nigh ! 
Bend  on  me  thy  complacent  eye : 
Then  shall  my  heart  swell  up  to  thee, 
My  soul  be  large,  my  spiiit  free. 
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Bear  me  away,  through  sun  and  star, 
To  worlds  of  softest  light  afar ; 
Tiien  bid  my  wearied  eyelids  close, 
Oa  pillowed  flowers,  in  "blest  repose, 


VIIL 

Wife  !  1  am  dying,  — 
Life  is  departing ; 
Soon  I  must  leave  thee, 

Soon  i  am  gone. 
O,  wilt  thou  weep  me 
When  I  have  left  thee  ? 
O,  wilt  thou  weep  me 

When  I  am  gone  ? 

If  I  have  ever 

Wronged  thee  or  grieved  thee, 

O  now  foi^ve  me. 

Ere  I  am  gone  ! 
Sadly  1  rue  It,— 
Thou  wilt  forget  it ; 
O  then  foi^vo  me. 

Ere  I  am  gone  I 

Darkness  is  round  me, — 
Dimly  I  see  thee  ; 
Life  19  just  closing,  — 

Soon  I  am  gone. 
O,  thou  wilt  weep  me. 
Truly  wilt  weep  me,  — 
Yes,  thou  wilt  weep  me, 

Wien  I  am  gone  1 
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The  evening  star  now  sparkles  bright ; 

Full  shines  the  rising  moon  ; 
And  fleetly  fades  the  rosy  light 

Around  Uie  horizon . 
The  bosom  swells  with  holy  ioy; 

The  heart  heats  soft  and  low : 
No  longer  care  and  pain  annoy; 

Unchecked  the  feelings  flow. 

The  meadow  brook  now  dances  light, 

Its  wave  shines  silver-clear  ; 
The  stars  are  dancing  strangely  bright, 

Aloiw  yon  aaure  sphere. 
The  nightingale  her  melody 

Trills  lightly  from  the  brake ; 
And  trembling  floats,  in  harmony, 

The  moonbeam  on  the  lake. 

The  lovelorn  maiden  listens  long, 

As  trills  the  melody : 
Her  tender  bosom  feels  it  strong ; 

Her  tears  are  flowing  free. 
She  fondly  thinks  her  kiver  then 

Is  serenading  nigh ; 
And  sadly  sweet  in  dreams  agiun 

She  sees  hun  standing  by. 

O,  evening  is  the  lime  for  me  I 

Be  thine  the  gairish  day ; 
My  spirit  is  so  fSl  and  free, 


As  lades  the  light  away  1 

My  bosom  swells  with  holy  joy ; 

Mv  heart  beats  sofl^  and  low 


And  fondly  then,  without  annoy, 
My  gentler  feelings  flow. 


..Coot^lc 


AWAKE,  MY  LYRE. 

AiVAKE,  my  lyre,  awake  ! 

BrealJie  aloud  the  t-Wal  strain  | 
From  thy  heavy  slumber  break ; 

Wake  to  life  and  joy  again. 

Hark !  how  on  thy  trembling  strinM 
Songs  of  hope  and  love  rebound  [ 

Brushed  as  by  am  angel'a  wings. 
How  the  vocal  chords  resound  I 

Now  thy  long,  deep  sleep  has  flown ; 

Spirit  bums  along  thy  wire  : 
How  the  swelling  peals  roll  on. 

Full,  instinct  with  living  fire. 

O,  be  silent  nevermore  I 
Soar  to  day's  eternal  blue ; 

Through  the  solemn  midnight  pour 
Notes  that  fall  like  starry  dew. 

As  on  eagle's  pinions,  take 

High  to  heaven  thy  sweep  again ; 
Light  and  music  o'er  us  shake, 

Like  a  shower  of  golden  rain. 
Awake,  mj  lyre,  awake  1 

Breathe  aloud  the  choral  strain. 


BUSTING   SONG. 

0,  SEE  how  the  red-deer  boundeth, 
As  he  hears  the  horn  in  the  morning  I 

He  leaps,  as  the  blast  resoundeth, 
In  his  flight  the  hunter  scorning. 
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And  away,  away,  0,  away, 

He  fleets  through  the  forest  drear : 
T  is  more  wild  freedom's  play, 

Than  the  hurried  speed  of  fear. 
He  leaps,  as  the  blast  resoundeth. 

In  his  ilight  the  hunter  scorning ; 
And  away,  away  lie  boutideth. 

As  lie  hears  the  horn  in  the  morning. 
Then  oho !  oho !  oho ! 
Away  to  chase  the  deer ! 

Oho !  oho !  oho ! 
The  free,  the  free  are  here. 

And  on,  through  the  forest  fleeting, 
He  hies  to  the  rock-built  fountain, 
^nd  hears  but  the  echo  retreating 

To  the  dells  and  glens  of  the  mountain. 
He  stands  by  the  welcome  spring. 

And  looks  in  the  mirror  below,  — 
When  hark !  through  the  green-wood  rinj 

The  horn  and  the  loud  oho  ] 
He  leaps,  as  tie  blast  resoundeth. 

In  his  flight  the  hunter  scorning ; 
And  away,  away  he  boundeth. 
As  he  hears  the  horn  in  the  ijioming. 
Then  oho !  oho !  olio  ! 
Away  to  chase  the  deer ! 

Oho  I  oho  !  oho ! 
The  free,  the  free  are  here. 


0,  WHEN  Memory  brings  her  light. 

And  sweetly  calls  me  home, 
Swifter  than  the  swallow's  flight, 

Bright  viMons  to  me  come. 

Coot^lc 


Such  fond  Memory  brings 

On  hel-  golden  wings,  — 

0,  she  brings  them  with  her  light, 

And  sweetly  calls  me  home. 

Visions,  Teilcd  in  roseate  light^ 

.Then  gently  round  me  throng; 
So^t  tones  of  young  delight, 
Sweet  tones,  foigotten  long. 
Melt  into  my  soul. 
While  with  blest  control, 
Hopes  and  fancies,  starry  bright, 
Slingle  in  the  song. 

Memoir,  be  thou  ever  near, 

To  glad  me  on  my  way : 
Thy  Ijght  to  greet,  thy  voice  to  hear, 
O,  i  woulcT fbndly  stay. 
Days  that  knew  no  shade, 
Ah  !  they  never  fade,  — - 
Beams  from  Heaven's  eternal  year 
Stjll  lightly  o'er  them  play. 


THE  GERMAN   EmGEANT'S    SONG. 

Deutschlakd,  our  good  Fatherland  ! 
Where  grows  the  vine,  along  the  Rhino ; 
here  far  the  Alpine  summits  stand. 
And  o'er  the  free-born  Switzer  shine ; 
.,  here  bright  th_y  southern  summer  glows, 
Thy  northern  wmter  sleeps  in  snows : 
Thy  pine-clad  hills,  thv  heaths  of  sand. 


All"  linked  by  Union's  gold eri 
Thou  art  our  fathers'  Fatherland. 
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0  Deutschland,  blue-eyed  Herman's  home  I 

Thou,  earhest  free,  thy  liberty 
Hast  sent  where'er  the  baxon  roam ; 

Earth's  new-born  freedom  sprang  trom  thee. 
First  o'er  thy  woods  it  dawned,  nor  yet 
Has  there  its  pure  effulgence  set ; 

On  to  tbe  west  still  rolls  the  day, 

O'er  ocean  holds  its  heavenward  wjy ; 

Its  Fatherland,  still  thou  for  aye. 

My  Country !  Home,  where  first  I  heard. 
Full,  deep,  and  strong,  the  patriot  song,  — 

First  learned  to  lisp  the  sacred  word. 
As  pealed  the  bells  thy  vales  along,  — 

Still  with  thee  feith  and  honor  dwell; 

The  oath  we  swear,  we  keep  it  well : 
Nor  needs  our  faith  so  strong  a  token ; 
A  grasp  of  hand,  a  pledge  just  spoken, 
Sure  as  our  hearts,  is  never  broken. 

O  Deutschland,  our  own  Fatherland ! 
Though  distant  far,  thou,  like  a  star, 

Beamest  on  us  from  the  Fri^an  strand ; 
Our  hearts,  our  loves,  still  centre  there : 

Still  we  behold  the  purpling  vine. 

Full  clustered,  crown  the  noble  Rhine. 
O.  may  thy  sons,  by  valor  manned. 
With  earnest  soul,  and  strenuous  hand, 
Strike  for  thee,  sacred  Fatherland ! 


THE   HAEPEE. 

Tbe  harper  once  in  Tara's  halls 
Rung  loud  the  martial  strain  ; 

Nor  were  those  full  and  stirring  not£S 
Struck  by  his  hand  in  t^. 
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They  roused  the  sons  of  Erin,  far 
.    To  drive  the  invadlnc  ioe ; 
They  fired  the  heart,  they  nerved  the  hand, 
To  deal  the  avenging  blow. 

In  vest  of  green,  the  harper  sat 

Beside  the  royal  throne ; 
The  golden  chain,  that  slung  his  harp, 

In  pride  around  him  thrown. 
"Wide  through  the  halls  his  music  rang. 

And  warriors  leaped  to  hear ; 
Drew  the  bright  sword,  ■and  shook  it  high. 

And  tossed  the  beamy  spear. 

But  Tara's  halls  are  seen  no  more ; 

In  ruin  low  they  lie ; 
The  green  turf  o'er  them  weaves  its  sod, 

The  weeds  there  mantle  high ; 
And  Erin's  sons  no  longer  leap 

To  hear  their  harp's  wild  tone ; 
The  light,  that  o'er  their  country  shed 

Its  beams  from  Heaven,  has  flown. 

And  sadly  now  the  harper  wends 

To  other  realms  his  way : 
He  seeks  a  freer,  happier  land. 

Where  Britons  bear  no  sway. 
Then  welcome  here,  with  generous  cheer. 

The  minstrel  wandering  lone ; 
And  let  us  ever  hold  him  dear, 

And  prize  him  as  otu-  own. 


That  strain  o'  music  greets  my  ear, 
Like  joys  o'  days  departed, 

IVhen  ilka  momin'  dawn'd  sae  fair. 
An'  faud  me  lightsome-hearted : 
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It  tells  o'  loves  that  ance  I  knew, 
0'  een  that  shone  sac  clearly. 

An'  ah !  it  ininds  me  o'  the  voice 
0'  her  I  loe'd  sae  dearly. 

It  minds  me  o'  the  welcome,  when 

I  met  her  aft  at  gloamin ; 
It  minds  me  o'  the  sweet  fareweel. 

When  we  had  lang  been  roamin'. 
It  is  her  sang,  —  I  ken  it  true  ; 

Nae  ither  voice  could  breathe  it; 
Name  wi'  sic  artless  mdody, 

Sae  woodland  wild,  eawreath  it. 

Flow  gently  on,  thou  sweetest  strain ; 

MyTieart  is  fiun  to  hear  thee ; 
My  loves  I  Ul  never  know  again ; 

They  dwell  in  heav'n  a'  near  thee. 
An'  yet  the  hopes  o'  ither  daj-s 

Dawn,  as  thou  brcathest  round  me ; 
My  spirit  bursts  to  light  an'  life, 

Frae  sorrow's  chain  that  bound  me. 

ThoH  st«alest  to  my  inmost  soul. 

An'  charm'st  awa  my  sadness ; 
The  clouds,  that  heavy  round  me  roll, 

Now  breat,  an'  a'  is  gladness. 
O  fly  na'  yet !  wi'  lang  delay. 

Stilt  fondly  linger  near  me  ; 
Blest  voice  o'  joy  an'  comfort,  stay  I 

I'll  never  tire  to  hear  thee. 


kn'  hae  ye  heard  the  bonnie  birds. 
That  sing  sae  sweet  i'  the  birken  shaw  ? 

0  ye  may  tell  o'  j-our  nif-htingales,  — 
Thae  bonnie  birds  outsing  them  a'. 
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An'  yc  may  tell  o'  the  minstrels  too, 

Wha  tune  their  harps  in  Lower  an'  ha',  — 

I  better  loe  the  bonnie  birdG, 
That  sing  sae  sweet  i'  the  birken  shaw. 

Nae  cushat  ever  safter  croods, 

Amang  the  woods,  her  dyin'  fa', 
Nae  lav'rock  louder  liils  at  mom. 

When  mountin'  high  to  heayen's  ha'. 
Nae  gloamin  win'  aye  sighs  sae  low 

'Mang  autumn  leaves  in  birken  shaw ; 
Na«  pibroch  'mang  the  mountains  rings 

Wi"  fii'er  swell  its  gatlerin'  ca'. 

An'  wha  can  be  the  bonnie  birds, 

That  sing  sae  sweet  i'  the  birken  shaw  ? 
Twa  bonnie  lasses  be  thae  birds, 

An'  they  mi^ht  ang  in  palace  ha' ; 
Ae  bonnie  lassie  sings  sae  sweet, 

Te  feel  the  tears  unbidden  fa' ; 
But  tither  starts  ye  to  your  feet. 

An'  stirs  ye  high,  she  sings  sae  braw. 


THE    SPIKITS'     LULLABY. 


We  sink  in  soft  repose ; 
While  the  cool  winds  ^h, 
And  the  rivulet  nigh 
In  mellow  musie  flows. 
Then,  as  in  dreams  we  float  in  light  along. 
Sweet  round  us  breathes  from  Heaven  a  craille  song : 
Slumber !  siumber !    Anjrels  watch  jou  nigh. 
Slumber !  slumber !    Spirits,  gathering  by. 
Sing  their  lullaby. 
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Hushed  to  alumber  deep, 
Softly  then  we  sleep, 
And  happy  is  our  dream: 
Forms  of  beauty  rare 
Float  along  the  air; 
Their  eyes  how  kindly  beam. 
Then,  as  we  listen,  harps  around  us  play ; 
Gientlest  of  voices  bid  us  come  away : 
Hither,  hither,  where  the  heavens  are  bright, - 
Hither,  hither,  to  this  world  of  light,  — 

Hither  take  your  flight- 


SorxLT  flow,  thou  gentle  river, 

Through  the  vale  where  dwells  my  lore : 
Tell  her,  1  am  constant  ever ; 

Naught  from  her  my  heart  can  more. 
Bear  this  rose-leaf  on  thy  bosom, 

Image  of  my  constancy ; 
Waft  it  safely  to  her  cottage ; 

TeU  her  it  was  sent  by  me. 

She  will  fondly  stoop  to  gather 

From  thy  wave  the  welcome  leaf; 
Press  it  to  her  lips,  and  smother 

Lightly  so  her  swelling  grief. 
Murmur  faintly,  as  she  takes  it : 

"  Faithful  lover  sent  it  thee  ; 
Be  the  treasure  to  thee  ever 

Image  of  his  constancy," 


Okce  1  saw,  in  pride  of  beauty. 

Full  unveiled,  a  golden  flower; 
Sweetest  perfiime  towed  around  it : 

It  was  evening's  winning  hour. 
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I  approached  the  splendid  blossom, 
Kiaaed  its  bosom,  sotlly  swelling  ; 

But  no  odors  breathed  around  it, 

Though  it  seemed  their  cliosen  dwelling. 

By  this  blossom  bloomed  unseen, 
Low  in  shade,  a  milder  flower ; 

Pale  its  eheek  and  wet  its  eye. 
Bathed  in  eveniog's  dewy  shower. 


Thenee  the  sweets  that  filled  the  a 
To  that  gentle  flower  1  dung,  — 
Pale,  yet  seemed  it  more  than  fair. 


XX. 

Once,  in  the  heart  of  a  desert, 

Blossomed  a  rose-bush  unseen : 
Onjy  the  sands  were  around  it ; 

Naught  but  its  leaf  was  there  green. 
Ever,  at  evening  and  morning, 

TriL'kled  its  flowers  with  dew  ; 
And  then,  in  light  circles,  round  it 

Fondly  a  nightingale  flew. 

Over  the  sands  strayed  a  pilgrim. 

Lost  in  the  midst  of  the  wild, 
When  on  his  taint  eye,  at  evening, 

Sweetly  the  rose-blossom  smiled : 
Sweetly  the  nightingale  wooed  him, 

Under  its  shade  to  repose ; 
There  his  song  charmed  him  to  slumber, 

Wet  by  the  dew  of  the  rose. 

Freshly  he  rose  in  the  morning, 
Dug  in  the  sand  by  the  flower. 
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And  a  bright  fountain  up-sparkled, 
Welling  with  bubbling  sGower : 

Over  the  sands  as  it  murmured. 
Green  sprun"  the  grass  by  its  side ; 

^Round  it  ft  garden  soon  blossomed, 
Fed  by  its  life-giving  tide. 

There,  too,  a  wild  vine  up-started  j 

Under  its  shelter  he  dwelt : 
Momin"  and  evening,  yet  ever 

Low  by  the  rose-bush  he  knelt. 
So  in  the  far  waste,  forgotten. 

Still  flowed  his  pure  Ufe  along, 
Soothed  by  the  roae-blossora's  ih^rance 

Charmed  by  the  nightingale's  song. 


When  the  violet  blows, 
Light  the  swallow  plumes  his  wings. 
Sweet  the  earliest  robin  sings ; 

Something  dearer  brings  the  rose. 

Fairer  forms  are  nigh, 
When  the  rose  is  full  and  bright : 
Ever  shapes  of  softest  light 

Then  in  glancing  flight  go  by. 

From  what  clime  are  they  ? 
From  the  wakened  heart  they  rise, 
Bright  as  hues  of  orient  skies :  — 

Soon  the  viaon  flies  away. 
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THE    SISTER    SPIRITS. 

A    CANTATA. 


I  IN  the  morning  flutter 
Over  the  dew-lit  flowers, 

Light  in  the  moruing  flutter 
Around  the  rosy  bowers. 

Gay  as  the  mavis  singing 
Among  the  dew-lit  flowers. 

You  hear  my  tlear  voiee  ringing 
Out  of  the  rosy  bowers, 
Out  of  the  rosy  bowers. 
Around  the  rosy  bowers,  — 

Tou  hear  my  clear  voice  ringing 
Around  the  rosy  bowers. 


J,  when  the  night  is  still. 

Over  the  ocean  glide, 
Or  round  the  silent  hill. 

Upon  the  moonbeam  ride. 
When  all  is  dark  and  lone. 

From  deep  and  winding  dell 
Tou  hear  my  magic  tone. 

Like  the  distant  mermaid's  shell. 
From  winding  dell 
You  hear  it  swell. 

Far,  then  near,  like  the  mermaid's  shell. 


Floating  in  light  along, 
Dancing  at  night  with  the  fairies, 
Joining  the  lark  in  his  song. 
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THE   SISTER   SPUUTS. 

We  come  and  go, 

Like  the  sea  in  its  flow, 

And  Goft  as  the  snow, 
As  it-falls  on  the  river, 

Steal  to  the  heart, 
And  are  gone  for  ever. 
Sister  spirits  are  we, 

From  the  heaven  of  song  descending ; 
Our  feelings  and  tones  agree, 
In  harmony  ever  blending. 


When  o'er  the  hills  the  dawn  is  stealing. 
Hark  to  my  trill  of  joyous  feeling. 


When  the  bright  moon  is  rollii^  on. 

Hear  my  deep  shell  on  the  silvered  bay, 
Hear  my  deep  shell  on  the  alvered  bay. 


Hark  to  my  trill  of  joyous  feeling, 

Like  the  young  lart's,' '"  ^  gladness  -wheeling. 

SECOSD  VOICE. 

List  to  my  song  as  it  dies  away. 
List  lo  my  song  as  it  bursts  again, 
Loud  as  the  trump  on  the  battle-plain ; 

Now,  like  the  mountain  horn, 
Clanging  through  wood  and  dell, 
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Far  on  the  echoes  home, — 

O,  hark  to  its  rolling  bwelll 
Careering,  tareering  alar, 

It  pours  tike  a  tkKxi  from  the  height, 
Anawers  from  crag  and  sear, 

Then  breathes  Uke  the  -whisper  of  night. 


Merrily,  merrily  ringing, 

My  clear  voice  wakens  the  grove, 
Clear  as  the  woodman's,  singing 

The  song  of  his  happy  love. 
Like  bees  on  the  purple  heather, 

When  summer  is  still  and  bright, 
My  tones,  light  hovering,  gather 

New  sweets  in  their  airy  flight. 

Mine  is  the  spell  of  power. 
Mine  is  the  charm  of  feeling. 
Bight  is  my  chosen  hour. 
Mine  is  the  cheerful  day. 


Each  to  the  heart  appealing. 

We  rule  with  a,  magic  sway, 

And  willing  spirits  obey 
The  sweet  influence  over  them  stealing, 

Winningly  thus  our  tones  combine. 
Like  the  lily  and  rose  in  perfect  twine. 
A  moment  we  hover,  then  take  our  ffeht: 
Good  night  to  you  all  1  Good  night  I  Good  n 


CLASSIC    MELODIES. 


leading  cteBsee  rfiocL^nc  masnrea ;  lamelj,  ths  ttactjlic  (BI^m), 

Tbe  drat  1  tum  ndspteil,  nftar  the  muuMT  or  TjrCeiu,  to  the 
FalrloUc  Elegy:  Uu  IimUc  proper  (TilmstarJ,  lo  BBattJect  not 
ImBnitBd  to  its  Cnghi  ctauseMr ;  the  AneeiwDtlo.  to  its  not  Inap- 
propriate purpose,  u  4  IHtiijnnibio,     The  Anapeatlo  has  the 

The  Trochaic  I  have  adapted  Hi  the  seaUmenbl ;  in  the  longer 
lines  (Tetrameter),  to  the  more  lender  and  pathetic ;  In  the 
shorter  (Dimeter),  to  the  lighter  and  more  eihilerant     Mere,  too, 

complete  or  fncaniplete  (Aistsleetle  or  CAtaleeUe) ;  in  the  firmer 

I  hare  aimed  at  dasalo  hnagerr  and  sentiment  in  sll  these  idecea, 
except  tJie  first  Troohaia,  the  charaoter  of  whieb  is  rattler  modem ; 
hot  Booh  is  the  dnmhiiint  inQoence  of  the  ^uhjectlre  In  modem 
poetry,  tliat  1  am  conscions  I  hare  not  Attained,  as  veil  as  1  coold 


ELEGIAC. 

0,  IT  is  great  for  our  country  to  die,  where  ranka 
are  contending ! 
Bright  is  the  wreatli  of  our  fame ;  Glory  awaifa 
us  for  aye,  — 
GIoTj',  that  never  is  dim,  shining  on  with  a  light 

Glory,  that  never  "shall  fade,  never,   O,  never 

O,  it  L9  sweet  for  our  country  to  die !     How  softly 
reposes 
Warrior  youth  on  his  bier,  wet  by  the  tears  of 
his  love, 
Wet  by  ft  mother's  warm  tears.     They  crown  him 
with  garlands  of  roses. 
Weep,  and  then  joyously  turn,  bright  where  he 
triumphs  above. 
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Not  to  the  shades  shall  the  youth  desoend,  who  for 
.    countiy  hath  perished ; 
Hebe  awaits  him  in  heaven,  welcomes  him  there 
with  her  smile; 
There,  at  the  banquet  divine,  the  patriot  spirit  ia 
cherished ; 
Gods  love  the  young,  who  ascend  pure  from  the 
fmieral  pile. 


But  on  Olympian  heights  shall  dwell  the  devoted 


O,  then,  how  great  for  our  country  to  die,  in  the 
front  rank  to  perish, 
Firm  with  our  breast  to  the  foe,  victory's  shout 

Long  they  our  statues  shall  crown,  in  songs  our 
memory  cherish ; 
We  shall  look  forth  from  our  heaven,  pleased  the 
sweet  music  to  hear. 


IAMBIC. 

Mr  heart  is  aad,  my  hope  is  gone,  my  light  has 
fled; 
I  sit  and  mourn,  in  silent  grief,  the  lingering  day. 
Ah  1  never  more  he  comes,  my  love  ;  among  the 

O  far,  O  fer,  his  fleeting  shade  has  flown  away  ! 
Far  o'er  the  dark  and  dismal  wave,  whence  no  re- 
in deepest  night  he  wanders  now,  a  shape  of  air : 


He  hears  me  not,  —hears  not  the  sighs,  with  love 
that  hum ; 
I  see  no  more  that  form,  so  bright,  m  young  and 

O,  bright  and  fair,  as  shapes  that  oft  from  Heaven 
descend, 
And  on  Parnassus  stand  before  the  aettiog  sun  1 
Bright,  when  he  moi  ed  in  'ihining  ai-ms,  home  to 
defend ; 
Bright,  when,  a  champion  strong  the  eager  race 
he  run : 

0  fiiir,  as  rose  and  lilj  fair,  when  thej  entwine. 

In   asphodelian   meads,   their   wreath  of  vii^n 
bioom ! 
His  heart  was  kind  as  brave    O  he  was  doubly  mine  I 
But  now  I  only  weep  beside  his  early  tomb. 

Death,  with  inverted  torch,  the  young  and  gentle 
death. 
Weeps  o'er  hira  now,  and  mourns  the  plucked 
and  withered  flower : 
All  bloom  must  fade ;  —  the  south-wind  breathes  ila 
withering  breath. 
And  the   eleaiQilowing  north   sweeps   on,  with 
blasting  power. 

1  too  must  soon  be  gone  ;  in  grief  I  glide  away : 

Ihe  rose  has  left  my  cheek ;  my  eye  looks  dun 
through  tears. 
Come,  gentle  death !  herewith  the  youth  in  silence  lay 
My  form,  ere  it  has  felt  the  icy  touch  of  years. 


ANACREONTIC. 


.„  Coot^lc 
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The  nectar  sparkles  brightly, 
With  light  from  love's  full  quiver 

Come,  drain  it,  drain  it  lightlj', 
And  shout :  lo  for  ever! 

With  wreathen  ivy  erowm  me, 

Dark-ejed  .Jlolian  maiden  1 
In  sweet  oblivion  drown  me. 

Till  deep  with  joy  o'erladen. 
I  sink  in  blissful  slumber. 

And  dream  of  love  and  Zoe ; 
Till,  at  some  merry  number, 

I  wake,  and  shout :  Kvoe ! 

I  seize  my  lyre,  —loud  ringing. 

It  bounds  beneath  my  fingera : 
To  franlJc  dances  Bpringing, 

What  heart  so  cold  it  Angers  ? 
Toss,  toss,  the  vine-clad  thyrses  I 

Wine  fires :  extol  the  giver. 
Shout,  with  a  cry  that  pierces 

The  soul :  lo  for  ever  I 


In  the  sdence  of  night,  and  In  solemn  array,  by  the 

.     .glinmier  of  torches,  is  wheeling. 
Majestic,  the  funeral  train,  on  its  way,  and  its  mu- 
sic is  plaintively  stealing,  — 

^     cm''^'''  ^^*''"S'   '"  ^'^^'  ^^.   awaking 


ns,  how  the  youth  march  to-day  to  the  n 
but  return  to  us  never  to-marow. 


..Cousic 
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Spear  and  buckler  reversed,  slow  tlie  army  mov 

oil;  itn  stanilanli  anil  banners  low  trailing : 
Not  a  sliout  now  is  heard  for  tlie  vici 

is  hushed,  but  the  flute  aofSy  v 
Light  and  still  glide  their  steps,  and 

attuned  ba  their  solemn  emoljoi. , 
One  faint,  hollow  murmur  is  heard  at  each  fall,  lite 

the  far-echoed  roar  of  the  ocean. 

Home,  in'um3,theyarQbeaTiiigthedust  of  the  dead, 

dark  veils  o'er  each  urn  low  di-pending : 
How  sacred  the  relics  of  those  who  have  bled,  for 

hearth  and  for  altar  contending ! 
Bbt  a  trophr  they  rear,  till  they  lay  in  the  tomb, 

the  a^ea  that  sleep  there  in  dory,  — 
'Ell   their   pieans   are   sung,  and  we  words  that 

illume,  transmit  their  proud  record  to  storj-. 

So  on  through  the  streets  of  the  city  they  move,  and 

the  Old  and  the  young  there  attend  them : 
They  meet  them  with  greetings  of  sorrow  and  love,  — 

fondly  welcome  the  brave  who  defend  them; 
And  they  weep  from  their  hearts,  as  each  urn  passes 

by,  a  child  or  a  parent  enclosing : 
As  lie  left  them,  his  patriot  bosom  beat  high ;  now 

in  death  he  is  darkly  reposing. 


n. 

O,  WAKEN  the  muac  of  battle ! 

Let  the  clash  of  the  cymbals  ring  loudly, 
As  the  spears  on  the  shields  dash  and  rattle, 

When  onward  the  youth  rushes  proudly : 
Let  the  horn  and  the  trumpet,  resounding 

In  long  rolling  echoes,  inspire  ua. 
Till  our  hearts  like  the  billow  are  bounding. 

And  omens  of  victory  fire  us. 

■ Cougic 
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Hark  &e  shout  I  —  far  its  echo  is  rolling ; 

Eleleu  1  Eluleu  !  swells  it  onward : 
Sword  and  shield  clang  in  time,  liigh  controlling 

Each  hero,  quick  hurrying  vanwM^. 
On  the  foe  moves  in  line,  finn  and  steady, 

To  the  soft  breath  of  flutes  slow  advancing; 
Drawn  each  sword,  poised  each  spear,  al!  are  ready ; 

Bright  the  sun  on  their  plumed  helms  is    ' 

To  the  chaise !  like  the  rush  of  the  o 
Like  torrents,  from  rf—"'-'-'-  • —  ' 


i-.-c  uji.cio,  imm  iuuuuiaui-iop3  dashing 
Down  the  gulf,  where,  in  mingled  commotion, 

Crag  and  wood  'mid  the  white  flood  are  crashing. 
Hark  the  shock  !  ahieldon  shield  rings,  rebounding; 

As  a  rock  firmly  set,  they  repel  it. 
On  again,  louder  Eleleus  soundiiij^ ; 

Ours  such  fire,  not  the  Spartan  can  quell  it. 


Hushed  and  still  is  all  around  me;  cold  and  still  my 

brooding  heai-t : 
Sore  some  magic  spell  hath  bound  me,  —  bid,  O 

bid  the  spell  depart ! 

0,  that  song,  so  softly  breathing,  —  how  it  flows 

Memory   then   her  twin^  unmreatbing,    tears   of 

young  emotion  roll : 
And,  as  far  the  knell  ia  tolling,  bow  my  spirit  floats 

Over    years,   like   billows,  rolling,  to   the   scenes 
where  youth  was  gay  I 


But  the  night,  so  bushed  around  ine,  and  the  skj', 

so  dim  above, 
In  a  lonely  trance  have  bound  me,  —  trance  of  min- 

glfid  grief  and  love. 
Slill  on  early  fondness  dwelling,  faded  bloom  of 

vernal  years ; 
All  I  hear,  the  sigh  faint  swelling ;  all  I  feel,  my 

trickling  tears. 


Maids  are  atting  hy  the  fountain ; 
Bright  the  moon  o'er  yonder  mountain 
O'er  her  shepherd  watthing  lonely. 
On  his  sleep  she  looketh  only. 
SMf  whispering  by  the  fountain. 
Oft  they  look  unto  the  mountain. 
Think  how,  through  the  midnight  hours, 
There  the  shephml  sleeps  on  flowers. 

Clear  the  fountain  wave  is  gleaming ; 
Sdll  the  happy  youth  is  dreaming : 
Chastest  love  is  watching  o'er  him ; 
Crouched  his  faithful  dc^  before  him. 
Now  the  bubbling  wave  is  sparkling ; 
Now  beneath  a  shadow  darkling : 
O'er  the  moon  a  cloud  is  stealing ; 
Passes  now,  her  light  revealing. 

Nkht-winds  o'er  the  fountain  blowing, 
like  .Ikilian  musie  flowing. 
Far  then-  warbled  breath  is  gliding. 
Swelling,  trembling,  then  Bubaiding. 
Of  the  Siepherd  on  the  mountain 
Sing  the  m^ds  beside  the  ftiunt^n : 
Each,  then  seems  in  air  to  hover. 
Watching  o'er  her  sleeping  lover. 
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See  the  boanding  bark  afloat ! 

Steady  blows  the  willing  gale  I 
Joy,  with  merry,  meny  note, 

Hoists  and  spreads  the  purple  sail. 
Far  away,  O  iar  away  I 

I  must  cross  the  dashing  sea ; 
So,  my  dearest,  do  not  stay_,  — 

Boldly  cross  the  wave  with  me- 

To  the  fer  Elysian  isles, 

'Mid  the  ocean,  in  the  west, 
Where  the  sky  for  ever  smiles. 

All  the  year  one  halcyon  rest, — 
Shall  we  thither  speed  our  flight  'I 

Only  cross  the  wave  with  me, 
I  shall  find,  my  love  and  light, 

All  Elysian  with  thee. 

On  the  dark  Cimmerian  strand, 

Where  eternal  shadows  reign  ; 
Where  Caucasian  summits  stand. 

Towering  o'er  the  lantrodden  plain ; 
Where,  along  the  fatal  shore, 

Mnsic  lulls  the  soul  to  death ; 
Wastes,  that  hear  the  lion's  roar ; 

Sands,  where  kills  the  drain's  breath : 

Or  in  flowery  gardens,  where 
Bends  the  lotus,  passing  sweet; 

Vales,  where  roses  fill  the  air ; 
Meads,  where  silent  waters  meet, 

With  ^ec. 
If  with  me  tliou  deign 
All  Elysian  smiles 
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XiictjUcB,  IbesKctoTthE  different  degreFsofCMaleila  Is,  it  I  mls- 
tBka  not,  cle«ly  aridmC ;  Oa*  on  ana  ■jOibls  {u  In  the  HeuHn- 
eCer  IL  und  In  tlie  Pentameter  and.  Tetnmetor  ban  ^nn)  leading 

lobleg  (aa  In  the  Heroic  Heiuneter  L),  to  m  blgtier  uid  mora 
energetic  eicpreflHion,  peculLuly  nuited  to  the  ^ple ;  wlille  the 
AoaUleaCio  (complete)  termimtion  on  three  BjllsbiM  pvea  a 
faller  expression,  appmaching  Che  oio^iloqueot,  or  a  liglitet 
movemenl,  yergiug  on  lerilj.  The  Hypercatalecttc  tenuinBtion 
of  the  HeiameCer  (lY.),  which  is  reall;  a  Heptamder.  GutalecUc 

Catatectio  (I.)  is  the  "  0  Miss  Baily !  '■  meisurc,  so  much  a  favorita 
poulos.    TI^B  1b  BtHluD^ly  diOerenC,  In  ICs  llghC,  tripping  mera- 


_ _  mpajiied  with 

other  feel,  nutlinilacly  as  terminations.  Thue  etwOhariamhie  (I.) 
haa  sn  LunUo  (CatalecCle)  tarmloAIian,  or  Its  eqalTilent ;  while 
the  Chadanitqa  PaljBehHins.tlst  amaisCs  of  tn^o  memhem,  each 
with  an  lamUo  termlnatton  (Cha  flreC  complete,  the  eecDod  OUs- 
lactjc).  The  Ohoriaml^  (n.)  ii  composed  of  a  pure  aertes  of 
GlioriamUDS,  but  la  at>  arranged,  if  1  miatnkc  not,  ju  to  giret  in 
moBt  inetfmcea,  an  eSBv  ehite  frnm  odb  meisure  to  another,  thus 
reiierlng  Che  natural  a^ruptnese  of  the  yerm.    The  two  Bpecimenfl, 

Bpechnen  forming  tiie  rerse  called  Prlapeian  by  ihe  ancicDts. 
The  BpBciDkvn  oDLrbed  EnpolidtHm  And  CraClnean,  oonsL^tB  of  a 
stanza  of  the  former  verse,  followed  by  one  of  the  latter; 
the  two  differing  bo  Uttle,  u  to  be  i«Ulll;  comUned  in  tba 
some  sailes.  The  Eplonio  (PoljBehcmaciat},  like  the  GhorUmUo 
Polyschematltl.  eonalats  of  two  memban,  tha  last  of  wbieh,  u  (Q 
the  latter,  is  onesyllaMe  shorter  than  the  first.    The  Asjrnsnete 

tha  line ;  tba  finit  member,  In  this  Instann,  b^nnhig  with  the 
Lay  XIL  tp.  2^),  where  the  lioei  are  alternately  Trochaic  an4 

■ Couple 
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PhflrvomteBn,  ths  BnpoUde&n  9 

the  two  PolyEchetnaClsta.   All  t_,  _r- ,^ -„  „—  ^^„ 

oU  thus  far  Id  thit  ewon^l,  are  rlijmedi  vblch  uiidoublFdly 
nlieres  the  eu  uot  a  little  In  adapting  itself  lo  meHfuree  m 
Dnusual,  pariKularly  io  the  longer  ilaes,  anch  na  tbe  Uexemetera 
and  the  Mpodlal  letnoieCers.  A  fen  sjieclmeiis  of  nurhymed 
Iluintlaa  Btanaa  are  alto  ri'en  ia  the  pF»£Dt  eectim,  liz.  the 
Sipphio,  Aialc,  utd  two  ABelepiadlan,  «iiT»poD(Unft  reepectlTe- 

booh  In  all  ihaSB,  I  have  endesTcind  to  fblltnr  sa  near  as  possible 
theaneleiitqniinflty.  Tlie  Sappbloconeeqnmtly  diflto  WBenlial- 
Ij  In  its  thythm  frnm  that  of  the  linglkih  airentaal  Sapphle.  The 
Oullluutalc  uid  the  Satamhm  verse  1  hare  adapted  oot  Inappiv- 


D\rTYLIC   HEXAMETER. 

I.  Heboic. 

Bard  of  the  bright  Chian  isle,  from  snow-eTOwned 

Olympus  deseending, 
Come  to  niy  spirit  at  night,  thj-  own  full  et-staay 

luuduig : 
Bear  me  away  throu"!!  thy  wcirld,  still  with  youth's 


may  fade,  to  sliapelcss  miu  dc- 

;x  the  world  of  thy  song,  ]-outh'a  earli<!st  dawn  .is 
still  playing. 


3  of  Troy  liave  perished,  by 


Still  rise  her  aona  in  their  might,  dark  plumes  o'er 
their  helmets  wide  waving, — 

Aimed  for  their  altars  and  homes,  the  god  and  the 
warrior  braving. 

Hector  still  burns  in  the  fight,  awhile  the  wild  tor- 
rent controlling ; 

Then,  like  the  thunderer's,  in  wrath,  the  car  of 
Achilles  is  rolling. 

Ever  new.  forma,  at  thy  touch,  to  life  and  to  beauty 

are  starting ;  — 
Helen  still  wins  with  her  smile;  Andromache  trem- 


.t  parting ; 
e  nero  apa 


Lone  Mta  the  nero  apart,  by  the  shore  of  the  sea 

wide  resounding ; 
Light  o'er  the  high  purple  wave  the  fair-freighted 

vessel  is  bounding. 

Still  through  the  darkness  of  night  the  grief-stricken 

monarch  is  stealing. 
Falls  at  the  ieet  of  his  foe,  and  melts  him  to  tender- 

est  feeling. 
Nature  I  thy  power  is  supreme  ;  no  proud-hearted 

victor  can  sway  thee  ; 
When  thj"  soft  whisper  is  heard,  the  sti-ong  and  the 

mighty  obey  thee. 


Deep,  'mid  the  shades  of  night,  I  sink  in  silent  repose ; 
Pressed  by  the  soft  touch  of  sleep,  my  lids  on  the 
outer  world  close  ; 


,.  Google 


But  to  the  eye  of  my  soul  a  fairer  vision  unfolds, 
Tliat,  with  a  charm  of  delight,  my  spirit  long  won- 
dering holiis. 

There  are  the  bright  forms  of  youth,  creations  too 

lovely  tci  stay : 
Ever  they  oome  in  my  dreams,  — ■  I  wake,  and  they 

hasten  away. 
Over  my  pillow  they  hover,  as  clouds  o'er  the  far 

golden  west, 
A\Tien,  in  the  eoft-heaving  wave,  Day  sinks  to  the 

couch  of  his  rest. 

There  rise,  in  beauty,  the  shapes  that  gladdened  in 

earliest  time, 
Where  spread  the  lily  and  rose,  full-bloomed,  in 

Ionia's  clime : 
Nymphs,  too,  of  forest  and  grove,  of  fountEun  and 

blue-rolling  deep, 
■itill,  with  their  dark-beaming  eyes,  fond  watch  o'er 

the  siumberer  keep. 

Still,  from  the  high  walls  of  heaven,  the  gods  in 
I  heir  gloiT  descend  ; 


Still,  to  the  bold-bearing  youth,  their  power  and 

their  spirit  they  lend ; 
Still,  o'er  the  dark-rolling  clouds,  triumphant  they 


n  their  cars ; 

IS  death,  the  demigod  n 


Eldeit  and  highest  of  bards !  thy  song,  with  its 
music  divine, 

I'uills  through  this  magical  world,  my  spirit  has 
raised  for  its  shrine. 

^til\,  as  when  first  from  thy  lyre  its  tones  in  har- 
mony stole. 

Breathes,  through  tlie  silence  of  night,  its  influence 
deep  in  my  soul. 


in. 

Still,  as  in  youth,  ever  green,  the  laurel  of  Homer 

is  flouriahing ; 
Xife-giving  streams  bathe  its  roots,  its  wiiie-waviag 

foliage  nourishing ; 
L^ht,  from  the  ever-bright  throne,  still  over  its 

Buminit  is  hovering, 
Blossom  and  leaf,  as  they  wave,  still  with  heavenly 

radiance  covering. 

And,  as  I  look  to  its  sky-piercing  sununit,  an  eagle 

has  taken  me, 
Bears  me  aloft,  where  the  blasts  from  Olympna  to 

keener  life  waken  me. 
Hail  to  the  herald,  whose  cloud-cleaving  pinion  from 

earth  can  deliver  me  I 
Nothing  below  from  the  high  train  of  bards  and  of 

heroes  shall  sever  me. 


Heralo  of  earliest  dawn  !  at  tby  smile  the  blue 

Wide  the  sea  wakes  from  its  sleep,  as  thy  bright 

eye  enkindles  the  sky  and  the  main. 
As  the  wind  flutters  thy  locks,  and  plays  with  the 

folds  of  thy  many-dyed  veil. 
Boldly  we  launch  on  lie  deep,  and  deek  with  thy 

purple  the  snow  of  our  sail. 
Earthtnengirestokensof  bfe,  and  again,  as  a  giant 

refreshed  with  rewjse. 
Youthfully  starts  from  its  dreams,  and  its  cheeks 

are  all  flushed  with  the  bloom  of  the  rose. 

Phosphor  leads  on  thy  bright  train,  and  waves  his 
clear  torch,  as  the  night  steals  away ; 

Then  come  the  light-footed  hours,  and  with  soft 
hands  unfold  the  fair  portals  of  day ; 
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Forth  on  Uiy  rose-wreathen  car,  tbju  rollest  'mid 

billows  of  saffron  and  gold  ; 
Loves,  on  their  thin  iris  wings,  the  red-streaming 

mists,  as  thy  canopy,  hold. 
Gracefully  ever  at  mom,  thy  car  thus  aloft  o'er  tie 

And  as  tliou  oomest,  the  woods  ring  aloud  with  the 
clang  of  the  welcoming  Iiorii. 


DACTYLIC  PENTAMETER. 

Spirit  of  ho]>e  and  of  joy,  who,  in  holiest  day, 
Dwellest  'mid  evei^bright  flowers,  from  thy  hoaie 

of  delight. 
Come  to  me  still  as  a  friend,  'mid  the  vlgions  of 
night,— 
Bear  me,  on  pinions  of  love,  to  thy  heaven  away, 
There,  where   the  fountains  of  life   in   the  clear 
morning  play, 
Bathing  the  blossoms  around  with  their  freshen- 

Wakmg  for  ever  the  rose,  its  sweet  youth  to  re- 
Couched  OTi  the  ever-green  grass,  I  would  Engering 


Breathing  the  tones  of  thy  heart,  as  a  lut«,  in  my 

Never  the  cold  realm  of  earth  sliould  possess  me 

O,  shall  I  never  be  free  from  this  heavt^n-ushing 
chain  ? 
Sliall  the  fond  drcanis  of  my  youth  be  around  me 


,i;oo;ilc 


Shall  there  no  bright  momiag  dawn,  to  revive 
and  restore  ? 
Fondly  I  look  to  thy  cud;  — let  me  look  not  in  vain! 

DACTYLIC  TETEAMETEB. 

Ever  thou  comest,  at  even  and  morn,— 

Coraest,  attended  with  flute  and  with  horn : 

Over  the  mount^n,  and  over  the  hill, 

Lightly  and  brightly  thou  hoverest  still. 

AU  the  gay  rites  of  thy  worship  are  gone ; 

All  the  oright  tr^n  that  onee  graced  thee  have 

Not  even  the  fauns  with  their  whistles  would  stay ; 
They  too  have  fled  through  the  forests  away ; 
But  thou,  enthantreas,  still  ever  art  nigh,^ — 
Breathest,  at  even  and  dawn,  from  the  sky. 

Softly  the  west-wind  now  wafts  thee  along,  — 
Wafts  over  meadow  and  valley  thy  song ; 
Then  the  wild  songster  is  hushed  at  thy  flight ; 
Silent  he  pauses,  entranced  in  delight. 
Naiads  have  vanished  from  fountain  and  Btreara ; 
Nymph  of  the  forest  has  fled,  like  a  dream ; 
Down  in  the  depth  of  the  blue-rolling  deep, 
Pillowed  for  ever,  the  searmaidens  sleep : 
Spirit  of  melody  1  still  thou  art  nigh, — 
Breathest,  at  even  and  dawn,  from  the  sky. 


IAMBIC   TETRAJIETER. 


Aurora  rises  o'er  the  hills,  by  graceful  hours  at- 
tended, 

And  in  her  tv^n  a  merry  troop  of  liright-cyed  loves 
are  blended. 
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Away  they  fly,  o'er  wood  and  wild,  o'er  lake  and 
And  as  they  fly,  the  kiudling  sky  is  growing  bright- 


Tho  world  now  wakes,  and  silence  flies  to  cave  of 

lonely  mountain ; 
The  deer  steal  from  their  forest  glades ;  flie  birds 

^ng  o'er  the  fountain ; 
The  cottao;e  smoke,  o'er  vale  and  plain,  in  majiy  a 

curl,  is  flowing; 
And  guided  by  the  tinkling  bell,  the  herd  afield  is 

going. 

The  level  sunbeams  touch  the  lake,  —  its  sheeted 

wave  is  flashing  ; 
And  brighter  still,  from  e^tward  hill,  the  waterfall 

is  daaiiin^  r 
The  plashing-wTieel  revolves  below,  —  a  shower  of 

light  IS  round  it; 
Those  orient  hues,  the   drops  diffuse,  with  maay 

circles  bound  it. 

0,  gay  the  plastic  dreams  of  old,  the  world  their 

touch  created ! 
The  poet's  eye,  with  fervent  gaze,  still  o'er  it  broods 

unsated. 
Fair  forma  still  haunt  the  forest-wild,  still  dwell  by 

Their  loveUness  shall  never  fade;  their  bloom  is 
fresh  for  ever. 


O,  TURff  not,  dearest,  on  me  so!  —  I  cannot  bear 

that  grief  of  thine ; 
Thy  sorrow  stealeth  to  my  heart,  —  there  silently  it 

feedeth  mine. 
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The  grief  I  feel,  I  would  auMue,  and  then  would 

wipe  thy  tears  away; 
Bat  while  I  see  thee  sorrowing  so,  this  gloom  around 

my  heart  will  stay. 

0,  let  me  only  ealch  one   smile,  like  morning's 

glance  from  drop  of  dew  ! 
O,  let  the  sott  Mght  flow  again,  that  once  bo  filled 

thy  eye  or  blue  ! 
O;  tell  me  so,  thy  heart  hath  peace  !  —  like  withered 

flowers  revived  by  rain, 
Gay  thoughts  would  open  in  my  heart,  and  fond 

emotions  bloom  again. 


CHOEIAMBIC. 


Bear  me  afar  over  the  wave,  far  to  the  sacred 

islands. 
Where  ever  bright  blossoms  the  plain,  where   no 

cloud  hangs  on  the  highlands ; 
There,  be  my  heart  ever  at  rest,  stirred  by  no  wild 

There  on  the  earth  only  repose,  hdcyon  calm  on 
the  ocean. 

Lay  me  along,  pillowed  on  flowers,  where  steals  in 

silence  tor  ever, 
Over  its  sands,  still  as  at  noon,  far  the  oblivious  river. 
Scarce  through  the  grass  whispers  it  by;  deep  in 

Its  wave  you  may  number 
Pebble  and  shell,  and  image  of  flower,  folded  and 

bent  in  slumber. 

Spuit  of  life  !  rather  aloft,  where,  on  the  crest  of  the 

mountain, 
Oear  blow  the  winds,  treah  from  the  north,  spffl-fcles 


and  dashes  the  fountain, 


..Cougic 
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Lead  me  along,  hot  in  the  chase,  still  'mid  tlie  storm 

hiffh  glowing  ; 
Only  WG  live — -only,  when  Uie,  like  the  wild  toirent, 


II. 

IVhek  the  blue  wave  sinks  on  the  sea,  and  the  still 

ni^fht  hushes  the  deep, 
Ever  my  soul  hastens  to  thee,  ever  thy  smile  blesses 

my  sleep. 
Then  a  few  hours,  blest,  thou  art  nigh ;  then,  too, 

as  once,  thou  art  my  own  r 
But  when  the  dawn  kindles  the  sky,  sadly  I  wake,  — 

feir  thou  hast  flown. 

Canst  thou  not  take  mo  in  tVij'  flight,  when  with  tie 

dawn  thou  art  no  more  ? 
Fidrer  thon  seemest,  spirit  of  heaven,  though  thou 

didst  seem  fairest  before. 
How  thou  art  gone,  earth  all  is  dark ;. —  O,  wilt  thou 

ne'er  bear  me  away  V 
Here  only  night  deadens  my  soul,  —  yonder  alone, 

yonder  is  day ! 


CHORIAMBIC  POLYSCHEMATIST. 

Comb  to  the  dance  I  awake!  awake)  bound  with 

the  music  Ughtly  I 
Evening  is  felling  on  the  lake,  —  flashes  the  mirror 

brightly. 
Come,  where  the  elm  is  arching  high,  bent  with  ita 

Bid  to  the  toil  of  day  good-by,  —  yield  to  the  call 
of  pleasure ! 
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Come  to  the  dance,  ye  maidens  fair !  gajly  the  song 

Joy  with  his  golden  lamp  is  there,  —  on  to  the  ring 

he  lights  you. 
Circle  around  the  festive  tree !  then,  as  the  music 

wakes  you. 
Trip  to  its  measures,  light  and  free,  —  flit,  where  in 

sport  it  tates  jou  ! 

Haste  to  the  dance,  away,  away !  viol  and  lute  at- 
tend you ; 

Evening  winds,  as  with  flowers  they  play,  aweeta 
from  the  rose-buds  send  you. 

Haste  U)  the  dance  I  the  music  calls !  —  haste  to  the 
smile  of  lover! 

Soon  the  chilly  night-dew  falls,  —  then  must  the 
dance  be  over. 


GLYCOfflC  AND  PHEEECRATEAN. 


Hark  !  the  echo  of  shout  and  song  ! 
See  the  bacchanals  troop  along  ! 

Loud  the  cymbals  are  sounding. 
Then,  as  wildly  they  onward  pour, 
Swells  the  drum,  with  its  hollow  roar. 

Deep  from  cavern  reboucdmg. 

Quick  the  Graces,  with  timid  flight, 
Far  retire  to  the  forest-night. 
Scared,  as  the  din  is  pealing. 

thicket  fly, 


Gentle  Nymphs  to  the  thicket  fly, 

Wait  till  the  tumult  has  hurried  1 

Racked  each  tenderer  feeling. 
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Such  tlie  tumult  and  din  of  life ; 
So  it  rushes,  in  storm  and  strife  ■ 

Flies  the  idefd  hefore  it : 
And  as  its  discord  rolls  along, 
Still  is  the  gentle  voice  of  song : 

Only  can  peace  restore  it. 

n. 

Rrigiit  ascends  the  festal  dawn  ;  bright  the  temple 

is  flashing : 
Wide  a  nation  is  rolling  on ;  spear  and  armor  are 

clashing. 
Garlands  circle  each  helmet  there,  high  on  standard 

are  glancing : 
Shouts  are  filling  the  vernal  jut;  gayly  the  youth 

are  dancing. 

So  they  haste  to  the  sacred  games,  —  wild  each  bo- 
som is  heating: 

Victory  high  each  soul  enflames,  —  loud  the  cham- 
pion's greeting. 

Siviftly  flies  the  race  of  car  and  steed,  —  far  sweeps 
the  dust  to  heaven : 

Glorious  shines  the  conqueror's  meed,  when  by  a 
nation  given. 


EUPOLIDEAS   AND    CBATINEAN. 

When  the  Spring  has  wakened  the  flowers,  and  the 

day  is  warm  and  still, — 
When  the  rose  has  woven  its  bowers,  —  be  my  haunt 

the  sunny  hill. 
Then  as  breathes  the  whispering  air,  o'er  my  head 

the  cloudless  sky, 
Dreams  from  heaven  visit  me  there,  —  holy  visions 

pass  me  by. 
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Slentlj  sleep  the  woods  around;  mute  the  sheeted 

Hushed,  as  in  death,  the  world  of  sound ;  voiceless, 

too,  the  zephjT  blows : 
But  to  my  heart  a  music  steals,  faint  at  first,  then 

Ml  and  clear ; 
Deep  in  my  soul,  from  Heaven  it  peals,  —  borne  as 

from  some  celestial  sphere, 


EPIONIC. 

WHATJoy  at  even  to  hear  tbcc,  sweet  voice  of  ten- 
derest  love ! 

How  blest,  alone  to  be  near  thee,  thou  soil  and  sor- 
rowing dove  I 

Thou  seemest  all  sad  and  forsaken ;  thy  song  dies 
sobbing  away  ; 

But  yet,  as  I  hear  thee,  I  waken ;  thou  singest  of 
love  and  of  May. 

And  (rft  in  summer  thou  sittest,  concealed  in  shad- 


Bene&th  their  shadow  repoang,  in  dim,  mysterious 

light, 
I  hear  thy  «)iig,  at  its  closing,  like  voice  of  spirit  at 

night. 

'T  is  ever  pleasant  to  hear  thee,  —  I  always  welcome 

thy  song; 
For  gentle  the  ieelmgs  tlioii  wakest,  —  the  heart  can 

induce  them  long. 
A  strain  d"  livelier  measure  may  rouse  and  quicken 

its  play ; 
But  sJiort  and  fleeting  tbe  pleasure,  —  the  gentle  only 


ASTJIARTETE. 

Merrily,  merrily  rings  the  joyous  shout  of  harvest- 

Menily,  merrily  springs  the  homeward  bark  through 

dashing  foam. 
Gayly  the  villagers  leap,  as  red  and  ripe  the  vintage 

lightly   and   brightly   they   sweep,  (he    glancing 
swords,  as  the  conflict  glows. 

Bursts,  in  its  fulness,  the  heart,  in  laugh  and  stout, 

in  festive  song ; 
So  when  the  Jabor  is  done,  —  so  when  toil  strives 

Hope  cheers  the  combatant  on;  in  pride  and  joy 

the  victor  sings  : 
Crows,  'mid  the  fight,  the  cock,  —  conqueror  then 

claps  his  -wings. 


GALLIAMBIC. 

The  clouds   roll  irom   the   mountains;  the  storm 

sweeps  o'er  the  plain ; 
And  the  boldest  shrink  in  terror ;  the  proudest 

shake  with  fear. 
The  seared  soldiers  are  flj'ing,  'mid  hail  and  dashing 

And  the  around  thicklyis  covered  with  scattered 
shield  and  spear. 

With  !ou(}  burst,  as  of  thunder,  'mid  a  wide  whirl- 
wind of  fire, 
From  the  high  heaven,  in  glory,  descends  the  god 


MELODIES. 

The  fearless  hero,  exulting,  beholds  Lia  warrior  sire ; 
And  he  mounts,  joyous,  heside  him,  the  bright 
triumphal  car. 

Aloft  sweeps  it  to  heaven,  and  the  white  steeds,  as 
they  11  J" 
Over  clouds,  rolling  lite  surges,  are  dashing  the 
lightnings  around. 
The  eye  in  vain  can  follow  their  quick  flight  through 
the  sky; 
Prom   mountain  far  to   mountain,  they  leap  at 
every  hound. 

Weep  not  your  king,  ye  Romans  !  for  he  now  is  a 

Sid  above, 
en  alone,  I  saw  him,  and  he  rose  like  a 
tower  of  Hght. 
Lofty  and  stem,  he  met  me :  be  seemed  like  a  son 
of  Jove. 
Far  through   the   darkness  glittered   his  armor, 
intensely  bright. 

"  Go  now,  and  t«ll  my  people ! "  he  spake  in.  solemn 

And  as  I  heard,  I  ti-embled,  and  listened  with 
holiest  awe ; 
"1  am  their  guardian  genius ;  I  dwell  by  the  high- 
est throne ; 

Bid  them  he  wise  and  temperate,  and  reverent  to 
faith  and  law  !" 


SATUENIAN, 

A  SHOUT,   a  shout   for  Cocles,  brave  among   the 

bravest  I 
For  he  the  bridge  defended,  and  fearless  swam  the 

AwreathfornobleCocles,  — a  civic  wreath  for  ever! 
He  saved  our  sacred  city,  —  glory  crown  the  hero! 


A   shout,  a   shout  for    Codes !      Tell  the  gallant 

O,  tell  it  to  your  children,  and  tliey  shall   tell  it 
further. 


A  shout,  a  shout  for   Cocles !      Now  the  bridge  is 

biNDken, 
And  see  1  he  plunges  headlong  in  the  foaming  river. 
He  stems  the  flood  undaunted ;  his  joyous  friends 

embrace  him ; 
He  has  saved  our  city:  —  twine  the  wreath  around 


Soft  he  sleeps,  where  floweth  the  winding  river : 
Winds  blow  hght ;  they  dare  not  awake  the  sleeper, — 
One  so  young  and  bvely,  so  full  of  beauty. 

Grandeur,  and  glory. 

Soft  he  sleeps,  a  child  on  his  cross  reposing,  — 
Smiles  in  peaee,  unknowing  of  future  sorrows ; 
Bright  and  pure,  as  spirit  of  life,  —  as  rose-bud, 
Fresh  in  his  beauty. 

Tet  that  look  reveals,  in  its  pensive  sweetness. 
Deep  and  holy  love,  that  will  after  lead  him 
Forth  to  heal  and  save,  and  to  higher  being 
Kindly  allure  us. 

Now  that  cross  the  couch,  where  he  sweetly  slumbers: 
"When  his  deeds  of  love  have   alarmed  and  mad- 
dened. 
On  that  cross,  in  death,  he  shall  yield  his  spirit 

Back  to  its  heaven.        , 
' Cooylc 
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To  arms  1  to  arms !  the  trumpet  is  si 
What  heart  is  cold,  ■when  glory  awakens  us  I 

When  youth,  for  liearth  and  shrine  contending, 
Rush  to  the  shock,  and  in  deatli  are  happy  I 

A  holy  feeling  stirs,  as  the  signal  sounds. 
To  die  for  home,  how  high  and  how  glorious! 
The  recreant  only  hears  and  trembles. 
Give  me  my  sword,  —  1  will  haste  and  meet  item  1 

Raise  high  the  song,  —  the  foe  is  discomfited ! 
Our  sacred  soil  untouched  and  unsullied ! 

With  laurel  wreathed,  by  loved  ones  greeted, 
ftoudly  we  move,  as  the  ptean  echoes. 


ASCLEPIADIAS. 


Not  for  wealth  or  for  power,  conquest  or  victory, 

Not  for  shout  and  applause,  honor  and  dimity, 

Speeds  my  soul  to  the  strife ;  higher  and  holier 

Is  the  feeling  that  wakens  me. 

Duty  calls  me  to  yield  life  and  its  happiness, 
Callsme  to  part  from  fiiend,  part  from  a  dearerone; 
Ihity  calls,  and  I  know  honors  immortal  wait, 
Even  when  earth  has  forgotten  me. 

So  Irosh  to  the  strife,—  rush  where  the  bravest  yield. 
They  only  look  to  renown ;  mightier  impulse- 
Bear  mojon,  as  with  wings,  — on,  till,  victc" 
Death  I  greet  as  the  foe  retires. 


O'ilc 
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Fresh  and  dewy,  their  leaves,  let  m   , 
Wake  the  slumbering  echoes, 
TiW  tlie  mountams  have  caught  the  sound : 

Till  from  loftiest  haght,  deep  to  the  winding  dell, 
Cave  and  forest  repeat,  vocal,  my  minstrelsy, 
As  if  dryad  were  greeting 
Sweetly  the  tones  oi  my  Alpine  horn. 

Or  when  twilight  grows  dim,  far  in  the  rosy  west. 
And  o'er  green  wood  and  crag  sparkles  the  evening 


Where  the   lake   spreads  its   wave,  clear  to   the 

O'er  the  water  it  steals,  whispers  along  the  shores, 
As  if  song  of  Undine 
Rose  from  lior  hall  in  the  deep  below. 


c,  Google 
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I.     Nation-al  Am. 

Ye  sons  of  sires  who  fought  and  bled 

For  liberty  and  glory, 
Whose  fame  shall  ever  wider  spread 

Till  Eme  k  bent  and  hoary, 
Awake  to  meet  tlie  invading  foe  ! 

Rouse  at  the  call  of  danger  I 
Beat  down  a^ain  his  standard  Imv, 

And  backward  hurl  the  stranger  1 
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They  knew  no  fear,  those  sires  of  old,  — 

'Mid  swords  and  bayonets  clashing. 
Still  high  they  bore  their  banner's  fol»J, 

Its  stars,  like  lightnings,  flashing. 
Be  like  those  sires !      Witn  freehom  might 

Renew  the  deeds  of  storr ! 
Wlo  hves,  shall  win  a  wreatn  of  light ! 

Who  falls,  shall  sleep  in  glory  T 


n.     Mountain  Air. 

Sons  of  the  chase,  awake  ! 
Haste,  see  the  rooming  break  I 

Wake  to  the  horn ! 
Ere  fades  the  morning  star, 
Echoes,  'round  crja  and  sear, 
Rundly  its  blast  aiar,  — 

Far  rings  the  horn ! 

Hark  to  the  bay  of  hound, 
Tossed  from  the  mountains  'round  1 

Hark  to  the  horn  ! 
Mount,  —  mount,  and  hark-away ! 
Bright  dawns  the  glorious  day,  — 
Soon  we  've  the  stag  at  bay : 

Loud  wind  the  horn  ! 


I.    The  Flower  of  Libekty. 

There  is  no  land  so  fair  and  bright 
As  this,  where  first  I  drew  the  light ; 
There  is  no  land  so  dear  to  me 
As  this,  that  bears  the  strong  and  tree, 
The  eradle-home  of  liberty !  _,  , 
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Here  blooms  a  sweeter  flower. 

Than  aught  in  orient  bower. 
The  flower  of  freedom,  fair  and  bright, 
Here  spreads  ite  leaves  of  roseate  light. 
Tea,  freedom's  flower  here,  lair  and  brittht. 
Unfolds  ita  leaves  of  roseate  light  1 

Though  far  around  the  world  I  roam, 
My  heart  still  lingers  for  its  home  ; 
And  even  where  Spring  for  ever  dwells 
Each  flower  I  meet  but  only  tells 
Of  that  for  which  my  bosom  swells. 

The  flower  that  gi-acea  free 

Thy  temple,  Liberty ! 
Thounb  far  away  my  stepe  may  roam, 
That  flower  still  wins  me  back  to  home. 
Yes,  far  away  my  steps  may  roam,  — 
That  flower  stjll  wins  me  batk  to  home. 


II.     The  Chain  of  Love. 


O,  THERE  arc  links  that  bind  us, 

Of  magic  power, — 
The  links,  that  softly  twined  us 

In  Eden's  hour. 
Joy  wreathes  his  flowers  around  them. 
And  love  with  silk  has  bound  them. 
O,  there 's  a  charm,  no  tongue  can  tell ; 
But  still  the  heart,  with  hidden  swell. 

Can  speak  it  weE  I 


Tliat  chain,  —  the  freeman  wears  it 

With  generous  pride  ; 
That  chain,  —  the  hero  be?—  '*■ 

With  haughty  stride. 
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Yes,  lion  hearts  receive  it, 
As  fiuiy  fingers  wcaye  it. 
Subdued  by  love,  they  still  can  dare 
The  battle-field,  and  fearless  there 
Its  dangers  share  I 


EI.    The  Patriot. 


Who  loves  his  country,  firm  will  stand 

To  meet  the  fierce  invader ; 
Will  lift  his  sword,  with  earnest  hand, 

To  aid  her. 
He  knows  no  fear,  when  danger  calls 
The  patriot  to  his  counti-y's  walls : 
When  danger  forth  the  patriot  calls, 
Feariess  he  fights,  and  willing  falls. 

So  stood  our  fathers,  side  by  side. 
In  freedom's  cause  victorious. 
When  back  recoiled  the  invading  tide, 

Ingloriou.. 
And  when  our  country  calls  again, 
0,  be  her  voice  not  heard  in  Tain ! 
When  loud  our  country  calls  anain, 
Our  home  shall  be  the  tented  plain  I 


"I'reuiid,  Loh  aclte  nlcht  aen  Mahlaa,"— VofS. 

Not  for  gold,  and  not  for  splendor ; 

Not  for  crown  or  throne  ;  — 
No,  never  will  my  soul  surrender 

What  it  holds  its  own. 
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They  may  dote  on  piles  of  treasure,  — 
Hey  may  swim  in  streams  of  pleasuw 

Poor  their  gain  I 

Poor  their  gain! 
Poor,  ah  !  poor  beyond  all  measure  ! 

Vain,  O,  vain! 
Only  slavery's  chain. 

Not  for  all  that  wealth  can  offer 

Would  I  check  my  soul,  — 
No,  not  for  regal  bounty,  suffer 

Slavery's  base  control. 
Ever  in  my  own  dominion, 
I  would  mount  on  eagle's  pinion, 
Free  as  light! 
Free  as  light ! 
Far  above  the  tyrant's  minion, 
Win^  my  flight, 
Nerved  with  strong  delight. 


The  Festive  Eve; 


Cheeeful  glows  the  festive  chamber; 

In  the  cirt;le  pleasure  smiles: 
Mounts  the  flame,  like  wreaths  of  amber ; 

Bright  as  bve  its  warmth  beguiles. 
Glad  the  heart  with  joy  ie  lighted ; 
Hand  with  hand,  in  faith,  is  plighted, 

As  around  the  goblet  flow^. 
Fill,  —  fill,  —  fill,  and  quaff  the  liquid  rose  1 
Bright  it  glows,  — 

O,  how  bright  the  bosom  glows ! 


e  that  never  fadt 


fcoogic 


Ours  are  links,  not  time  can  sever ; 
Brighter  still  they  glow  for  ever,  — 

Glow  in  yon  eternal  day. 
No,  —  no,  —  no,  ye  will  not  pass  away 
Te  will  stay,  — 

Social  joys,  for  ever  stay ! 

VL     OuH  CouNTHT. 


Tub  vine  may  glow,  with  purple  clustera  bending. 

Where  proudly  flows  the  Ehine, 
Or,  richer  pomp  to  classic  ruins  lending. 

Bound  tower  and  temple  twine. 

We  need  no  vine  our  country's  liills  to  brighten : 

Wc  need  no  boasted  wine. 
Be  ours  the  sails,  that  o'er  the  ocean  whiten. 

Around  the  masted  pine. 

Be  ours  the  nervy  hands  that  spread  and  furl  them. 

With  gallant  heaila  to  dare,  ■ — 
Ours  freedom's  bolts,  with  sinewy  arms  to  burl  thero, 

AVhen  threatening  comes  the  war. 

Wild  as  the  morn,  in  peace,  our  starry  splendor 

Afar  shall  light  tbe  lasin. 
That  fla"  may  perish,  —  never  shall  surrender 

To  boastful  pride  agaia ! 

Vn.    Washisgtox. 


Nopatriot  brow  shall  glory  ever 
With  brighter  wreauis  of  honor  crown  I   _, 
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Our  countrj''s  Sire  !  —with  fond  emotio: 
IVith  firm  resolve,  and  deep  devotion. 
Around  our  Union's  kltar-flame, 
Here  we  invoke  his  sacred  name ! 

That  name  shall  be  our  watchword  ever 

IVTicn  danger  threats,  or  foe  is  nigh. 
Cursed  be  the  hand  that  dare  dissever 

The  holy  bond  we  pi-ize  so  high. 
Bo  thou,  blest  shade  I  tiiis  Union  cherish 
Thy  memory  liere  shall  never  perish. 
Long  aa  thy  deeda  shall  here  remain. 
0,  bmd  ua  m  liy  goldea  chain ! 


VIU.  Liberty. 

"Imllutder  Ftejhat  slimmet  an  —  "' 

Besp-ath  our  country's  flag  wo  stand, 
And  give  our  hearts  to  thee, 

Bright  power,  wlio  stecl'st  and  nerv'st  oiii 
Thou  first  born.  Liberty ! 

Here,  on  our  swords,  we  swear  to  ffive 

Our  willing  lives,  that  thou  mayst  live ! 

For  thee,  the  Spartan  youth  of  old, 

To  death  devoted,  fell ; 
Thy  spirit  made  the  Roman  bold. 

And  fired  the  patriot  Tell. 
Our  sires,  on  Bunker,  fought  for  thee, — 
Undaunted  fought,  and  we  are  free  I 

Run  up  our  starry  flag  on  higli ! 

Ko  storm  shall  rend  its  folds ; 
On,  like  a  meteor,  through  the  sky, 

Its  steady  course  it  holds. 
Thus  high  in  heaven  our  flag  unfurled. 
Go,  bear  it.  Freedom,  round  the  world  1 
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IX.  The  Banquet. 


Loud  rings  the  golilen  cup  of  jov, 

Amid  tlie  banquet  halls, 
And  manhood,  light  as  Sportful  boy, 

Por  mirth  and  music  calls. 
Give  loose  to  pleasure  !  aend  it  free, — 

O,  send  it  free. 
To  roam  ia  wildest  liberty  I 

Our  hearts  are  free  ! 
They  mount  in  wildest  liberty  1 

As  bird  on  pinion  swifl  and  Etrcwg, 

In  airy  flight  we  play, 
And  as  a  bird's,  our  festive  song. 

Full  echoing,  floats  away. 
Joy  crowns  the  banquet !     We  are  free  I 

O,  we  are  free! 
But  pure  and  high  our  liberty  I 


But  pure  and  high  our  liberty  1 


The  Spring,  the  Spring  is  cod 
The  birds  are  merrily  singing; 
The  Spring,  the  Spring  is  eon 

Weliear  the  niglitingale, — 
In  shade  of  rose,  at  evening, 

We  hear  the  nightingale. 


..Google 


The  yellow  hails  are  breaking; 
The  flowers  in  meadow  are  blowing; 
And  gentle  winds  are  playing 

Alon^  the  grassy  vale, 
Aroun<rthe  airy  mountain, 

And  down  the  grassy  vale. 

Tie  Spring,  the  Spring  is  wifh  us. 
And  light  the  swallow  js  flitting ; 
The  Spring,  the  Spring  is  with  us,  — 

It  bnnga  the  nightingale,  — 
In  cool  of  shady  evening, 

It  brings  the  nightingale. 


XI.    The  Seasons. 

The  Spring  ia  gone, 

The  blossoms  are  withered  and  faded : 

The  Summer,  too. 

Is  almost  through. 
And  thinner  the  fountain  ia  shfided. 

Come,  Autumn,  come  I 

Thou  lead'st  me  home  : 
The  birds  of  the  Summer  are  flying. 

Tho^i  wilt  not  stay. 

But  steal'st  away, 
And  Winter  behind  thee  is  sighing.. 

The  stars  are  bright, 

This  winter  night: 
The  lake  is  merrily  rmging. 

The  skater  there, 

To  the  frosty^  air. 
His  open  bosom  k  flinging. 
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But  Spring  again 
Shall  wake  the  plain, 

And  showers  the  blosaoma  sprinHe. 
As  through  the  vale 
Light  blows  the  gale, 

The  lake  shall  curl  and  crinkle. 

And  Summer,  thou, 

With  dripping  brow, 
Shalt  plunge  in  tie  shady  river, 

When  golden  day 

Is  on  his  way, 
And  field  and  meadow  qniver. 

But,  Autumn,  cornel 

I  welcome  home 
Fallen  leaves  and  faded  flowera. 

Thy  sky  is  blue. 

And  soft  as  dew 
Thy  still  and  gentle  hours. 


Xn.    The  Boatmes  of  the  Ehink. 


A  -JOYOUS  life,  like  Paradise, 

We  lead  along  the  Rhine, 
From  where  it  springs  'mid  glacier  ice, 

To  where  it  meets  the  bnne. 
By  mountain  farm,  and  moated  tower, 

Bj^  ancient  town,  we  glide : 
By  vine-clad  hill,  and  fabled  bower. 

By  castled  rock,  we  ride. 

"Mid  Alpine  song  -we  float  along ; 

Through  field  and  meadow  stray: 
Where  grows  the  vine,  in  purple  twine. 

We  win  our  easy  way. 
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We  left  the  free,  brave  Tell,  with  thee, 
Their  earliest  riffhts  to  keep ; 

Now  through  a  realm,  that  once  was  free, 
We  hasten  to  the  deep. 


Xni.     Festivity. 

"  Frahlieh  tBnt  dec  BKherklaog."  —  SroUBEaa. 

Joyous  rings  the  goblet's  chime. 

In  our  merry  meeting ; 
And  our  cheerful  hearts  keep  tim'e. 
As  the  hours  are  fleeting. 
Wake  the  echoes  round  us ! 
Friendship's  chain  has  bound  us  I 
Only  love  can  wound  us  1 
Fill  your  classes,  —  fill  them  o'er ! 
Drink,  ana  care  shall  vex  no  morel 

Joy  ascends  on  purple  wings, 
Golden  clouds  around  him  : 
Lightly  to  the  wind  he  flingg 
Every  chain  that  bound  nim. 
FrfHH  his  heaven  desceadi:^, 
See  him  o'er  us  bending. 
Brightest  influenee  lending ! 
Fill  your  glasses,  — fill  them  high  I 
Quick  as  ught,  the  minutes  fly. 


XIV.    Youth. 

"Roflen  ftQf  den  Weg  geatKnt."  — HijLT 

BiOSES  strewed  along  my  way. 
Round  me  songs  irf  gladness, 

On  I  speed  in  youthful  play ; 
Mine  nor  care  nor  sauness. 
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By  me  pleasure  trips  along, 

Maid  with  eye  bright  glancing ; 

Kound  the  woods  repeat  ner  song, 
As  their  kaves  are  dancing. 

G^ly  thus  we  trip  it  on, 
Frolic  youth  and  pleasure, 


Gayly,as_ 

Bvi  in  lightest  n 
While  the  spring  of  life  is  new, 

Fresh  its  roses  blowing, 
So  its  early  joys  pursue,  — 

Quick  the  stream  h  flowing. 


The  vines  are  deeply  bloshin] 

The  vintage  is  nigh ; 
And  plenty  is  gushing. 

In  showers,  from  the  sky. 
Bright  spirits  are  fleeting, 

On  white  clouds,  along ; 
And  giad  hearbi  are  g 

Their  p  "^ 


The  youth  and  tbe  maiden 

Mow  haste  to  the  viae ; 
The  choicest  of  clusters 

They  gracefully  twine: 
Witi  music  and  dances, 

They  bear  them  away ; 
Their  toil  is  but  pastime, 

Their  labor  is  play. 
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The  voice  of  the  fountain 
Is  hushed  as  it  flows ; 

The  lake,  too,  is  sleeping, 
Unruffled  its  breast : 

All  nature  is  keeping 
A  Sabbath  of  rest. 

The  vintage  is  gathered ; 

The  harvest  is  in ; 
The  fmita«;e  of  autumn 

Is  piled  in  its  bin : 
The  swailovrs  are  flitting 

To  sunnier  shore ; 
We  care  not  for  Winter,  — 

We  've  plenty  in  store. 


XVI     Spring. 

"Fnnde  jubelt;  Uebe  walCet."— MiTTmssoK. 

Mirth  is  shouting,  joy  is  singing, 

Far  o'er  hill,  o'er  valo  and  plain  1 
Love  his  merry  flight  is  winging 

Through  the  flowery  groves  again. 
Even  the  secret  forest  feeleth, 

Trembling  deep,  his  magic  power, 
Round  the  fill,  at  evening,  stealeth 

Music,  gentle  as  tJie  hour. 

Spring  is  with  us,  —  flowers  are  blowing; 

Bound  their  leaves  the  west-wind  plays  : 
As  afar  their  breath  is  flowing. 

To  their  couch  he  hastes,  and  stays. 
Every  sound,  that  nature  utters, 

Blends  in  harmony  with  all, — 
Bee  that  hums,  and  leaf  that  flutters, 

Whispering  wind,  and  waterfall. 
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XVIl      EVEKINK. 
"  PhiJboB  eilet,  nach  der  Itdse."  —  ESpceh. 

EvESiSG  o'er  the  vales  descending. 
Fresh  the  wind  from  mountain  blows 

And  tiie  stars,  their  influence  lending, 
Win  the  laborer  to  repose. 

Night  resumes  her  silent  reign, — 

Shadoiry  coolness  soothes  agEun  I 


IHmly  o'er  the  mountain  fading, 

Sunset  glories  die  away. 
Hight,  each  hue  of  beauty  shading, 

Robes  the  etffth  in  dun  array. 
Bnt  she  brings  us  still  repose, — 
Srft  our  wearied  eyelids  close  1 

Grateful  is  her  still  repose,  — 
Pressed  by  sleep,  our  eyelids  close  ! 


Hope  !  thou  art  my  only  friend. 

When  the  light  that  shone  around  mo 
All  lias  tied,  and  grief  has  bound  me. 
Though  not  love  his  influence  lend. 
Thou,  O  Hope  !  art  still  my  friend. 

All  the  flowers  of  life  may  wither, 
Friend  and  lover,  glory,  gold,  — 

All  may  fly,  we  know  not  whither, 
But  thy  arms  shall  still  enfold. 
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Hope  !  thou  ever  art  my  friend. 

Though  my  dearest  joys  should  leave  a 
Fate  of  all  I  loved  hereave  me, 
Thou  a  cheering  light  wilt  send, 
StiJl,  O  Hope  !  my  only  friend. 

All  that  wins  the  heart  is  fleeting ; 

Ere  'tia  itnown,  it  flits  away, 
Ever  from  our  grasp  retreating  : 

Thou,  0  Hope  1  alone  wilt  atay. 


I.    The  Battle  Call. 


Rouse,  heroes,  rouse  to  the  conflict ! 
Se«,  yonder  the  dark  foe 
Sweeps,  like  a  winter  storm  ! 

On  speeds  the  fierce  invader, 
Wild  as  ocean  high-heaving ! 
Strong  nerve  ye,  boldly  to  meet  him  I 
Back  hurl  him,  as  dashed  wave 
Bolls  from  the  rock-bound  shore ! 

Earth  iar  has  shook  heneath  him. 
All-invading,  all-subduing  1 
Yet  fear  not,  —  country  is  sacred ! 
Who  arms  for  his  loved  home, 
Fights  with  the  sword  of  Heaven  I 


.„  Coot^lc 


SONGS  FOB  NATIONAL  AIEa. 


Think,  0  thmlc,  Low  much  thon  !oT*dst  m 
When  my  cheek  was  fresh  and  fair ! 
Do  not  coldly  now  forget  me, 
Though  its  bloom  has  gone  I 

Think  how  oft  we  sat  together ! 
Happy  were  our  moments  then. 
Then  my  ej-e  was  bright  with  pleasure, — 
Now  't  is  dmimed  wilh  tears. 

Like  a  rose  was  then  my  beauty, 
£ose  that  opens  first  in  spring- 
Then  my  eharma  could  more  allure  thoe,- 
I  could  love  not  more. 

Leave,  0,  leave  me  not  forsaken  ! 
I  will  love  thee  ever  true. 
Pale  my  cheek,  and  sorrow-stricken,  — 
Love  stjll  lights  my  soul. 


JXE.    The  Willow. 


Bbight  flows  the  roeoulow  strean 

the  willow ;  — 
There  sat  the  maid  I  love,  and  w 

garlands  r 
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There  sits  no  gentle  maid; — O,  canst  thou  tell  me, 

willow, 
Where  I  can  find  the  maid  that  sat  at  evening  by 

Light  on  the  meadow  stream  there  floats  a  rosy 

garland  ;  — 
Fair  maiden  wove  the  flowers,  and  dropped  them  in 

the  water. 
"  Go,  garland,"  Ihas  she  said,  "  and  whisper  to  my 


Low  droops  the  willow-tree, —  its  leaf  is  pale  and 

yellow: 
There  Hows  no  meadow  stream,  —  the  summer  sun 

has  dried  it. 
Brown  all  the  grass  below,  — no  inaMen  gathers 

flowers ; 
Sits  there  no  more  at  eye,  to  weave  her  flowers  in 

garlands. 

See  1    on  the  pebbles  lies  a  sailed  and  withered 

garland ;  — 
Such  ia  my  withered  heart,  and  so  my  hope' has 

False  maiden  wove  the  flowers,  and  cast  them  in 

the  water;  — 
Soon  dried  the  stream  away,  and  withered  lay  the 

garland. 
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BOHEMIAN. 

I;    Bird  of  the  Mountain. 

"LsaBtnwicjfcaljla,  (jla, 


.  sweetly  thou  angest,- 
O,  Bwcet  thy  song ! 
Over  tlie  fountain,  high  in  the  branches, 

Thou  Mtt'st  alone. 
There  oft,  at  cTening,  I  linger  to  hear  thee  : 
Bird  of  the  mountiuD,  sweetly  thou  singeet,  — 
0,  sweet  thy  song ! 


Bird  of  the  mountain,  why  art  thou  ever 
So  sad  and  lone  't 

Only  I  hear  thee  breaking  the  silenee 
So  deep  around. 

Art  thou  the  spirit  of  heart-broken  maiden  ? 

Bird  of  the  mountsun,  why  art  thou  ever 
So  sad  and  lone  'I 


n.    The  Bied  that  nA8  lost  its  X 

"  Wj  p&Denky  sedlB^,  ge  wu  tu  gea  dwanu 

Why  bo  sadly  sing'st  thou  ? 

Hast  thou  lost  tJiy  loved  one  ? 

Why  art  thou  so  lonely, 

'Mid  the  woods  afar '? 

"  They  have  stolen  all  my  young  oi 

That  IS  why  so  sad  my  song  ! " 
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Cease  thy  song  of  sorrow  1 
Spring  is  all  around  thee,— 
Other  loves  may  bless  thee,  — 
Break  not  so  thy  heart  1 
"  They  have  stolen  all  my  loved  on 
Other  lovea  I  cannot  know  1 " 


DusHKA,  fairest  of  maidens! 
IjOng  have  I  sought  for  thy  love. 
Long  have  I  courted  thee ; 
Long  have  I  lingered ; 
Yet  not  a  smile  nave  I  won. 
Still  thou  art  dear  to  me,  — 
Ever  art  dear  to  me ; 
Ever  till  death  I  am  thiue. 
Dushka,  faireat  of  maidens ! 
Give  me,  O,  give  me  thy  love  ! 
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Dushta,  fairest  of  maidens ! 
Turn  not  so  coMly  away. 
Thou  wilt  remember  me, 
When  they  have  left  thee, 
When  all  the  fmthlcse  are  gone. 
Then  thou  wilt  think  of  me, 
Fondly  wilt  think  of  me. 
Know  I  am  faithful  and  true. 
Dushka,  fairest  of  maidens  I 
Tield  me,  O,  yield  me  thy  heart ! 


n. 

DusHKA,  fairest  [dearest]  maideni 
Thou  art  still  my  only  love. 
When  the  early  blosstan 
Of  thy  beauty  fedes, 
Thoa  wilt  find  me  ever  true. 
Other  youths  may  leave  thee 
When  thy  roses  wither ; 
Still  my  heart  ia  ever  thine. 
Dushka,  fairest  [dearest]  m^den ! 
Thou  art  still  my  only  love. 


Dushka,  fmrest  [dearest]  maiden ! 
Thou  wilt  ever  be  my  love. 
Not,  like  bird  of  summer. 
Do  I  flit  away ; 
Even  in  winter  I  remain. 
I  will  never  leave  thee, 
Though  the  storm  be  rising; 
Then  1  '11  press  thee  to  myheart. 
Dushka,  fairest  [dearest]  maiden  I 
Thou  wilt  ever  be  my  love. 
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I.     Homeward  Bound. 

orram  Fbir  a  Bhata,"  —  (The  Song  of  tlieBc 

O'er  the  foaming  sea, 
Tar  the  ship  hastens, 
To  the  green  island 
Where  my  love  dwells. 
There  we  meet,  love ; 
Never  part  more, 
Till  om-  eyes  close 
In  their  last  sleep. 

Beav  me  swiftly  on, 
Fresh  and  fairlireezes, 
O'er  the  blue  ocean ;  — 
Fill  my  white  sail ! 
For  my  heart  longs 
For  ite  dear  home, — 
Longs  to  meet  her 
"Whom  my  youth  loved. 

Yonder  rises  dun, 
O'er  the  dark  waters. 
Far,  the  green  island 
I  have  sought  long. 
Speed  thee,  swift  bark, 
As  a  dart  flies ! 
Soon  my  loved  shore 
I  shall  greet  again. 

n.     The  Tby8t. 
r:  "lUgbUTliulaichEfln."  — (TullochRed,) 
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There,  lassie,  thou  hast  trjsted, 
At  (be  sloamin'  hour  to  meet  me. 
We  wilTait  beneath  its  shadow, 
As  the  gloaniin'  light  is  fading. 
And  the  mist,  along  the  meadov, 
All  its  dewy  flowers  is  shading. 
We  will  sit  and  talk  together,  — 
Tel!  how  much  we  love  each  other; 
As  the  lambs  among  the  heather. 
Gentle  aye  to  one  ajiother ;  — 
With  a  kiss  of  love  and  kindness. 
Then  we  '11  part,  to  meet  again. 
O,  come,  lassie,  come  and  meet  me  I 
Come,  lassie,  to  the  hazel  1 
There,  lassie,  thou  hast  trysted, 
At  the  gloamin'  hour  to  meet  me. 

O  come,  lassie,  come  and  meet  me  I 
Come,  when  the  lambs  are  fauldtog,  — 
Come  to  the  hazel,  lassie ! 
1 11  be  early  there  to  meet  thee. 
ThoD  wilt  na'  distrust  thy  laddie,  — 
Truthful  aye  he  's  been  uuto  thee : 
He  has  ever  loe'd  thee,  lassie,  — 
He  will  ever  dearly  loe  thee. 
Now  ilie  heather  liells  are  swinging, 
And  the  gowany  turf  is  glowing. 
Bright  the  saugh,  and  gay  the  rowan, 
Eea  the  rose,  and  green  the  rashes, 
Meet  me,  lassie,  by  the  hazei, — 
Meet  me  by  the  mountain  bum  ! 
O,  come,  las^e,  come  and  meet  ine  I 
Come,  Mien  the  lambs  are  faulding,  — 
Come  to  the  hazel,  lassie ! 
1 11  be  early  there  to  meet  tbee. 


c,  Google 


366  SONGS  rOR  NATIONAL  AIBS. 

in.    The  Lover's  Lament. 

AIt!  "CuilfhlODa."  — ITlieHDUj.) 

O,  CLOSED  the  eje  that  beamed  so  kindly, 
Mild  aa  the  morn,  when  it  first  uncloses  1 
O,  pale  the  lip,  that  smiled  so  fondly, 
Pure,  in  its  hue,  as  the  devry  rose  ! 
0,  like  the  rose,  that  Up  has  faded ! 
Cold  in  the  grave  thy  form  reposes ; 
Dark,  dark  as  night,  my  aonl  is  shaded ; 
Full  aa  the  fountain,  my  heart  now  flows- 
Long  shall  I  think  of  the  hours  when  I  sat  with  thee, 
Under   the   shade   of  the   trysting   tree,  at  silent 

gloaming ; 
Long  shall  I  dwell  on  the  scenes  I  have  viewed 

with  thee ; 
But  I  shall  see  thee  no  more  again. 
Yet  shall  I  never  forget  how  I  strayed  with  thee. 
Over  the  hills,  in  the  sunny  noon  of  April,  roaming; 
Never  forget  how  in  childhood  I  played  with  thee, 
Hours,  that,  like  thee,  were  without  a  stain. 


IV.     Clan  Donnal's  Gathering. 

A    FlHEOCH. 

Air:  "CogadhnaSUb."  — (WororPeaee.) 

Up,  Clan  Donnal ! 

Wild  rings  the  pibroch  through  glen  and  through 

valley ; 

Loud  peals  the  slogan,  that  calla  you  to  war ! 

Haste !   Donnal's  bold  warriors  on  yonder  hill  rally ; 

High  blaze  the  bale-fires  o'er  heath  and  o'er  moun- 

And  broad  waves  the  standard,  and  streams  afar. 

Coojilc 


Up,  Clan  Donnal ! 
Gird  on  the  broadsword,  and  on  with  the  tartan  1 
Haste,  where  the  pipes  shrilly  waken  the  echoes, 
i'or  there  is  the  eathering  of  Donnal  to-day  1 

Up,  Clan  Donnal  f 
Haste  ye  from  lake,  and  from  glen,  and  from  motm- 

From  forest  and  heath,  from  the  well  and  the  foun- 

And  rash  ye,  like  eagles  who  sweep  to  their  quarry, 
Or  sons  of  the  mountain,  abroa<l  on  their  foray, 
Nor  think  of  aught  else,  but  the  loved  ones  behind 

Who  faithful  defenders,  in  battle,  shall  find  you. 
So  up,  and  away  I 

Up,  Clan  Donnal ! 
Haste  to  the  gathering,  as  hounds  in  the  morning 
Speed  where  the  bom  rings  o'er  heath  and  oer 

Haste !    Clansmen  should  spring  as  the  pipes  gire 

Dash  from  their  heights,  like  a  flood  from  its  foun- 

When  swelled  by  thn  burst  of  a  cloud  to  its  fill. 

Up,  Clan  Donnal ! 
Trusty  and  faithful  we  ever  have  known  you ;  — 
Fearless  and  true  were  your  fathers  before  you ;  — 
Long  may  their  pride  and  their  glory  remam  1 

Up,  Clan  Donnal ! 
On  through  the  torrent,  and  on  through  the  river. 
And  on  up  the  steep  where  the  mountain-aidea  shiver. 
For  spirits  of  heroes  are  hovering  o'er  you. 
And  yonder  the  Saxon  invader  before  yon  ;  — 
On,  from  your  soil  with  your  good  claymores  sweep 

And  high  at   the   foot   of  your   Grampians   heap 

So  lip,  and  away  I 
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Aic;  "  Blodnu  yi  GogM^-"  —(The  Flower  of  Itc  North.) 

I.    The  Song  of  Heroes. 
Of  Hoel,  hi"h  and  glorious,  raise  the  psean, 
Bards,  with  hoary  hair,  like  streaming  meteor ! 
Strike  the  harp,  in  martial  Bjmphoay  1 
Close  the  strfun  in  sadness ! 
The  deeds  of  other  days,  worthy  heroes. 
Bright  as  holy  Heaven,  fair  aa  vernal  flowers, 
Strong  aa  mountain  wolves,  lions  too  in  fight, 
MM  aa  April  showers,  in  their  peaceful  days, 
Ruling  righteously,  conquering  nobly,  — 
Such,  alas !  are  seen  no  more. 
No  more  shall  hero's  arm  wield  the  falchion 
High-born  Hoel  bore  to  victory. 
Bust  has  dimmed  it ;  time  has  tarnished  it ;  — 


Ai.orT  resounds  Llewellyn's  horn ; 

Sharp  rings  its  blast,  like  note  of  sci 

Prom  Snowdon's  peaks  it  rolls  at  mt 

O'er  Gwyncdd  proudly  swelling. 


Its  echoes  bound  from  crag  and  scar. 
And,  borne  by  mountain  winds  afar. 
They  call  the  Cambrian  youth  to  war,  — 
Ibe  Saxou's  death-peiU  knelling. 

Like  lightnim^  flash  on  lake  or  stream. 
The  sword  ofRhydderch  darts  its  gleam- 
None,  but  ita  own  unconquered  lo^. 
Can  bear  in  fight  that  magic  sword. 
Who  else  dares  draw  it  from  its  sheath, 
Finds  in  its  wasting  flame  his  death. 
In  Rhydderch's  strong  right-hand,  it  waves, 
A  meteor,  o'er  yon  Saxon  slaves. 
Such  Ehydderch's  sword,  Llewellyn's  bom, 
Far-flashing,  proudly  swelling. 


n.     The  Baed's  Sono. 

It!  "Y  BsrMjtiHAwen."— (The  Bard  In  his  loaplrati 

Hark  !  yonder  swells  a  mnsic, 

Full,  yet  distant ;  as  fi\)m  Heaven, 

Flows  it  through  the  air. 

Bards!  wake  ye,  and  in  chorus 

Tune  your  harps,  and  raise  your  voices,  — 

Welcome  here  the  song ! 

Hiul,  heroes,  bards  and  sagea, 
Princely  Hoel,  high  CadwallonI 
Night  veils  us,  but  around  us 
Heaven  is  opened,  and  its  music 
Lifts  us  to  its  halls! 
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ni.     The  Sosg  of  Victory. 

Air:  "Tin  Aliicb."  — (The  Siran'a  Note.: 

Shoi'T,  shout  for  victory  I 
Baise  high  the  ptean  ! 
Strong  firms  have  conquered,  — 
Strong  hearts  impelled  them. 
Bright  hj-mns  shall  welcome  va, 
Loved  arms  embrace  us. 
Fond  blessings  follow  us 
Home  to  our  halls. 

Full  is  our  triumph ; 
Home  now  is  rescued; 
Sun-bright  our  viet«ry ; 
Stmn  cannot  dim  it. 
But  for  the  fallen 
Breathe  now  the  requiem  I 
Glad'soncs  should  bear  them 
High  to  their  heaven. 

Shout,  shout  for  victory  I 
Low  lies  the  invader : 
Heaven  still  protects  ns, 
Shields  hearth  and  altar. 
Bards,  tune  your  symphonies  I 
Swell  full  your  chorus  I 
Bright  dewis  to  other  days 

Loud  rings  the  pKan, — 
Youth  fondly  listens ; 
Hearts  so  inspirited 
Pant  high  for  glory. 
Sofl  tones  of  sorrow 
Breathe  for  the  fallen,  — 
Welcome  as  incense, 
Rise  to  the  stars. 
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IV.    The  RisiKG  of  the  L 

See  !   Morning  breaks, 
And  pours  its  Tight 
O'er  yonder  height, 
And,  dewy  bright, 
Young  Day  awakes. 

On  quivering  wing. 
And  bear  to  neaven 
My  joyous  song. 
In  midway  air, 
As  flitdng  star, 
'Mid  golden  beams 
I  float  along ; 
While  ftir  Below 
In  dawn's  first  glow, 
The  woods  attune 
Their  vocal  throng. 

Thus  lost  in  light, 
With  sudden  fall. 
From  Heaven's  high  haU 
At  love's  sweet  caU, 
I  drop  my  flight ; 
Then  mount  again. 
The  eye  in  vaia 
Can  trace  me, 
Aa  I  sweep  on  high ; 
But  still  the  ear 
Can  ever  hear 
My  clear  notes 
Falling  from  the  sky. 
As  if  m  bush, 
At  evening's  hush. 
The  nightingale 
Close  warbled  by. 
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Sing,  joyous  lark  I 
Mj-Tieart  with  thee 
Mounts  liglit  and  free, 
High  liberty 
Its  Ehining  mark. 
Still  heavenward  fly  I 
"With  thee,  on  high. 
My  spirit  speetls 
From  earth  afar ;  — 

Aloft  it  springs, 
To  dwell  "mid  light 
Of  sun  and  star ;  — 
Pull-voiced  and  strong, 
It  pours  its  song, 
Lite  hymn  that  greets 
The  viclor'a  car. 


THE    NORNS. 


IThe  three  Noras  ( Nomlr)  were  the  Ihwe  Fataa  or  Dcatii 
gqanaiuttiiaB  Mythology.     Tbey  were  rsUly  OQly  fX 
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Around  n 
Temple  and  heaven-like  dome,  with  graceful  swell, 

Blend,  in  their  brightness,  with  the  orient  skies. 
On  pyramid  and  column,  glorious,  shine 
Hku  myths  of  fceroes,  carved  in  mystic  line ; 

Mysterious  light  o'er  ail,  from  Heaven,  is  thrown: 
And  song5  of  glory  fill  the  vocal  air, 
Aloft  the  deeds  of  feme  sublimely  bear ; 

Deep  as  the  thunder,  but  how  sweet,  their  tone  I 
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On  the  rushing  stream  1  sweep  along ; 

Sun-bright  o'er  me  Bwella  the  cloudless  blue  \ 
Jojs  around,  a  igay,  triumphant  throng, 
Lead  me  on,  -vnth  high  and  cheerful  song. 

Give  me  ever  greelings,  bright  and  new. 
Onward  still  the  stream,  in  golden  glow. 

Heaves  and  tosses,  aa  if  iSb  were  there  : 

Warm  and  kindling,  breathes  the  inspiring  air ; ) 
Wakened  by  ita  toucE,  in  hounding  flow, 

Thought  and  feeling  in  tlie  joyanee  share. 

Ukd. 

Calm,  on  my  high-piled  trophies,  I  repose, — 

On  polished  bronze  Igravc  the  immortal  lay. 
A  stream,  from  unseen  fountain,  by  me  flovrs. 

And  htuTjing  bears  my  scattered  leaves  away. 
That  is  the  rushing  stream  that  leads  thee  on : 
Catch  from  its  wave  the  leaves  that,  in  the  sun. 

Quick  flash,  like  ice-genos  in  the  dawn'a  first  light. 
These  fimn  the  holy  past  to  thee  are  borne ; 
Look  reverent  back,  nor,  in  thy  joyanee,  scorn 

The  gifts  from  mo  that  make  thy  present  brighL 

In  my  heart  a  living  spirit  burns, 

Served  to  earnest  act  and  daring  deed. 

Kever,  as  it  hastens,  back  it  turns; 

All  the  past  holds  burieil  in  its  urns 
AVin  It  not  to  check  its  onward  speed, 

"Who  would  ^ve  this  glorious  world  around, 
Sun-bright  stream,  and  fair  and  flowery  shore, 
Hopes,  like  visions,  leading  on  before. 

On,  in  light,  to  time's  remotest  bound,  — 
Give,  tor  all  the  great  thou  hast  in  store  1 

Then  speed  thee  reckless  on,  —  but  I  remain. 
Where  ancient  glories  still  unfading  tower : 

Deeds  such  as  mine  shall  ne'er  be  done  again, — 
The  fruits  of  godlike  thought  and  Titan  power.     . 


Where,  in  the  mystic  light  of  orient  slties, 
Vast  pyramid  and  massive  temple  rise, 

In  shade  of  saered.  laurel  I  recline. 
The  golden  sun  of  morning  meets  me  there ; 
The  firstborn  world,  around  me,  fresh  and  fair, — 

Its  life,  its  love,  its  music,  all  divine  I 

Verandi. 
On  the  rushing  stream,  away !  away ! 

While  the  moments  win  us,  speed  along ! 
As  the  favoring  winds  around  us  play, 
We  have,  too,  a  heart-inspiring  lay ; 

Only  joy  and  hope  awake  our  song. 
Or  should  tempest  meet  me  on  my  path. 

Fearlessly  my  track  I  still  pursue ; 

Strength  and  skill  is  mine,  to  bear  me  through; 
Soon  the  wasting  stona  shall  spend  its  wrath,  — 

Joyous  day  again  its  light  renew. 
Skuld. 
Far  on  the  boundless  deep  I  hold  my  thrpne, 

Where  clouds  and  darkness  rear  their  wondrous 
wall: 
Deep  in  their  solemn  shades  I  dwell  alone ; 

No  stranger's  foot  has  ever  touched  my  hall. 
The  stream  of  time  still  rushes  to  the  m^n  ; 
Its  golden  waves  attract  the  eye  in  vain : 
Amid  the  clouds  that  round  me  rise  afar. 
One  faint  light  draws  it,  like  a  magic  star. 

That  light  is  from  my  shrine  ;  —  in  fuller  glow 

It  bums,  than  all  your  brightest  years  have  known: 
Sljll  bums  it  on.  in  one  eternal  flow, 

When  past  and  present  fame  is  ever  gone. 
Speed  on,  then,  o'er  the  deep!  though,  dim  and  dark, 
High  heave  the  clouds,  t>e  that  your  beacon  mark  1 
Through  the  dun  shades  ye  pass ;  then  holiest  day 
Sweeps,  in  illimitable  bliss,  away ! 


POSTHUMOUS    POEMS. 
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INVOCATION. 

1344. 

Okcr  thou  wast  ever  nigh  me  :  now  so  long 
We  have  been  parted,  that  I  seek  thee  far, 
And  find  thee  uot.     Once  ever  to  my  song 
Thou  hastfidst ;  in  thy  flight,  as  lambent  star 
Shot  from  the  highest  sphere ; 
And  with  thee,  to  my  ear 

Came  heartening  tones,  that  kindly  drew  me  on, 
Until,  as  BoIf-evSved,  my  lay  was  done. 

Yet  I  would  win  thee  still 

To  dwell  beside  me,  as  in  earlier  days. 

That  time  of  flowers  is  gone ;  its  memory  stays, 

And  often  will  its  dreams  my  spirit  fill 

With  youth's  full  joy.  Where  shall  1  seek  thee  now? 

Is  it  upon  the  sky-crowned  mountain's  brow? 

Or  sit  fit  thou  radier  by  the  sounding  shore,  — 

Fit  music  for  thee  in  its  rush  and  voar,  — 

Or  roamcst  free  the  desert's  boundless  plain  ? 

O,  lead  me  even  so  far,  to  find  thee  onee  ag^a ! 

A  storm  rose  'mid  the  gloom  of  yesternight ; 
Ajid  as  it  just  o'ertopped  the  distant  hill. 
Forked  lightnings  played  in  jets  of  starry  light, 
And  yet  the  hudied  and  slumbrous  air  was  still : 
But  as  the  cloud  rolled,  billowy,  up  the  sky. 
The  flash  soon  heralded  the  bursting  peal ; 
'Mid  the  wild  conflict,  then  I  felt  me  high 
Uplifted  to  thee,  for  I  well  could  feel, 
Thou  with  tie  winds  and  thunders  hadst  thy  flight 
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To-day  the  sky  is  clear ;  serenely  blue 
It  swells  above  me,  and  a  freshening  gale 
Tosses  the  sparkling  sea,  full  in  my  view. 
Crested  with  many  a  bright  and  bellying  sail'. 
Thou  too  art  hovering,  in  the  sunny  air, 
Over  this  fair  spring-time  of  budding  grovM : 
Hiou  listen'st  to  the  voice  of  happy  loves ; 
Smilest,  —  and  answering  smiles  await  thee  there. 

But  1  would  rather  seek  thee,  where  alone 
Thou  find'st  thy  home,  in  the  Ideal ;  —  there 
Thou  sittest,  as  a  conqueror  on  his  throne ; 
Around  thee  stand  the  great,  the  good,  the  fair, 
Perfect  as  highest  thought,  —  no  diiu  decay 
Can  ever  waste  them,  —  free  from  spot  or  stain, 
They  live,  unchanged,  one  long,  eternal  day;  — 
Thitiier  I  haste,  for  there  I  cannot  seek  in  vain. 

In  that  high  home,  O,  pour  thy  sacred  light 
Around  my  soul,  that  I  may  feel  and  know 
How  godlike  man,  when,  on  his  utmost  height, 
He  looks,  as  Washington,  on  all  below. 
Mild,  yet  unbending ;  stern  to  keep  the  right, 
Yet  filled  with  love  of  country's  warmest  glow, 
And  hoher  love  of  all !     Inspired  by  thee, 
O,  be  my  theme  alone  the  perfect  and  the  free  I 


THE    STARLET. 


There  stood  a  star  in  the  heaven's  blue, 
And  it  sparkled  so  sweetly  bright, 

A  milder  glance  I  never  knew, 
And  it  filled  me  with  delight. 
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Methought  all  beauty  and  loveliness  met 

In  its  sotUy-twinkling  beam ; 
I  watched  the  bright  star  till  I  saw  it  set. 

In  a  still  and  happy  dream. 

Each  night  'mid  the  dew  of  the  flowera  1  lay, 
And  intently  gazed  on  the  star, 

Till  the  misty  veil  of  the  morning  gray 
Hung  over  the  hills  afar. 

But  since  I  have  met  thee,  charmer  dear, 
The  star  has  no  longer  my  love ; 

I  Eeok  not  the  bliss  that  invites  me  here, 
In  the  blue  of  the  heaven  above. 


NATURE'S    LYRE. 

"  Is  there  no  hand  to  wake  mv  ancient  lyre  ?  " 
So,  through  the  solemn  hush  of  midnight,  came 

Late  to  my  soul  a  tone,  that  seemed,  hke  fire. 
Within  my  heart  to  light  its  early  flame. 

Far  from  on  high  it  flowed,  and  to  my  ear 

Bore  through  the  dark  profound  the  song  of  holiest 

"  Is  there  no  hand  to  tune  my  harp  again. 

As  once  it  rang  on  Zion's  sacred  hills. 
Whence  borne  by  Mrs  from  heaven  o'er  vale  and 

The  desert  smiled,  the  sea  was  smooth  and  still  ? 
Is  there  no  voice  to  sivell  that  lofty  lay 
Up  to  the  golden  gates  of  never-ending  day  ? 

"  Will  none  awake  again  the  heroic  string. 

Such  as  Olympusheard'uiidsky-crewned  snows? 

The  bounding  accents  leap;  res])onstve  ring 
Struck  swords  on  brazen  shicM  that  buniished 
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Will  no  proud  youth  take  up  the  epic  song, 

And  'mid  triumphal  halls  its  wondrous  charm  pro- 

"la  there  no  lip  can  fill  the  pastoral  flute, 
And  pour  its  sweetness  on  the  vernal  air ; 

To  the  blest  time  of  loves  and  blossoms  suit 
The  strain  that  breathes  alone  the  soft  and  fcur  ? 

Is  there  no  joyous  heart  to  mve  once  more 

The  festal  hymn,  that  rose  by  myrtle-tufted  shore  ? 

"  Wlien  shall  the  lyric  trumpet,  from  its  sleep 
Start  to  new  life,  as  when  of  old  it  blew 

Summons  to  patriot  souls,  and  stirred  them  deep, 
That  to  the  joy  of  fight,  like  heroes,  they  flew. 

Whether  on  Ilium's  glory-lighted  coast, 

Or  where  the  Baltic  rolls  cold  Valhall's  realms  of 
frost? 

"  And  who  is  there  ean  lead  the  fairy  dance, 
To  ever-chanBeful  notes,  from  citherns  borne 

Through  the  wifi.  tangled  shadows  of  Bomance, 
Oft  startled  by  the  clang  of  elfin  horn  ? 

Is  there  a  voice  can  render,  full  and  free. 

That  song  of  tenderest  love,  and  gayest  revelry  ? 

"  And  dare  one  touch  the  Ijie  of  many  tones. 
That  spake  the  all-meanuig  language  of  a  world, 

So  clear  and  true,  the  song  each  passion  owns,  — 
Hope's  swellinc  lip,  and  pride's  in  anger  curled  ? 

Will  none  that  fullest  harmony  display. 

And  lead  it  with  strong  hand  careering  on  its  way  ? 

"  Have  ye,  then,  all  foraot  my  ancient  lyre, 
To  Nature's  pure  and  simple  music  strung? 

Have  poor  conceits  subdued  its  native  fire. 
And  a  false  art  cold  fetters  round  it  flung  ? 

True  art  is  perfect  nature ;  —  wake  and  give 

New  motion  to  its  chords,  and  know,  thy  song  shall 
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MASTER'S   SONG. 


-Is  harmony  the  social  hand 
Are  met  around  the  fount  of  light. 
To  spend  heneath  the  Master'sTiand, 
In  decent  joy,  the  festive  night ; 
Let  each,  in  truth  and  honor  hright, 
Be  present  at  the  soerct  hall, 
And  on  his  heart  in  silence  write 
The  aacveii  word  that  binds  us  all. 

Beneath  the  blue  and  starry  zone 
Whose  arch,  high-sweUing,  girds  the  pole, 
The  Master,  on  his  orient  throne, 
Unfolds  to  view  the  mystic-  roll ; 
At  once  the  pure,  fraternal  soul 
Bends  to  the  sign,  with  sacred  awe. 
And  reads  upon  the  lettered  scroll. 
In  words  of  light,  the  unuttered  law. 

Let  us  our  hearts  and  hands  entwine, 
And  form  one  perfect  wreath  of  love ; 
Then,  kneeling  at  the  voice  divine 
That  spake  to  mortab  from  above, 
Put  on  the  meekness  of  the  dove. 
And  the  white  robes  of  charity. 
And,  in  unerring  wisdom,  prove 
Our  brethren  with  the  single  eye. 

Be  there  no  darkUng  scowl  of  hate 
Upon  the  calm,  unruffled  brow ; 
But  each,  in  innocence  elate, 
Tp  virtue's  brightness  only  biDW 
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Blest  guardian  of  all  pleasarea  I  tliou 
Be  ever  at  our  Master's  side, 
And  mark,  with  radiant  finger,  how 
Thy  words  can  be  our  only  guide. 


And  where  the  mounting  arches  end, 
To  each  the  agn  of  worSi  is  given ; 
Then,  mantled  bv  the  shades  of  even. 
We  meet  beneath  the  unclouded  sky, 
And  bind  the  links  no  power  hath  rivei 
In  which  we  swear  to  hve  and  die. 

Let  us  these  favored  hours  employ, 
These  moments  of  the  social  night, 
To  Mng  the  silver  song  of  joy. 
And  make  the  chain  of  union  bright ; 
So  may  we  ever  here  unite 
To  spend  the  hours  in  mercy  given, 
Led  by  the  tokens  which  invite 
Alone  to  happiness  and  Heaven. 


EOTAL  ARCH  SONG. 


Joy  !  the  sacred  law  is  found. 

Now  the  temple  stands  complete ; 
Gladly  let  us  gather  round 

Where  the  Pontiff  holds  his  seat. 
Now  he  spreads  the  volume  wide. 

Opening  forth  its  leaves  to-day,  — 
And  the  Monarch  by  his  ade 

Gazes  on  the  bright  display. 
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Joy !  the  secret  vault  is  found ; 

Full  the  sunbeam  faUs  within, 
Pointing,  darkly  underground. 

To  the  treasure  we  would  win : 
Hey  have  hrought  it  forth  to  light. 

And  again  it  cheers  the  earth ; 
All  ita  leaves  are  purely  bright. 

Shining  in  their  newest  worth. 

This  shall  be  the  sacred  mark 

Which  shall  guide  us  to  the  skies. 
Bearing,  like  a  noly  ark. 

All  ue  hearts  who  lore  to  rise ; 
This  shall  he  the  comer-stone, 

Which  the  builders  threw  away. 
But  was  found  the  only  one 

Fitted  for  the  arch's  stay. 

This  shall  be  the  gavel  true, 

At  whose  sound  the  crowd  shall  bend, 
Givinjg  to  the  law  its  due ; 

This  shall  be  the  faithful  friend ; 
This  the  loken  which  shall  bring 

Kindness  to  the  sick  and  poor, 
'  Hastening  on  an  angel's  wing 

To  the  lone  and  ibrksome  door. 

This  shall  crown  the  mighty  arch. 

When  the  temple  sprmgs  on  high, 
And  the  brethren  bend  their  mardi, 

Wafting  incense  to  the  sky ; 
Then  the  solemn  strain  shall  swell 

From  the  bosom  and  the  tongue. 
And  the  Master's  glory  tell 

In  the  harmony  of  song. 

Here  the  exile,  o'er  the  waste 

Trudging  homeward,  shall  repose; 

All  his  toils  and  dangers  past, 
Here  his  long  sojourning  close; 
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Entering  through  the  sacred  veils, 
To  the  holy  areli  he  bends ; 

Then,  as  sinking  nature  fails, 
Hope  in  glad  iruitiou  ends. 
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The  Tault  arches  o'er  us,  and  night  hrooda  around ; 
Not  a  whisper  is  heard  through  the  depth  of  the  cave ; 
All  hearta,  in  the  ^ence  of  secrecy  bound, 
Are  reading  the  words  the  Great  Architect  gave: 
United  they  listen  the  voice  of  the  law, 
The  guide  to  our  reason,  the  spur  of  the  soul. 
And  they  feel  in  the  sounds  a  sweet  mystery  draw 
Their  hearts  to  the  Spirit  who  uttered  the  whole. 

Now  the  wort  is  completed,  and  all  are  combined, 
To  close  in  the  setret  and  deep-hidden  cell 
The  words  which  are  treasured  as  light  to  the  mind, 
Like  the  waters  of  truth  m  their  close-covered  well ; 
Here  safely  secured,  they  shall  live  in  the  rock. 
When  the  storm  rages  o'er  it  and  levels  the  w^ 
And  still,  in  the  ra^e  of  the  conqueror's  shock, 
The  arches  shall  neither  be  shaken  nor  fall. 

We  have  hid  m  its  secret  and  silent  retreat 
The  treasure  that  kinM  shall  exult  to  behold ; 
And  the  pilgrim  shall  liasten  with  ardor  to  meet 
This  gift,  v^ued  higher  than  jewels  or  gold: 
Ages  roll  on  their  way,  and  no  foot  sh^  be  heard 
In  search  of  this  scroll  to  enlighten  the  world ; 
But  a  hand  shall  be  found  to  recover  the  word. 
And  then  shall  the  standard  of  truth  be  unfiu-led. 
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We  are  seated  in  silence,  and  nothing  can  find 

Its  way  to  our  distant  and  mystical  cave ; 

And  the  watchman  who  guards  not,  om-  mandate 

shali  bind 
In  the  deeper  concealment  of  death  and  the  grave  ■ 
Be  faithful  and  true,  ever  firm  to  your  trust, 
Is  the  lesson  we  give  in  the  council  of  light, 
And  the  herald  shall  summon  you  forth  Irom  the 

Above  in  the  meeting  of  souls  to  unite. 
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Honor,  for  ever  honor  due 
Be  paid  the  patriot  brave,  — 

The  men,  to  home  and  country  true, 
Who  died  our  rights  to  save. 

They  planted  on  this  fertile  soil, 
And  wet  with  blood,  the  tree ; 

Ours  is  the  fruit  of  all  their  toil, 
They  bled  —  and  we  are  free. 

They  bound  the  chain  of  union  strong, 

And  bade  it  ever  hold ; 
ITiat  we,  their  sons,  may  gather  ione 

Within  its  happy  fold. 

That  chain  of  union  let  us  keep 
Bright  as  when  first  it  shone ; 

The  love  they  cherished  fixed  and  deep. 
That  love  be  all  our  own. 
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Let  years  roll  on,  and  far  and  wide 
Still  spread  our  free  domain, 

The  dead  who  rest  here  side  by  side 
Will  not  have  died  in  vain. 


MIDNIGHT     MUSIC. 


i&thfir  tbon  oi  poetry-] 

What  sound  of  midnight  music 
Comes  stealing  on  my  ear  ? 

How  sweet,  and  oh !  how  holy, 
The  solemn  strain  1  hear  I 

How  sweet,  and  oh!  how  holy, 
It  echoes  far  and  near. 

As  if  an  angel  warbled 
The  solemn  strain  I  hear. 

As  if  an  angel  warbled 
From  out  the  highest  sphere: 

Sure  mortal  could  not  utter 
The  solemn  strain  I  hear. 

Sure  mortal  could  not  utter 
A  song  so  scA  and  clear : 


O,  might  it  ever  linger. 
Thus  breathing  in  my  ear, 

That  sound  of  midnight  musit 
The  solemn  strain  I  hear  I 
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AN    ODE    TO    MELANCHOLY. 

"  The  joj  of  grief."  —  Osaus. 

Melanchoiy  !  blue-eyed  maiil, 

Clad  in  ample  russet  stole, 

Thou  who  lov'st  the  silent  shade, 

And  weep'st  where  mummring  rivulets  roll, 

Calmer  of  the  troubled  breast, 

Heaving  wild  with  pa;raioii*s  throe. 

Thou  OTio  lay'st  the  heart  at  rest. 

And  eool'at  distraction's  fevered  glow ! 

When  thou  leanest  o'er  the  rill, 

And  minglest  with  its  wave  tliy  tear, 

O,  what  sounds  the  woodland  fill, 

And  softly  whisper  in  my  ear ! 

Come  then,  enchanting  Melancholy, 
Thou  sweetest  mistress  of  my  heart ! 
Come,  let  us  leave  the  haunts  of  folly. 
And  taste  the  joys  that  no'er  depart. 

Melancholy !  maid  of  Heaven  ! 
Thine  are  pleasures  known  by  few,  — 
Joys  to  favorites  only  given,  — 
Joys  that  soothe  like  summer  dew ; 
Thine  the  harp,  whose  golden  wire 
Bids  Heaven's  sweetest  music  roll. 
Kindling  with  a  seraph's  fire. 
And  calmly  stealing  to  the  soul. 
When  thou  pour's!  the  dying  strm, 
Naiads  smile  along  the  wave. 
Shepherds  listen  on  the  plain. 
And  hermits  in  the  mountain  cave. 
Come  then,  &c. 
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Mnlancholy  !  Pity's  child  I 
Tura  on  me  thine  eye  of  blue, 
Soft  as  when  affection  smiled, 
Or  wept  compassion'a  purest  dew ; 
Wake  thy  voice  that  cnarnia  the  grove, 
Breathe  thy  calmest,  sweetest  lay,  — 
Strike  thy  wlver  chord  of  love, 
And  drive  the  cruel  fiend  away ; 
Tor  thou  sooth'st  the  tmiured  heart 
To  a  holy,  heavenly  calm, 
And  gently  heal'st  affliction's  smart 
With  t^  music's  3oft«ning  bahu. 
Come  then,  &c. 

Angel  of  the  green-wood  shade  I 
Let  me  lie  on  moss  reclined, 
When  the  hues  of  evening  fade, 
And  calmly  blows  the  fragrant  wind, — 
Let  nie  lie  be^de  thy  rill. 
And  view  the  stream  that  ripples  by, 
Tin  my  soul  shall  drink  its  liil 
Of  thy  delightful  melody. 
O,  how  soft,  how  sweet,  how  mild. 
All  the  sounds  that  kiss  thy  string  I 
How  thev  echo  from  the  wild. 
And  in  the  flowery  valleys  ring ! 
Come  then,  &c. 

Melancholy !  dearest  maid. 
Bending  low  thine  eyes  of  blue  I 
Roam  the  gently  opening  glade, 
And  thickets  gemmed  with  morning  dew 
Seek  the  cool,  sequestered  cave, 
When  the  noon  is  glowing  bright; 
Rest  where  fisrests  slowly  wave, 
And  floats  a  faintly  trembling  light. 
Where'er  thou  rov'st  at  early  dawn. 
Or  sit'st,  when  glows  the  noonljde  ^y, 
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Dearer  at  nigbt  the  quiet  lawn 

And  winding  rill  that  ripples  l)y. 

Come  then,  enchanting  Melancholy, 
Thou  sweetest  niistreaa  of  my  heart ; 
Come,  let  us  leave  the  haunts  of  folly, 
And  taste  the  joys  that  ne'er  depart. 
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Let  us  in  the  early  dawn, 
Seek  the  mountain's  awful  hrow, 
When  the  shades  of  night  are  gone, 

And  calmly  smiles  the  scene  helow ; 

Let  us  wander  carelessly 

Through  the  silence-breathing  wood. 

And  gaze  where  swiftly  rushes  by. 

Whitened  with  foam,  the  troubled  flood ;  — 

Let  us  steal  along  tie  vale, 

Where  the  bee  is  humming  round, 

And  the  velvet-pinioned  gale 

Whispers  o'er  the  flowery  ground. 

Nymph  of  most  enthantmg  power. 

Let  us  roam  the  wild-wood  lirough. 

When  at  morn  or  evening's  hour 

Droop  the  leaves  with  pearly  dew. 


NAPOLEON. 

His  glance  was  fixed  on  power  alone, 

His  breast  was  steeled  to  woe ; 
He  eared  not  for  the  dying  groan, 

lEs  tears  could  never  flow : 
Hard  as  the  rock,  his  flinty  soul 

Sported  with  life  and  blood ; 
Impatient  of  the  least  control. 

Above  the  world,  he  stood. 

,.  ..,„t,.ooglc 


O'er  Europe's  plains  he  marched  to  slay  ; 

He  spoke  —  and  empires  fell ; 
Destruction's  gory  path  his  way ; 

His  voice  —  a  nation's  knell : 
Kings  bent  their  necks  beneath  his  rod, 

And  owned  his  iron  sway ; 
On  crowns  and  thrones  he  proudly  trod, 

Or  threw  the  toys  away. 

"Be  free"  the  Ij-ing  despot  said, — 

"  Be  free,"  —  and  they  were  slaves ; 
Before  him  every  virtue  fled,  — 

He  dug  their  dreary  graves  : 
Madly  he  hoped  to  be  oEejed 

By  realms  in  ruin  hurled, 
And  'neath  his  bannet's  awful  shade 

To  gather  in  the  world. 


ODE    OK    DEATH. 

Toll  for  the  brave ! 

He  whom  we  saw  afar. 

First  in  the  ranks  of  war. 
Sleeps  in  the  grave ; 
No  flags  or  pennons  o'er  the  hero  wave ; 
Ne'er  shall  the  cannon's  roar,  the  trumpet's  breath. 
The  drum's  loud  tumult,  wake  the  sleep  of  death, 
No  shout  of  triumph  animate  the  brave ; 
No  burnished  eagle  glitters  o'er  his  head,  — 
High  from  his  tomb  the  bird  has  ta'en  her  flight. 
While  sable  yews  o'ershadow  Honoi^'s  bed. 
And  coldly  fall  the  chilling  dews  of  night, 
Steeping  the  wintry  turt'  that  hides  the  mighty  dead. 

Toll  for  the  just ! 
That  eye  <y£  tempered  tire, 
Which  shunned  each  wrong  desu-e, 

Fades  in  the  dust ;  ,-.         , 
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Hushed  is  that  eloquence  so  noblj'  bold ; 

The  heart  that  felt  for  suffering  is  told; 

Affliction  mourns  above  his  honored  bust,  — 

Her  tears,  slow-stealing  o'er  its  marble  cheek, 

Tell  of  his  soul  of  majesty  and  love, 

His  eye,  that  ever  glancwi  on  things  above. 

At  once  in  justice  firm,  in  kind  i:oiupassioii  meek : 

Goodness  mast  fade ;  —  the  equal  hand  of  death 

Quenches  the  villain's  and  the  just  man's  breath. 

Toll  for  the  fair! 

Go,  seek  the  lonely  lomb. 

Go,  wander  through  its  gloom, 
She  slumbers  there ; 
Her  angel  look,  that  melted  every  soul, 
Her  eye,  that  rolled  its  glance  of  tenderness, 
Her  fbnn  encircled  round  with  every  grace, 
Kow  moulder  'neath  corruption's  sable  stole ; 
The  worm  is  cradled  on  her  forehead  fair. 
And  wantons  'mid  the  ringlets  of  her  hair, — 
Each  tint  of  faded  beauty  charms  no  more ; 
The  fri^ranee  of  her  lip,  its  Uving  rose, 
No  more  in  Heaven's  own  purest  crimson  glows,  — 
T  is  livid  as  the  stream  that  laves  th'  Averaian  shore. 

A  fleeting  day 
The  cheek  of  beauty  glows. 
The  voice  of  music  flows, 
Then  melts  away ; 
Fluttering  amid  the  summer's  tranaent  ray. 
The  gaudy  fop  expands  his  shining  wing; 
In  bounding  step  the  merry  dancers  spring. 
Like  insects  sportive,  like  the  rainbow  gay : 
Soon  o'er  this  smiling  scene  the  wintry  storm 
Of  dark  affliction  sheds  its  lurid  gloom, 
Wafting  upon  its  blast  Destruction's  form. 
Who  calls,  with  voice  of  thunder,  to  the  tomb ; 
Like  lightning  flashing  o'er  the  sleeper's  head. 
He  wakes  them  from  dieir  dream,  then  hides  them 
with  the  dead. 
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We  all  must  die  I 
Each  form,  that  proudly  k 
Where  war's  coniusion  roa 

Mu3t  lowly  lie ; 
The  bard  must  hush  his  voici 


No  more  to  swell  the  heart  or  steal  the  sigh : 
Low  in  the  humid  dust,  the  noisome  grave, 
We  rest  our  wearied  limbs,  we  end  our  toils ; 
There  fade  the  short-liyed  laurels  of  the  brave, 
There  melt  away  the  statesman's  causeless  broils, 
There  wastes  the  corpse  to  dust,  —  't  is  all  we  kuow 
Of  man,  the  tenant  of  a  world  of  woe. 

How  dark  the  tomb  I 

Doubt  shades  that  dreary  cave. 

And  eurt^ns  round  the  grave 
With  formless  gloom. 
O,  what  a  spetire  issues  from  its  womb  I 
How  dark  h;3  swarthy  eye,  its  lurid  glare 
Like  flames  that  in  the  dreary  midnight  flare ! 
Witi  what  a  hollow  voice  he  speaks  our  doom  ! 
Impervious  darkness  on  its  raven  wing 
Hangs  o'er  the  bed  of  death  ;  the  sceptic  eye 
Sees  no  fair  realm  beyond  this  being  he, 
"While  wan  despair  and  ghastly  terror  fling 
Their  horrors  o'er  the  couch,  where  helpless  mortals 

Is  there  a  ray 
Whose  brighljiess  can  illume 
The  grave,  and  bid  the  gloom 
Disperse  away  ? 
Is  there  a  twinkling  star  amid  this  storm. 
Where  all  is  cold  and  cheerless,  all  desptur? 
Eeveala  it  to  the  sight  an  angel  form. 
Whose  pinions,  floating  on  the  murky  air, 

I Coot^k 


ODE  TO  HELIGION.  395 

Scatter  the  tempest-clouds,  and  o'er  the  sky 
Unveil  a  morning  tint  of  rosy  hue, 
And  clothe  the  noontide  vault  with  lovely  blue, 
While  through  the  vale  light  airs  and  balmy  zephyrs 

There  ia  a  form, 

Whose  brightly  beaming  eye 

Disperses  from  (he  sky 
Life's  gloomy  storm : 
Around  her  brow  celestial  radiance  plays, 
Her  candid  vestments  shine  with  dazzling  light, 
A  thousand  twinkling  gems,  like  stars  of  ni^t, 
In  virtue's  legis,  on  her  bosom  blaze  ; 
She  speaks,  —  and  tones  of  heavenly  harmony 
Flow  through  the  air  and  tremble  on  the  gale; 
The  mourner  raises  her  desponding  eye, 
And  the  heartbroken  maid  remitsner  wiul ;  — 
'T  is  Hope,  who,  bendbig  from  her  native  skies, 
Bids  through  Death's  dreary  vale  delicious  beauties 


ODE    TO    EELIGION. 

DAtiGiriER  of  Heaven !  whose  tender  eye 

Bends  from  thy  throne  of  light  above, 

And  in  the  wounds  of  misery 

Distils  the  healing  tears  of  love  ; 

Clad  in  the  spotless  robes  of  day. 

Thou  clear'st  the  moral  night  away, 

And  at  thy  touch  dispersive  roil 

The  dark,  impervious  clouds,  that  shroud  the  guilty 

Alonn;  the  vale  of  death  and  pain, 
Jn  sable  weeds,  a  band  appears ; 
Around  them  fly  a  horrent  train 
Of  sharp  regrets  and  boding  fears ;  ,-.  , 
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O'er  flinty  paths  their  way  they  wind, 
And  leave  their  track  in  blood  behind  ; 
Bemembrance  has  no  light  to  cheer, 
And  dim,  through  lowering  clouds,  the  beams  of  hope 
appear. 

They  backward  look  on  early  flowers, 

On  buds  of  bliss  and  dews  of  joy ; 

How  few,  how  fleeting,  were  those  hours  1 

They  flattered  only  to  destroy ; 

Amid  the  woven  blossoms  roso 

The  doomy  forms  of  real  woes, 

And  Disappointment  backward  threw. 

With    cold,   repuMve   hand,   the   eager-hastening 


With  bounding  heart  and  burning  bouI 

With  look  elate,  and  eye  of  fire, 

Youth  hurried  from  the  lifted  goal, 

Impelled  by  glory,  love,  deare  ; 

B^bre  him  shone  the  dazzling  prize,  — 

Hope  flashed  exulting  from,  his  eyes; 

He   stretched  his  hand,  —  Despair,  with  thrilling 

Bcream, 
Bepelled  his  grasp,  and  broke  his  gilded  dream. 

Celestial  mad  I  thy  mellow  light 

Can  pierce  the  ckiuds  tliat  round  us  lower, 

And  pour  upon  the  drooping  sight 

From  Heaven  the  soul-enkindling  shower ; 

And  as  the  soft-distilling  rain 

Enlivens  all  the  tliirsty  pitaxi, 

Thy  drops  of  love  awake  the  heart, 

And  heal  the  festering  wounds  of  sorrow's  vcnomcd 

O  come !  and  on  me  kindly  lay 
The  mantle  of  thy  loveliness, 
And  all  my  eiTOrs  wash  away 
In  the  pure  fountain  of  thy  grace; 
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And  when  I  weep  o'er  joys  gone  by, 
And  view  the  past  with  wishful  eye, 
Be  thine  to  lift  my  sinking  soul, 
And  guide  my  wearied  steps  to  Heaven', 


STAR  OF  BETHLEHEM. 

BRifiHTEB  than  the  rising  day, 
When  the  aim  in  glory  shines. 
Brighter  than  the  diamond's  ray 
Sparkling  in  Golconda's  mines, 
Beaming  through  the  clouds  of  woe, 
Smiles  in  Mercy's  diadem 
Brighter  on  the  worid  below, 
The  Star  that  ros    "    " 


When  our  eves  are  dunmed  with  tears, 
This  can  light  them  up  again, 

Faintly  warbling  o'er  the  plain. 
Never  shines  a  ray  so  bright 
From  the  purest  earthly  gem; 
O,  there  is  no  soothing  light 
Like  the  Star  of  Betflehem  I 

Griefs  dark  clouds  may  round  ua  roll, 
Every  heart  may  sink  m  woe. 
Gloomy  conscienee  rack  the  soul, 
And  sorrow's  tears  in  torrents  flow  ; 
Sdll  through  all  these  clouds  and  storms 
Shines  this  purest  heavenly  gem, 
With  a  ray  that  kindly  warms,  — 
The  Star  that  rose  in  Bethlehem. 

When  we  cross  the  roaring  wave 
That  rolls  on  life's  remotest  shore. 
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When  we  look  into  the  grave 
And  wander  through  this  world  no  i 
This  the  lamp,  whose  genial  raj. 
Like  Eome  bnghtly  glowing  gem, 
Points  to  man  his  darkling  way,  — 
The  Star  that  rose  in  Bethlehem. 

Let  the  world  he  sunk  in  sorrow, 
Not  an  eye  be  charmed  or  blest ; 
We  can  see  a  fair  to-morrow 
Shining  in  the  rosy  west ; 
For  this  beacon  Hope  displays. 
For  in  Mercy's  diadem 
Shines  with  Faith's  serenest  rays 
The  Star  that  rose  in  Bethlehem. 

When  this  gloomy  life  is  o'er. 
When  we  smile  in  bliss  above. 
When  on  that  delightful  shore 
We  enjoy  the  heaven  of  love ; 
0,  what  dazzling  light  shall  shine 
Bound  salvation^  purest  gem  I 
O,  what  rays  of  love  divine 
Gild  the  Star  of  Bethlehem ! 


TRUMPET  OF  LIBERTY. 

Trumpet  of  Liberty  I 

Trumpet  of  Freedom  I 

Call  on  thy  sons, 

And  to  victory  lead  them; 

Youth  whose  bright  tresses  wave, 

Age  with  loets  hoary, 

All  who  are  good  and  brave, 
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Trnmpct  of  Liberty  ! 

Rend  thou  asunder 

Slavery's  chains 

AVith  a.  war-note  of  thunder. 

Slaves,  from  your  slumbers  start, 

AVake  ye  from  slavery  ! 

O,  let  the  wariior's  heart 

Kindle  in  bravery  I 

Trumpet  of  Liberty ! 

Europe  shall  hear  thee. 

Blow  Freedom's  blast, 

Every  tyrant  shall  fear  thee. 

Call  on  the  brave, 

And  to  victory  lead  them,  — 

TjTants  lo  death, 

And  the  slave  to  his  freedom. 


Live  no  longer  in  slavery ; 
Eise  in  your  strength,  — 
They  sliall  tremble  and  jear  you ; 
Call  for  your  rights,  — 
Every  tyrant  shall  hear  you. 

Nations,  be  free  ! 

Tis  your  good  and  yourgloryj 

Then  shallyour  deeds 

Live  and  brighten  in  story. 

Trumpet  of  Liberty  I 

On  to  fame  lead  them. 

0,  they  shall  conquer. 

For  eacred  is  freedom  I 
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Froji  her  sliimlxir  tlie  Genius  of  Freedom  is  waking, 
Where  her  flag  through  long  ages  of  daxkness  lay 

From  slavery's   cloud   all   her   bright  beams  are 

breaking, 
Like  the  sun  from  a  tempest  that  saddened  the  world. 
At  her  touch,  see  her  banner  exuitingiy  wave ; 


O'er  those  hills  rich  vrili  vines,  o'er  those  plains 

gay  with  roses, 
"Where  Bigotry  glared  like  a  meteor  rf  night, 
Bow  the  sunbeam  of  Liberty  sweetly  reposes, 
And  gently  re-echoes  the  song  of  delight ; 
The  ftttors  that  clanked  round  the  form  of  the  elave 
Melt  away  like  the  transient  dew  of  the  morning ; 
While    bright   as   yon  rainbow,  the  blue  heavens 

adorning, 
Of  his  doom  of  destruction  base  Tyranny  wamrag. 
Shines  Freedom's  starred  wreath  on  the  brow  of  the 

O,  long  have  ye  slept  in  tie  dungeon  of  woe. 
And  mourned  o'er  your  fetters  through  lingering 

years. 
Where  the  dii^es  of  sorrow  unceasingly  flow, 
And  the  eye  ot  the  mourner  is  melted  in  t*ars  ! 
No  sound  but  the  death-knell  was  poured  in  your 
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J-'o  siglit,  but  Despair  in  his  agony  starting. 
Distraction  his  glance  like  the  thunderbolt  ciarti tig. 
The    wi-ettli   'neath   the   red   scourge   of  Bigotry 

smarting, 
The  wild  glare  of  madness,  the  shivering  of  fear. 

But  the  lightning  of  Freedom  has  roased  every  soul 
ITrom  the  chill,  icy  slumber,  the  sleep  of  the  grave ; 
^Vilh  radiant  fingei's  she  points  to  the  goal, 
"Where  glitters  the  crown  that  encircles  the  brave : 
Tlien  burst  into  life  like  the  beast  from  his  liur. 
When  lie  stalks  throughthe  desert  with  hunger  wild 

Eush  on  like  the  flood  through  the  mountain  glen 

pouring, 
Biso,  nse  like    the    hawk  on  hja  pinions  bigh- 

Aad  show  to  the  tjTant  what  freemen  can  dare. 


Day-star  of  Liberty !  dawn  on  our  sky ; 
Day-star  of  Liberty  1  kindle  thv  light ; 
Dawn  on  the  pltuas  where  the  t'olanders  lie 
Slumbering  in  slavery,  buried  iu  night. 

Day-star  of  Liberty !  bright  are  thy  raj's ; 
Day-star  of  Liberty !  clear  is  thy  team ; 
Dawn  on  our  hills  with  thy  ruddiest  blaze. 
Shine  through  the  forest  and  brighten  the  strean^ 

IVake  from  his  slumber  the  high-hearted  Pole, 
Point  him  to  freedom,  and  summon  him  on ; 
Spirit  him  up  in  his  vengeance  to  roll 
Backward  the  Russ  and  the  Cossack  of  Don, 

Shine  on  the  tombs  where  our  heroes  are  laid,  — 
Heroes,  who  died  for  their  country,  and  hurled 
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Solyman'B  legions  in  crowds  to  tlie  dead,  — 
Heroes,  who  rescued  from  Mahmoud  the  world. 

Hark !  Sobieski  lias  called  from  his  tomb : 
"  Think  of  our  glory,  —  no  longer  be  slaves ; 
Summon  the  merciless  Buss  to  their  doom,  — 
O  let  the  fields  they  have  robbed  be  their  graves ! 

Poles,  will  you  sleep  when  your  demigod  calls  ? 
Poles,  will  you  bend  to  tlie  yoke  of  the  Czar?  ^ 
Think   of    Suwarrow,  — of    Prague's    mouldering 

walls; 
Raise  freedom's  flag,  sound  the  trumpet  ol  war. 

Yengeance !  to  arms !  Sobieski !  the  word ; 
Venireance  I  to  arms !  on,  ye  Polanders,  on  ! 
Hurl  from  your  plains,  with  the  might  of  your  sword, 
Backward  the  Ituss  and  the  Cossack  of  Don. 
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Stab  of  the  Southern  pole. 

That  from  the  Atlantic  deep 

Rose,  and  on  Andes'  steep 

Shone  with  a  beacon-light. 

And  wok*  from  moral  night 

The  Spaniard's  haughty  soul ! 

They  started  from  then-  sleep,  and  tore 

The  chains  that  bound  them  to  their  tyrant  s  throne : 

tJneheered,  minded,  they  alone 

Their  banner  reared  on  Plat-a's  shore. 

And  in  the  dawning  light  of  Liberty 

Swore  they  would  live  and  die  united,  firm,  and 
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Fair  shine  tlieir  city's  happy  walla, 

Convened  within  the  sacred  halla 

Of  infant  Liberty, 

They  banded  round  their  flag,  and  gave 

Redemption  to  the  fettered  dave, 

And  o'er  those  plwns  like  ocean  spread, 

And  o'er  their  mountains'  icy  head, 

And  o'er  their  ftUl,  majestic  river, 

And  through  their  halls,  their  fanes,  their  towers, 

They  lit  a  flame,  shall  bum  for  ever ; 

Nor  TiTanny  with  all  her  powers, 

Though  battled  in  her  ioZy  league,  shall  dare 

The  statue  they  have  reared  from  its  high  column 

Sister  in  freedom !  o'er  the  main 

We  send  our  hearts  to  thee  ; 

O,  ne'er  may  kings  and  priests  again 

Stwn  with  their  steps  thy  flowery  jJ^n, 

Nor  vex  tlie  brave  and  free. 

When  earth  be^de  was  wrapped  in  night. 

Here  Freedom  lit  her  quenchless  light, 

And  hence  its  rays  ahaU  always  beam, 

And  Europe  yet  shall  hear  the  vcace. 

And  wake  from  her  inglorious  dream, 

And  in  her  new-found  strength  rejoice. 

In  one  fraternal  band,  let  aU 

The  nations,  who  would  spurn  the  chwns 

That  tyrants  forge,  would  burst  their  thrdl. 

And  wash  away  their  servile  ataina. 

And,  proud  of  independent  worth. 

In  honest  dignity  go  forth,  — 

Let  all  who  will  not  bow  the  knee. 

Nor  humbly  kiss  the  trampling  heel, 

Who  swear  to  perish  or  be  free, 

Unite,  and  draw  their  flashing  steel, 
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And  proud  and  daring  in  their  second  Hrth 
Purge  from  its  crowns  and  thioaes  the  renovated 


ODE 

OS   THE    EMANCIPATION    OF    GItEECB. 

AeCre  miI8ei  t^v  'eXXijkSj..  —  Gkeeb  War  Sow 

O'er  Greece  a  dawn  is  riang; 

The  clouds  that  shroud  her  break  away : 

Again,  behold  I  the  immortal  day, 

■\ften  Penda'a  hosts  ehastiang. 

In  Marathon's  unequal  fight, 

The  demigods  of  old  arose. 

And,  mantled  in  the  patriot's  might, 

Droye  back  in  ahame  their  myriad  foes. 

And  ci-owned  then-  brows  with  civic  wreatl 


That  day  shall  never  perish ! 

The  sraBS  grows  green  above  their  graves ; 

Bat  Liberty  will  cherish 

The  turf  for  ages  trod  by  slaves. 

She  sounds  her  trumpet :  "Greeks,  arise  I 

Be  men  once  more  I  O,  let  the  hallowed  stream 

That  flows  to  yoQ  from  Lacedtemon,  glow 

With  new-waked  ardor ;  let  the  beam 

Of  independence  purge  vonr  eyes. 

And,  waking  from  your  long,  long  dream 

Of  prostrate  thraldom,  front  the  skies. 

And  bear,  with  onward  breast,  against  your  tyrant 


She  stands  on  mangled  Parthenon, 
And  in  her  raised,  commanding  hand 
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Who  fled  not,  clothed  witli  blood  and  shame : 

0,  what  a,  pure,  unmingled  flame 

Of  high,  enduring,  jealous  freedom  shone 

In  hearts  of  stem,  but  line-wrought  mould,  — 

Hearts  that  spumed  at  power  and  gold, 

And  scorned  the  proudest  monarch,  on  Ms  throne  1 

Though  few,  they  shrunk  not  when  the  prowlers  came 
In  countless  swarms,  like  locusts,  to  aevoup 
Their  harvests  and  destroy  their  name, 
And  o'er  their  much-loved  country  shower 
Blood  and  havoc,  tears  and  flame  : 
Yes,  in  that  dark  and  awftil  hour. 
When  Xerxes,  with  his  ravening  host. 
Hung,  threatening  vengeance,  on  their  coast, 
No  eye  was  dim,  no  cheek  was  pale ; 
Their  blood  was  up,  their  hearts  were  glowing, 
And,  like  a  storm-fed  torrent  flowing 
With  foam  and  fury  through  the  echoing  Tale, 
From  their  rude  battlements  of  rocks  they  rudied. 
And  with  their  giant  tread  the  awc-stnick  Persian 
crushed. 

Greeks  I  arise,  be  free ! 


Who  could  never  bear  the  thrall 
Of  coward  Frank  or  Bav;^e  Turk  1 
From  those  mountains  where  you  lurk, 
Send  the  voice  of  Freedom  forth. 
Spread  it  through  the  fettered  North, 
And  from  Morea  tear  her  fimeral  pall. 
Now  the  nations  are  waking 
From  slavery's  night ; 
Their  manacles  breaking, 
They  haste  to  the  fight. 
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"Where  tyrants  shall  make  their  last  stand  for  their 

thrones ; 
O,  by  your  stripes,  your  tears,  your  groans, 
Now  gird  your  loins  with  vengeanee!  let  the  fire 
Of  high  achievement  heart  and  soul  inspire; 
Be  nerved  to  die  or  conquer,  fixed  to  fall. 
Lie  Sparta's  sacred  band  before  the  wall. 
Which  stood  a  bulwark  to  the  invading  swarm  1 
O,  he  your  hearts  thus  bold,  thus  warm, 
Devoted  to  your  country's  cause  ! 
Be  there  no  stay,  no  rest,  no  pause  ! 
Once  more  the  sun  of  Liberty  shall  pour 
Its  brightest  glories  on  the  Mg^an  shore. 


SONSET  TO  ITALY. 


Italia  !  0  Italia !  whom  the  hand 
Of  Heaven  arrayed  in  beatity, —  fatal  dower, 
Tor  which  unnumbered  wrongs  afflict  thy  land 
And  on  thy  furrowed  brow  the  wasting  power 
Has  stamped  his  burning  characters  of  shame ; 
Less  sweet  and  fair,  but  more  robust  and  brave, 
Thou  hadst  not  been  of  lords  the  lovely  slave. 
Who  seek  thee  with  an  all-devouring  flame,  _ 
Pouring  theiv  blood  in  strife,  and  wasting  thine. 
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(>,  wcrt  thou  braver  and  less  fair,  no  more 
Should  I  behold  tbe  ai'med  torrents  roar 
Down  those  tall  Alps,  where  snows  eternal  shine ; 
Nor  see  again  those  tireless  hounds  of  war, 
The  French,  their  limbs  with  battle  heated,  lave 
In  Po  or  Lodi's  gore-impurpled  wave  ; 
Nor  see  thee,  chained  to  some  proud  nation's  car, 
And  frfrt  with  foreign  armor,  idly  brave. 
Beneath  the  Gaul  or  Gothic  despot's  star, 
For  ever,  conqueror  or  conquered,  slave. 


0'r:ii  the  blue,  swelling  sky,  with  a  heavenly  ray, 
The  sun  shines  serene  on  this  glorious  day; 
And  the  flag  of  Columbia  waves  o'er  the  steep, 
■\Vhere  Niagara  poura  all  its  floods  in  the  deep. 

Let  the  roar  of  the  cannon,  the  blast  of  the  horn, 
Usher  in  with  their  wild  notes  this  glorious  morn  : 
Let  the  toast  of  warm  hearts  be  drEmk  round  to  the 

brave, 
■Who  defended  our  flag  on  Ontario's  wave. 


On  the  billow  of  ocean  to  glory  thev  sail, 
While  the  stars  proudly  float  on  tie  wild-blowing 
gale  ; 


And  a  halo  encircles  the  brow  of  the  brave, 
When  to  triumph  they  march  on  Ontario's  wave. 

Let  the  cannon  resound,  let  the  trumpet  be  blown ; 
For  the  demon  of  War  o'er  the  ocean  has  flown, 
And  Peace  with  her  olive-leaf  honors  the  brave, 
Who  fought  for  their  homes  on  Ontario's  wave. 

Let  the  banner  of  blood  on  the  wind  he  unfurled. 
And  the  tempest  of  discoM  o'ershadow  the  world; 
Let  Peace,  with  her  angel  of  Mercy,  be  fled. 
And  Murder  exult  in  the  groans  of  the  dead : 

When  the  ti-umpet  and  drum  give  the  signal  of  ■war, 
The  Spirit  of  Freedom  shall  kindle  her  star,  — 
Shall  clothe  with  her  mantle  of  glory  the  brave, 
Or  rock  them  to  rest  on  Ontario's  wave. 

They  shall  march  to  her  foes  by  her  beacon's  red 

light. 
And  conquer  or  die  in  the  glorious  fight ; 
And  Honor  shall  dig  for  the  sailor  a  grave, 
Or  light  him  to  fame,  on  Oiitario's  wave. 

Then  exult  in  the  day  when  our  nation  was  bom : 
Raise  the  shout  of  delight,  —  wind  the  blast  of  the 

Peal  the  roll  of  the  drum, — let  the  cannon's  loud  i"oar 
Resound  with  tbc  torrent  that  lashes  the  shore. 

Should  Britain  insult  us,  our  eagle  shall  fly, 
Encircled  with  stars,  on  our  flag  through  the  sky ; 
From  the  mouth  of  the  cannon,  the  free  and  the  brave 
Shall  reply  to  our  foes  on  Ontario's  wave. 
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THE  DEATH  OF  LAWRENCE. 

Evening  has  closed  o'er  the  wave  of  the  ocean, 

Peace  has  returned  to  the  sEulor  again, 

Hushed  is  the  din  of  the  battle's  commotion, 

Nothin"  is  heard  but  the  roar  of  the  main ; 

Far  as  the  eager  eye  through  the  dark  shade  can  spy, 

Nothing  is  seen  but  the  foam  of  the  wave  ; 

While  the  loud  tempests  sweep  wild  o'er  the  heaving 

Piougliing  the  breast  of  bold  Lavfrence's  grave. 

What  is  that  steals  on  my  listening  ear  ? 

O,  'tis  the  accent  of  mourning  ana  woe  ! 

Grief,  for  the  loss  of  a  leader  so  dear,  — 

Grief,  for  the  death  of  a  generous  foe. 

Now  bleeds  each  sailor's  heart, — wounded  by  sor- 

Teara  &ovi  iu  torrents  for  Lawrence  the  bold ; 

O,  we  shall  ne'er,  they  cry,  see  his  lire-flashing  eye, 

When  on  his  country's  foes  fiercely  it  rolled  1 

0,  what  a  si"ht,  on  that  glorious  morning, 
Glanced  our  bold  ship  o'er  the  billowy  wave  I 
Freedom  and  valor  i(s  banner  adorning, 
Victory  cheering  the  hearts  of  the  brave. 
Glittered  the  sauor's  eye,  throbbed  his  rough  bosom 

While  the  starred  flag  floated  wide  on  the  wind ; 
Bright  glowed  the  hero's  soul,— proudly  his  glance 

did  roll,— 
Fixed  were  his  features,  and  nobly  resigned. 

See,  on  the  distant  main  swiftly  advancing, 
Albion's  sons  spread  their  banner  afar ; 
Light  on  the  crest  of  the  foamy  wave  daneiog, 
See,  they  unfurl  the  red  ensign  of  war. 
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Marked  yon  the  hero's  eye,  —  bright  as  the  noon- 

tjdc  skv, 
Stern  as  the  frown  that  the  roused  lion  wears, 
When,  hke  the  whirlwind's  rage,  fiercely  the  Ibea 

Mingling  in  oattle,  the  cross  and  the  Etars. 

Loud  swelled  the  cannon's  roar  o'er  the  ■wide  ocean, 
Lashed  by  the  prow,  heaved  the  crimson-dyed  foam ; 
Wild  was  die  din  of  the  battle's  commotion, 
While  many  a  soul  aouffht  its  long,  latest  home  ; 
Bright  glared  the  tatai  flame,  —  death-winged  the 

bullet  came. 
Full  on  our  leader  it  darted  its  blow  ; 
Then  each  tar  headed  a  agh, — tears  gushed  from 

every  eye,  — 
Lawrence  ia  wounded,  our  hero  is  low. 

Mark,  from  his  breast  how  his  life-blood  is  streaming ; 

Mark,  how  his  eyeballs  in  agony  roll ; 

Still  through  that  mist  valor's  spirit  is  beaming, 

Still  his  last  words  speak  the  fire  of  his  soul : 

"  Rear  np  the  Eagle  high !  point  it  unto  the  sky,  — 

There  let  it  soar  while  the  bloody  fight  raves, 

There  let  its  wings  outspread,  — flap  o'er  the  mighty 

Till  it  shall  plunge  in  the  fathomless  waves." 

Long  shall  liis  spirit  illumine  our  stars, 

Long  as  our  flag  on  the  tempest  shall  fly ; 

Long  as  our  Eajjle  the  thunderbolt  bears, 

Jt  shall  soar  on  its  pinions  and  flash  in  its  eye : 

When  on  the  stormy  main  venture  our  ships  ag^n. 

Then  shall  his  valor  our  bosoms  inspire ; 

When  we  tlie  broadsides  pour,  and  war's  dread  thun- 

Lawrence  shall  lead  like  a  pillar  of  fire. 
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Bright  was  the  morn,  — tlie  waveleas  bay 
Shone  like  a  miritn'  to  the  sun ; 
'Mid  greenwood  shades  and  meadows  gay, 
The  uiatin  birds  tlieir  lays  begun : 
While  swelling  o'er  the  gloomy  wood 
Was  heard  the  faintly-echoed  roar,  — 
The  dashing  of  the  foamy  flood. 
That  beat  ou  Erie's  distant  shore. 

The  tawny  wanderer  of  the  wild 
Paddled  Iiis  painted  bireh  canoe. 
And,  where  the  wave  serenely  smiled, 
Swift  as  the  darting  falcon,  flew ; 
He  rowed  along  that  peaceful  bay. 
And  glanced  its  polished  surface  o'er, 
Listening  the  billow  far  away. 
That  rolled  ou  Erie's  lonely  shore. 


ir  the  waters  come  r 
It  is  the  morning  gun  1  hear. 
The  rolling  of  the  distant  drum. 
Ear  o'er  .the  bright  illumined  wave 
I  mark  the  flash,  — I  hear  tlie  roar. 
That  calls  from  sleep  the  slumbering  brave, 
To  fight  on  Erie's  lonely  shore. 

See  how  the  starry  banner  floats. 
And  sparkles  in  the  mominc;  ray ; 
While  sweetly  swell  the. fifes  gay  notes 
In  echoes  o'er  the  gleaming  bay : 
Flash  follows  flash,  as  throi^h  yon  fleet 
Columbia's  cannons  loudly  roar, 
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And  valiant  tars  the  battle  greet, 
That  storms  on  Erie's  ectoing  shore. 

O,  who  can  tell  what  deeds  were  done, 
When  Britain's  eross,  on  yonder  wave, 
Sunt  'neath  Columbia's  dazzling  sun. 
And  met  in  Eric's  flood  its  grave  ? 
IVho  tdl  the  triumphs  of  that  day. 
When,  smiling  at  tbe  cannon's  roar, 
Our  hero,  'mid  the  bloody  fray. 
Conquered  on  Erie's  echoing  shore  ? 

Though  many  a  wounded  bosom  bleeda 
For  sire,  for  son,  tor  lover  dear. 
Yet  Sorrow  smiles  amid  her  weeds, — 
Affliction  dries  her  tender  tear ; 
Oh  I  she  exclaims,  with  glowing  pride. 
With  ardent  thoughts  that  wilfiy  soar, 
My  sire,  my  son,  my  lover  died, 
Conquering  on  Erie's  bloody  shore ! 

Long  shall  my  country  bless  that  day, 
When  soared  our  Eagle  to  the  skies ; 
Long,  long  in  triumph's  bright  array, 
TTiat  victory  shall  proudly  rise : 
And  when  our  country's  lights  are  gone, 
And  all  its  proudest  days  are  o'er. 
How  will  her  fading  courage  dawn, 
To  think  on  Erie's  bloody  shore  I 


Bt  the  spirits.of  the  dead, 
Who  Bunlc  to  death  in  Erie's  wave, 
By  the  hearts  that  nobly  bled,  — 
By  the  free,  uneonquered  brave,— 
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We  will  draw  the  freeman's  sword, 
When  the  Briton  threats  our  shore; 
ilingle  frecdom'B  battle-word 
Proudly  with  the  cannon's  roar. 

We  have  faced,  will  face  again, 
Death  and  slaughter ;  — shall  we  fly  ? 
Shall  wo  leave  the  tented  plain, — 
Leave  it,  when  the  foe  is  nigh  V 

Come,  invader  !  here  we  stand. 
On  the  border  of  the  wave ; 
Ere  thou  touch  our  native  land, 
Thou  fihaJt  lay  us  in  the  grave. 

Here  we  stand,  and  here  we  die ; 
Biing  thy  ship,  thy  roctets  bring ; 
Here  our  nation's  fla^shall  fly, 
Hei'e  shall  wave  our  Eagle's  wing. 

Range  in  battle-line  thyfloet, — 
Bavagc  — bum  —  destroy,  but  know. 
Though  we  perish,  fhou  shalt  meet  — 
Meet  m  every  form  a  foe. 

Sons  of  freedom  !  seize  the  gun, 
Level  well  the  marksman's  eye. 
Tell  them  how  the  deed  is  done, 
Tell  how  Bure  our  bullets  fly. 


e  fife  and  rolling  drum. 


Point  thy  cannons  on  the  foe, 
Bid  their  lightnings  flash  afar, 
Far  and  wide  his  thousands  strc 
With  thy  thunder-bolts  of  war. 
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Mingle  boldly  in  the  fray, 
Shrink  not  at  the  si^ht  of  blood. 
Think  how,  on  his  fatal  day, 
Firm,  undaunted,  Lawrence  stood. 

See  !  his  spirit  strides  the  wave. 
Calls  you  where  lie  nobly  fell,  — 
Victory's  summons  to  the  brave, 
To  the  foe  his  funeral  knell. 

,By  that  soul  of  ardent  flaine, 
^  that  soul  that  conUI  not  yield, 
Hurry  to  the  field  of  fame,  — 
Hun-y  to  the  battle-field. 


With  brow  serene  a  fonn  advanced, 

His  lofty  eye  was  fixed  on  heaven. 

To  him  the  strength  of  soul  was  given, 

A  frown  on  vice  he  stenily  glanced ; 

His  purpose  firm,  his  bosom  clear. 

He  could  not  stoop,  he  could  not  fear ; 

With  giant  step  he  trod  the  ground, 

The  living  waves  rolled  back,  and  gave 

An  honorable  space  aj'ound ; 

Such  soul-subdu  ing  power  attends  the  virtuous  brave. 

Amid  the  deafening  roar  of  War, 

Or  mad  Sedition's  thundering  shock, 

The  senate's  brawl,  the  forum's  jar. 

He  stands,  an  intellectual  rack : 

In  vain  the  storms  of  party  rage 

Against  his  moveless  form  enna"e, 

In  vain  the  torrent  rushes  br,— 

He  views  the  chafing  flood  with  finii,imdaunted  eye. 
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At  once  he  rose  in  dazzling  light,  — 

No  deed  of  arms  liad  graced  his  shield, 

Nor  proudly  bore  its  argent  field 

The  story  of  victorious  fight : 

He  burst,  a  sun,  upon  the  world. 

He  stood  his  country's  brazen  wall. 

Her  boit  with  conquering  arm  he  hurled. 

And,  springing  at  her  eacred  call, 

Through  death  and  danger  fearless  rushed : 

His  hand  was  nerved,  his  heart  insphed, 

By  valor's  fire  his  soul  was  flushed ; 

Nor  stopped  he  till  his  foe  retired, 

Their  rage  subdued,  their  thunders  hushed ;  — 

Then  in  a  youthful  victor's  might  he  trod, 

And  owned  no  sovereign  hut  his  land  and  God> 


A  nation's  dawning  Ught  has  fled  ; 

Beyond  the  ocean's  purple  wave, 

He  coldly  sleeps  amon"  the  dead. 

Without  a  stone  to  deck  his  grave : 

Cut  off  in  honor's  early  bloom, 

When  life  was  young  and  spirits  h^h. 

He  sank  in  silence  to  thetomb, 

Forbid  in  valor's  field  to  die. 

Pale  sickness  o'er  him  spread  her  gloom; 

And  he  who,  in  the  mortal  strife, 

Where  nations  toil  fiir  death  or  life. 

Had  better  winged  his  heavenward  flight, 

Who  should  have  slept  on  glory's  bed. 

In  sorrow  quenched  his  new-dawned  light, 

And  feebly  mingled  with  the  dead. 

O,  had  he  met  on  Erie's  wave 

The  glorious  death  he  nobly  sought, 

That  death  by  matchless  valor  teught, — 

A  hero  generous  as  brave,  — 

We  then  had  borne  him  to  his  tomb 

With  all  the  tenderneSiS  of  grief, 

And  wept  with  honest  pride  his  doom. 

And  hiuled  him  as  our  darling  chief. 
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The  sailor  asks  no  sweeter  grave 
Than  ocean's  aore-impiirpletl  wave ; 
His  life  is  in  his  country's  hand, 
And  where  she  calls  he  lovea  to  fly, 
In  battle's  shock  unmored  to  stand, 
In  battle's  carn^e  fearless  die  : 
He  sees  the  light  of  fame  aspire 
And  kindle,  as  the  dun  eloucts  roll. 
Its  quenchless  pyramid  of  fire,  — 
He  sees,  and  hurries  to  the  goal ; 
And  while  the  voice  of  conffiot  roars, 


By  glory's 
He  w^s  0 


:s  on  earth,  hut  lives  in  heaven ; 
And,  as  the  mounting  arrow  flew 
Along  the  lofty  fields  of  blue. 
Ascending  still,  he  onward  flies. 
And  dies  in  flane  amid  the  skies. 
How  few  attain  that  envied  height, 
Where  afl  is  cloudless,  pure,  and  bright  1 
How  few  the  souls  that  never  stoop. 
How  few  the  hearts  that  never  droop, 
"Who  always  fix  their  eye  on  fame, 
Thrir  only  wealth  theu^  mighty  name, 
Their  only  boast,  to  do  the  deed 
That  all  may  love,  hut  none  decry,  — 
In  freedom's  holy  cause  to  bleed, 
Where  Glory  cdls,  to  rush  and  die  I 
Glory  is  not  the  blasting  flame 
That  bums  around  a  Ctesar's  head; 
Beneath  the  golden  wreath  of  feme 
Kone  but  the  wise  and  good  roay  tread : 
The  hand  must  toil,  the  foot  must  strive, 
No  selfish  feeling  stEun  the  breast, 
No  passion  wild-eareering  drive 
The  soul,  that  longs  for  Glory's 
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And  he  who  toils  through  life  can  die, 

His  long  career  of  honor  close. 

With  brow  unruffled,  tearless  eye ;     .   .„C"Oy|c 
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He  knows,  though  envy  blot  his  name 
When  time  has  swept  those  clouds  away 
Ihat  o'or  the  purest  light  will  stray, 
fto  shade  can  dim  his  sun  of  fame. 
How  sweet  the  calm  that  fills  his  breast, 
men,  after  years  of  generous  strife, 
He  smfcs,  by  every  bosom  blest, 
And  bursts  from  pain  to  light  fljid  life  ' 
Around  his  brow  the  beams  of  glory  play. 
And  o'er  him  settles  Heaven's  eternal  day. 
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Balmy  juice  of  rich  Madeira, 
How  thy  amber  bubbles  shine  I 
How  thy  fragrance  charms  the  weary. 
Soothing  like  a  song  divine  I 

When  thy  neetar  gayly  flushes. 
And  thy  hues  the  goblet  stain,' 
How  the  mounfjnn  spirit  rushes 
Lightly  through  the  dancing  brain  ! 

Every  scene  of  sadness  brightens. 
All  is  robed  in  vestment  feir ; 
How  the  cloud  of  sorrow  lightens. 
As  we  sip,  and  banish  care  I 

Now  the  patriot  bosom  throbbing 
Swells  to  deeds  of  high  renown ; 
And  the  lover  ceases  sobbing, 
Though  beneath  his  mistre^  frown. 
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Now,  his  eye  with  frenzy  rolling, 
How  the  poet  sweeps  his  lyre, 
While,  no  hand  his  file  controlling, 
Madness  thunders  o'er  his  wire  I 

Fired  by  thee,  he  grasps  the  lightning. 
Hurls  it  fiercely  through  the  air ; 
And  a  wreath  of  glory  bright'nlng 
Flames  arottud  his  -wavinghair. 

When  my  fancy,  faintly  drooping. 
Loses  all  its  fire  divine. 
Let  me,  o'er  thy  fountain  stooping, 
Quaff  liie  richly  mantling  wine. 


Thet  may  tcll  me,  the  sages  who  soberly  think, 
That  water  was  all  that  sire  Adam  would  drink ; 
They  may  tell  of  the  calm,  philosophical  hrain 
In  those  who  from  all  that  is  kindhng  refrain,  — 
What  serene  ,energetic  ,and  straight-forward  thought. 
By  living  as  Nature  would  have  us,  is  bought ;  — 
They  may  keep  their  cool  reason  who  like  it,  —  be 

A  fancy  that  glows  in  a  bumper  of  wine. 

Our  life  was  not  made  to  flow  out  like  a  stream 
In  the  low  lands  of  Holland;  the  soul's  brightest  beam 
Will  die  without  feeding,  as  lamps  without  oil, 
And  something  reviving  must  water  the  soil. 
The  dew  may  enliven  the  flowers  of  the  spring, 
And  a  sprinkling  of  rain  laake  the  nightingale  sing ; 
But  the  heart  cannot  glow,  and  the  eye  cannot  shine, 
Nor  the  tongue  roll,  Siless  m  a  bmnper  of  wine. 
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Bright  nectar  that  foamed  in  the  gohlet  of  Jove ! 
Thou  quickener  of  fancy  and  kindler  of  lore  1 
By  theo  heroes  rush  without  dread  to  the  flght, 
And  cheer  the  long  watch  through  a  eold,flx>8ty  night : 
When,  the  orator  seeks  inspiration  from  thee. 
His  words  how  commanding,  expresave,  and  free ! 
And  ev'n  the  poor  poet  eeems  doubly  divine, 
When  he  fills  from  Castaha  a  bumper  of  wine. 

Thy  ruby-cheeked  fiice  is  the  idol  for  me ; 
But  the  tenderer  vessels  hold  nothing  but  t«a, 
And  thatwarra,  cloudy  spirit  soweakensthwr  prattle, 
Their  nonchalant  flippancy  flows  tittle-tattle  : 
Tliough  Hyson  can  call  forth  such  ligbtneae  of  heart, 
Where  the  voluble  tongue  plays  unSiackled  by  art. 
Yet  their  wit  and  their  fancy  are  wondrously  fine, 
When  by  chance  they  have  apped  a  bumper  of  wine. 

Then  be  mine  in  the  storms  and  the  winter  of  life, 
And  fill  up  the  place  of  friends,  cliildren,  and  wife; 
Be  thou  bom  on  tlie  orange-clad  mountains  of  Spain, 
Or  nursed  in  the  green,sparklina|ieldsof  Champagne, 
In  sea-girt  Sladeira,  or  sunny  Tokay, 
Or  where  Italy  laughs,  all  enlivened  and  gay, — 
Jlay  my  last  smile  at  parting  complacently  shine, 
Like  the  sun  on  the  waves,  m  a  bumper  of  wine. 
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WcDLDST  thou  a  scene  of  quiet  view, 
IVhen  all  is  gemmed  in  evening  dew,  — 
When  the  fair  planet's  silver  blaae 
On  some  lone  water  sweetly  plays,  — 
WTien  every  twinkling  star  of  night 
Shines  in  the  sky  serenely  bright, 
And  on  the  rock,  the  wave,  the  tower, 
And  on  the  lover's  secret  bower,  _,  , 

I,.  „.,„CA)Ot^lC 


>  LOCH   MAREB. 

Peace  furls  !iEr  plniona  on  her  breast. 
And  calls  the  weary  world  to  rest,  — 
When  not  a  breath  of  wind  is  waking. 
And  not  an  aspen-leaf  is  shaking,  — 
When  not  a  ripple  beats  the  shore. 
And  feintly  swells  the  torrent's  roar 

In  yonder  mountain  vale,  — 
When  on  the  cliff  the  wild  duok  broods, 
And  slumbers  o'er  the  marble  floods, 

Rocked  by  the  dying  gale, — 
"When  far  around,  in  dewy  bush 
And  quiet  grove,  the  minstrel  thrush 

Keposes  silently,  — 
Go,  at  the  hour  ol  evening  pale. 
Go,  wander  through  the  lonely  vale, 

And  view  by  moonlight  Lueh  Maree. 

The  western  wind  is  gently  blowing. 
The  ridni  tide  is  softly  flowing, 
Its  billow  neaves  along  the  shore 
With  rippling  dash  and  solemn  roar ; 
The  screaming  gull  has  gone  to  rest. 
The  puffin  seeks  her  cavemed  nest, 
On  curving  wbg  the  ospray  soars, 
Where  on  the  rooks  the  breaker  pours, 
And,  dashing  'mid  the  foamy  brine. 
His  plumes  with  dewy  lustre  shine. 
Descending  on  the  ocean  blue. 
Trickles  from  melting  clouds  the  dew; 
The  sun,  that  late  with  crimson  vest 
Glowed  on  the  billow's  golden  breast, 
No  longer  meets  the  gazing  eye, 
Nor  stains  the  ruddy  evening  sky ; 
For  sunk  in  Thetis'  saffron  bed. 
Each  gleam  of  parting  day  has  fled. 

The  abbey  bell  is  slowly  ringing. 
The  nun  her  vesper  hymn  is  singing. 
The  notes,  resounding  o'er  the  bay. 
Now  sweetly  swell,  now  die  away ;  .--         , 
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Seems,  as  tie  winding  shores  prolong 
The  melody  of  sacred  song:, 
An  angel's  harp  had  caught  the  strain, 
And  gave  it  to  the  distant  main ; 
Such  sounds  in  mellow  echoes  roll, 
And  wind  their  way  into  the  soul. 

'T  is  ni^ht,  but  o'er  the  peaceful  bay 
The  rising  moon's  unsullied  ray 
Shines  on  ita  pure,  unruffled  breaiSt, 
Where  every  wave  is  smoothed  to  reaL 
Beneath  her  light,  the  billows  flow 
With  quiet  dash  and  mellow  glow. 
And  far  around,  the  waveless  main 
Seems  spreadhig  like  a  glassy  plain ; 
On  distant  rocks  the  mermaid  weeps. 
While  round  her  form  the  sturgeon  leapa, 
And  long  she  listens  on  the  shore 
The  ocean's  faintly  eelioed  roar; 
The  Bea-dogs,  dashing  through  the  foam, 
In  sportive  gambols  wildly  roam. 
And,  risijig  lijjhtly  o'er  the  brine, 
Their  skins  like  polished  marble  shine. 

Now  up  the  brook,  that  gently  flows. 
The  moon  in  beam  of  silver  glows, 
And  through  the  vale,  from  lake  to  bay. 
Winds  like  a  stream  of  light  away ; 
And  where  the  brook,  with  ceaseless  brawl, 
Tumbles  along  the  sloping  fall. 
With  light  all  trembling  and  uneven 
It  twinktea  like  the  stars  of  heaven  : 
But  as  you  scale  the  mountain  high. 
What  scene  of  beauty  meets  the  eye  I 
Stretched  through  the  vale  a  sheet  of  light, 
It  bursts  upon  the  startling  aght. 
And  back  reflects  the  queen  of  night, 
Wiwse  silver  image,  far  below. 
Seems  like  a  gliding  orb  of  snow. 


It  Bleeps 


LOCH  MAREE, 

o  lovely  o'er  the  billow  — 
a  on  a  watery  pillow : 
Around,  above,  below,  io  streams 
Of  mellow  radiance  flow  the  beams. 
That  silver  o'er  the  sky,  and  shed 
Their  luys  on  ocean's  sandy  bed ; 
They  shine  on  wood  and  bfty  hall, 
They  glitter  on  the  castle  wall, 

Aid  tremble  waveringly, 
Where,  wtting  in  her  lonely  bower, 
In  sorrow  spends  the  moonlight  hour 

The  maid  of  Loch  Maree. 

The  glassy  wave,  the  sandy  shore. 
The  rock  with  lichen  coi'ered  o'er. 
The  cliff  that  frowns,  the  wave  that  smiles. 
The  gloomy  firs,  the  willowy  isles, 
The  castle  on  the  dizzy  steep. 
Whose  lamps  their  lonely  vi^ls  keep, 
In  such  repose  are  sunk|  they  seem 
The  fancy  of  a  poet's  dream,  — 
So  fair,  so  peaceful,  one  might  say- 
It  was  a  paradise  that  lay 

So  fer  and  deep  below,  — 
Some  sweet  Utopian  scene  of  pleasure, 
Where  angels  dance  in  lightest  measure, 

And  seraph-warblings  flow,  — 
Or  fairy-land,  where  sylphs  might  lave 
Then-  forma  of  beauty  in  the  wave. 
And  sport  upon  the  balmy  wind, 
To  love  and  happiness  resigned. 
Go,  range  the  world  from  pole  to  pole, 
Go  where  Arcadia's  streamlets  roll. 

And  Tempo's  waters  play, — 
Go,  scale  Parnassus'  flowery  steep, 
Go  where  Castalia's  muses  weep 

Tlie  mournful  hours  away,  — 
Go,  view  each  scene  of  loveliness, 
And  tell,  if  thou  canst  ever  grace 

A  scene  so  feir  and  gay. 


,glc 


e&  uoc  tookbnclE  to  the  puriod  at 


For  I  must  cross  th. 
Already  eomcs  the  parting  dav ; 
But  when  on  Plata's  distant  pMn, 
I'll  think  rf  thee,  though  far  away. 

Each  scene  of  youthful  joys  gone  by, 
That  now  in  memory's  chamber  sleep, 
Shall  often  rise  before  my  eye. 
And  bid  me  think  of  thee  and  weep ; 
And  while  reclining  'neath  the  palm, 
That  rocks  before  the  breeze's  sway, 
O,  to  my  spirit  what  a  balm, 
To  think  of  thee,  though  far  away. 

The  lonelv  vale,  the  quiet  tower, 
TJie  maple  waving  on  the  hill. 
Where  oft  at  evening's  balmy  hour 
We  listened  to  the  murmuring  rill,  — 
Where  oft  we  saw  the  glowing  west, 
BJeh  with  the  hues  of  parting  day, — 
Shall  waken  in  my  throbbing  breast 
Sweet  thoughts  of  thee,  though  far  away. 


When,  smiling  o'er  the  n 

1  mark  thy  star's  benignant  beam; 
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When  aiiiness  sinks  my  drooping  head, 
This  star  shall  shed  a  soothing  ray, 
And  cheer  the  lonely  dying-bed 
WJtti  tJioughts  of  thee,  though  far  away. 

Adieu,  jay  love,  my  Mary  dear  ! 
Charm  of  my  heart,  a  fond  adieu  ! 
Pcirgive  me  if  I  shed  a  tear, 
Porgive  me  if  I  weep  for  you : 
Tiie  streamer  wantons  in  the  -wind, 
The  aailor  shoula  with  spirits  gay : 
0,  bear  my  ima^e  in  thy  mind, 
1 11  think  of  thee,  though  far  away. 


HENRY    AND    MARY. 

When  Mary  sought  the  birken  grove  ; 

In  snowy  lawen  simply  dreat, 

She  came  to  meet  her  own  true  love. 

To  meet  her  own  true  hive  she  came. 
Just  at  the  hour  of  gloamin'  gray. 
To  light  anew  her  vii^in-flame, 
And  blend  with  his  her  softer  ray. 

The  dewy  breath  of  evening  blew, 
And  ruatied  through  the  spangled  brake : 
On  wings  of  down  the  west-wind  flew, 
And  lightly  curled  the  placid  lake ; 

Around  on  ilka  brier  and  bush, 
The  throstles  suns  their  evening  lay. 
And  hoarsely  swelled  the  torrent's  rush, 
As  down  the  glen  it  swept  away. 
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Thmugh  trembling  boughs,  that  met  the  gale, 
And  danced,  in  wanton  aportiveness, 
Light-waving  streaks  of  lustre  palo 
Shone  on  her  mEuden  loveliness. 

As  o'er  her  glowing  cheek  they  played, 
They  tinged  it  with  a  heavenly  hue. 
And  made  the  tear  that  down  it  strayed 
Smile  like  a  pearl  of  Eden'3  dew. 

She  rested  on  the  mossy  bank, 
And  leaned  upon  a  birken  tree, 
"Whose  roots  the  crystal  water  drank, 
Aiid  swept  its  pure  translueency. 

Why  steals  the  tear  along  her  cheek  'I 
Why  seeks  her  eye  the  pai-ting  ray  ? 


Tie  hand  of  death  has  closed  his  eye, 
And  laid  him  in  the  soldier's  grave ; 
On  honor's  bed  I  saw  him  lie, 
And  sleep  the  slumber  of  the  brave. 

And  ne'er  shall  Mary  meet  her  love. 
And  press  him  to  her  hearing  breast ; 
The  dart  of  grief  has  pierced  that  dove, 
And  death  has  hushed  her  woes  to  rest. 

She  leant  upon  that  birken  tree. 
And  saw  the  sun's  departing  beam. 
She  saw  the  latest  twilight  flee, 
That  wlvered  o'er  that  mountain  stream. 

Her  tears  she  mingled  with  the  wave. 
And  '■  Henry  "  trembled  on  her  tongue ; 
A  voice  cried,  "  Henry 's  in  the  grave, 
His  corpse  is  cold,  his  knell  has  rung." 
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She  started  from  her  sorrowing  trance, 
T  was  Henry's  spirit  caught  her  eye ; 
He  cast  on  her  one  pitying  glance, 
Then  melted  in  the  evening  sky. 

She  shrieked,  —  an  ashy  hue  o'erspread 
Her  cheek,  —  she  plunged  beneatli  the  w 
The  waters  circled  o'er  her  head, 
And  gave  her  broken  heart  a  grave. 


Stab  of  my  heart  I  though  far  away 

"The  brightness  of  thy  beauty  shines. 

Thy  soft  and  soul-dissolving  ray 

With  every  thoucht  and  feeling  twines; 

And  though  thy  full  and  perfect  glow. 

On  other  eyes  and  hearts  is  shed, 

In  memory  still  thy  bright  beams  floiT, 

Lite  Heaven's  own  purest  light,  around  my  ionely 

How  sweet  to  wander  up  the  dcll, 

And  trace  the  wildly-roving  stream. 

And,  bending  o'er  the  crj'stal  well. 

To  read  the  moon's  reflected  beam. 

The  dancing  light,  the  checkered  glow. 

That  o'er  the  bubbling  fountain  play ! 

But  sweeter  are  the  beams  that  flow 

From  thy  pure  loveliness,  though  glimmering  far 

How^weet  at  sunset  on  the  hill 
To  look  upon  the  purple  ocean. 
When  all  that  moves  on  earth  is  stjll, 
But  that  forever  heaving  motion  I 
What  hues  of  heaven  ar6und  the  throne 
Of  day's  departing  monarch  glow ! 
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O,  sweeter  atill  to  view  alone 

From  thy  Hue  melting  eye  love'3  hallowed  lustre 

Than  moonlight  sleeping  on  the  spring. 

Than  sunstt  puipling  o'er  the  main, 

Tlian  morning's  rosy  welcoming, 

Than  night-dew  sparkling  on  t£e  plain, 

iMore  sweet  thy  beams  in  memory  sliine  : 

My  last,  last  thoughts  to  thee  are  given  ; 

Jfy  heart,  my  soul,  my  all  are  thine  ; 

To  think  of  thee  is  hope,  to  live  with  thee  is  heaven. 


Star  of  my  heart !  thy  light  has  gone, 
A  cloud  has  hid  it  fi-om  ray  view, 
A  night  has  come  that  has  no  dawn, 
A  storm  I  cannot  struggle  through ; 
For,  like  a,  boatman  on  the  deep 
Without  a  " "  "   "    --   ■■ 


Where  wild  winds  howl,  and  tempests  sweep, 

My  life  must  still  drift  on,  and  find  no  port,  no  shore. 

Well,  —  I  have  (oiled  to  reach  a  haven. 
Where  joy  at  length  in  peace  migliE  dwell. 
And  many  a  mountain  billour  braven, 
Still  drawn  by  thy  bewitching  spell ; 
It  led  me  on  through  all  that  Ule 
Had  dark  and  cold  and  hard  for  me, 
For  still  I  hoped  to  end  this  strife, 
And  that  my  last,  bright  days  mi^ht  sweetly  flow 
with  thee. 

Thou  smil'dst,  a  boaeon  on  that  shore 
AVhero  Faney  builds  her  airy  bowers. 
And  gems  her  grots  with  sjiarkling  ore. 
And  weaves  her  shady  arch  of  flowers ; 
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428  I   THOCGHT   I    LOVED. 

And  I  did  hope  thy  ligM  woald  shine 
And  charm  with  beam  more  warm  and  bright, 
And  still  I  hoped  its  rays  were  mine  :  — 
A  sullen  tloud  caiue  o'er,  and  all  was  wrapped  in 
night. 

But  thouffh  my  course  is  lone  and  wild, 
Through  booming  waves,  and  wreck  and  sorrow, 
I  woula  be  firm  as  when  day  amiled ; 
Beyond  the  grave  —  there  shines  a  morrow. 
Awhile  chilled,  harassed,  dashed,  and  tost. 
Through  rs^ng  seas  I  plough  my  way 
To  some  darit,  undiscovered  coast. 
Where  hope  holds  out  no  flag,  and  mercy  lights  m 


I  THonGHT  I  loved,  —  no  form  of  earth, 

A  soul,  a  visioned  shape  of  air, 

The  teeming  heart  and  fancy's  birth. 

The  iiufwe  of  all  good  and  fair ; 

It  had  a  life,  a  place,  a  home, 

Had  smile  and  glance  and  voice  and  tone ; 

Like  green  fields  in  the  ocean's  foam, 

T  was  with  me  still  when  all  alone. 

There  was  a  Heaven  upon  its  brow, 
An  Eden  in  its  happy  eye ; 
It  charmed,  —  the  sage  may  tell  me  how ; 
It  Btill  has  lived,  it  will  not  die,  — 
In  psun  and  pleasure,  weal  and  woe. 
Has  alwaj-s  been  my  heart's  fond  goal, 
The  centre  where  my  feelings  flow. 
The  point  where  all  my  wishes  roll ; 

The  harmony  of  heart  and  thought, 
The  amile  that  always  answers  smile, 
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IS    THERE   A    TEAR,  42! 

The  peace  tliat  man  disturbeth  not. 
The  pure,  free  spirit's  liappy  isle ; 
The  wonts  that  glow,  the  eyes  that  sparkle, 
The  liand  tliat  mclta  and  clingB  to  mine. 
The  liiis  tiiat  smile  when  sorrows  darkle, 
As,  when  storms  revel,  beacons  shine ; 

The  flow,  the  minded  flow  of  mind. 
Through  science,  lancj-,  art,  and  lore, 
A  feeling  taste  alike  refined, 
A  blending  of  each  other's  store  ; 
The  perfect  confidence,  the  tlmll 
ITlien  kindred  spirits  join  their  whole, 
The  jowi  unthought,  untold,  that  fill. 
When  heart  loves  heart,  and  soul  loves  souL 


Is  there  a  tear  that  scalds  the  cheek  ? 
Is  there  a  si^h  the  bosom  rends  ? 
Is  there  a  gi-ief  we  cannot  speak  ? 
T  is  at  the  last  adieu  of  friends. 

The  hearts  that  long  have  blent  their  cares 
Are  by  a  thousand  fibres  twined. 
And  ci-uel  is  the  pang  that  tears 
The  links  that  fasten  mind  to  mind. 

But  friends  must  part  with  those  most  dear. 
The  severing  pang  then-  heai-ts  must  swell ; 
Msfortiino  will  extract  the  tear 
That  trickles  when  we  bid  farewell. 


To  see  a  dear  one  close  her  eyes, 

With  whom  fond  years  have  rolled  awaj, 
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"When,  moaating  to  her  kindred  akie: 
Her  dying  features  sweetly  play, 


This  is  no  light  nor 

But  there  is  hope  to  meet  again, 

And  those  warm  droj)s,  that  streaming  floi 

Are  tears  of  joy  as  well  as  pwn. 

Yes,  hqje  wil]  cheer  the  widowed  heart, 
TVlien  weeping  o'er  the  dear  one's  uni ; 
But  ivho  can  hopu  or  joy  impart 
To  him  whose  love  has  no  ri;turii  ? 


Theke  13  an  hour,  a  heavenlj'  hour, 
When  rapture  swells  my  tlii'obbiHg  breast, 
When  joy  exerts  her  siren  power 
To  lull  my  carea  and  woes  to  rest ; 
It  is  the  hour  of  evening  pale, 
Beside  the  maiden  of  my  heart; 
'T  is  when  within  the  quiet  vale 
"VVe  meet  and  hope  no  more  to  part. 

Let  proud  ambition  boast  his  fame, 

And  point  where  burns  hia  glory-starj 

I  envy  not  the  hero's  name, 

I  care  not  tor  the  blaze  of  war : 

Give  me,  when  evening  draws  around 

The  silent  dell  its  rosy  veil, 

To  hear  her  harp's  wild-wai'bling  eoraid, 

And  listen  to  her  soothing  tale. 

This  is  the  star  that  charnis  my  sight. 
The  mildly  beaming  star  of  love ; 
ITiere  is  no  star  of  purer  light, 
That  sparkles  in  the  heavens  above. 
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Lay  me  beneath  the  willow's  shade, 
Where  softly  sighs  the  evening  gale, 
Love's  paradise  can  never  fade 
With  Mary  in  the  quiet  vde. 


'T  fs  night,  —  hut  yet  the  moon  is  high. 
And  floating  round  her  shadowy  throne 
The  fleecy  clouds  in  slumber  lie. 
And  gird  her  with  a  golden  zone. 

The  cur  is  hushed,  the  leaves  are  still ; 
The  lake  ita  glassy  mirror  spreads ; 
The  moonlight  settles  on  the  bill 
And  sUvers  o'er  the  mountain-heads. 

There  is  a.  spirit  in  the  wind,  — 
It  whispers  peace  into  the  soul ; 
A  balm  that  stills  tbe  ruffled  mind, 
The  heaving  bosom's  sweet  control. 

Though  passion  sleeps,  yet  memory  wakea, 
And  lanoy  calls  her  airy  train ; 
A  thousand  blended  hnes  she  takes. 
And  lost  enjoyments  live  again. 

She  summons  up  the  raptured  hour 
When  life  was  pure,  and  thought  was  free, 
And,  swaged  alone  by  Nature^  power, 
I  roamed  in  careless  liberty. 

My  being's  dawn,  my  dai's  of  feeling. 
The  sunny  spring-time  of  my  soul. 
When  the  warm  tide  of  life  la  swelling, 
And  all  our  pulses  wildly  roll,  — 


i„  Google 


The  days  of  health  and  joy  and  lore, 
And  glowing  hopes  and  prospects  high,  — 
I  see  them  —  and  my  heart's  fond  dove, 
Her  beck'ning  smile,  her  speaking  eye. 

Ah,  thou  art  here !  —  I  feel  thy  breath  ; 
It  fans  my  pale  and  withered  eheelc. 
It  starts  me  from  my  dream  of  death ;  — 
O,  it  ia  heavea  to  hear  thee  speak  I 

And  then  to  hang  upon  thee  so. 
Those  lips  how  sweet,  how  warm  that  kiss  I 
What  words  of  honey  o'er  them  flow ! 
Those  liquid  tones,  how  fiill  of  bliss ! 

And  how  onr  meeting  bosoms  b«at, 
And  how  our  mutual  feelings  blend ! 
I  call  thee  love  and  life  and  sweet. 
And  oh  1  thou  say'at,  my  heart's  sole  friend. 

Our  thoughts,  our  hopes,  our  joys  are  one, 
In  one  fuU  tide  our  being  rolls ; 
This  is  the  bosom's  unison. 
The  harmony  of  kindred  souls. 

Our  spirits  burst  the  bands  of  earth, 
By  love's  o'erpowering  influence  driven ; 
This  in  indeed  a  second  birth, 
O,  this  it  is  to  live  in  heaven  ! 

Begone,  fond  dream  !    I  stand  alone,  — 
By  night's  chill  dews  my  locks  are  wet. 
Love's  paradise  for  ever  flown, 
Hy  sun  in  utter  darkness  set- 
Slow  through  mjr  veins  the  ice-drops  creep. 
My  feney's  cherished  vision  lied, 
My  feelings  wrapt  in  endless  sleep ;  — 
I  live,  but  oh !  my  heart  is  dead. 

I Coojik 


THE  LAMP  OF   LOVE. 

Light  the  lamp  of  love,  — 

Light  it  with  a  fire 

Falling  from  above, 

Sparkling  with  desire. 

When  the  flame  Sa  bright. 

Place  it  in  the  bowef 

"Where  true  hearts  delight 

To  pass  the  evening  hoar : 

It  will  aoflly  shine 

Through  the  mantling  leaves, 

Which  the  Graces  twine, 

And  affection  weaves,  — 

Weaves  into  a  chain. 

With  the  smile  of  bliss, 

Melting  looks  that  banish  pain, 

And  pure  enjoyment's  honeyed  kiss. 

See  1  how  bright  it  gleams. 

Like  tlie  evening  star,  — 

How  its  mellow  oeams 

Scatter  wide  and  far, 

Lighting  on  hia  way. 

To  the  fonely  bower, 

Him  who  loves  to  stray 

Round  affection's  modest  flower. 

Him  who  loves  the  blush  that  glows 

On  the  cheek  of  innocence. 

Brightening  like  the  dewv  rcse. 

And  breathing  like  it  ta  the  sense. 

But  there  is  a  ray 

More  delightful  slall. 
Beams  that  eoflher  play, 
IrfJoks  that  sweetlier  thrill ; 
'T  is  the  eye  whose  light, 
Sparkling  from  the  heart, 
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Pours  upon  the  night 

Joys  tliat  ne'er  depart ; 

'T  is  tht  look  that  tdU 

Loye  is  living  there. 

And,  like  the  fairy's  -witching  spells, 

Bids  every  scene  enchantment  wear. 

Ah !  the  light  has  faded 

In  the  darkened  bower, 

JealoufT  has  shaded 

Every  leaf  and  smiling  flower. 

Can  the  dying  beams 

Shine  again  as  bright  as  ever  ? 

Ko  !  the  demon's  inky  streams, 

When  once  they  quench  them,  quench  fc 


THE     GALLEY     SLAVE. 

How  dark  is  the  night  I  no  planet  is  gleaming, 

To  light  the  lost  mariner  over  the  wave  ,■ 

How  dark  is  my  fortune !  no  sunshine  is  beaming 

From  Hope,  on  the  poor  galley  slave. 

The  mariner  waits  till  the  morning  is  breaking, 


When  daylight  shall  point  him  his  path  t«  the  si 
By  night  and  by  day  the  poor  galley  i' —  — 
Must  sigi  as  he  ii 


By  night  and  by  day  the  poor  galley  slave,  waking. 


Though  cold  be  the  storm  on  the  wand'rer  deacend- 

And  chilfbe  the  tempests  that  over  him  blow, 
Stall  Hope  on  this  storm  some  few  bright  rays  is 

blending, 
And  smiles  on  the  dark  cloud  of  woe. 
But  never  shall  Hope,  to  the  poor  galley  ^ave, 
Hia  friends  or  the  love  of  his  bosom  restore ; 
No,  never,  the  wretch,  till  he  sleeps  in  the  gi'ave, 
Mwt  iigk  as  he  titgs  at  the  oar. 


AnJ  oft,  as  aroiind  him  the  hillows  were  roaring. 
He  stmngled  to  sweep  hia  broad  oar  throngh  the 

I  've  marked  him  in  tears  his  lost  freedom  deploring, 

1  've  marked  the  poor  heart-broken  slave. 

"  Ah !  ne'er  shall  I  meet  my  lost  friends,"  he  was 

crj'ing; 
"  0,  ne'er  shall  my  woes  and  my  sorrows  be  o'er ! " 
Then  faintly  his  voice  on  his  pallid  lips  dying, 
He  sighed  os  lie  tugged  at  the  oar. 

When  nature  has  sank,  and  the  poor  galley  slave. 

In  short  broken  slumbers,  is  resting  from  pdn. 

He  dreams  that  he  crosses  the  far  distant  wave. 

And  meets  with  hia  iVIary  again. 

But  soon  from  his  slumber  in  anguish  awaking. 

His  ibnd  dream  of  love  and  pleasure  is  o'er, 

And  leaves  him  with  naught,  while  his  full  heart  is 

breaking, 
But  lo  sigh  as  he  lugs  al  the  oar. 


ON    THE    DEATH    OF   MISS  , 

■WHO    WAS    DROWNED    WHILE   BATHING   AT    . 

The  sun  from  hb  softTSwelling  palace  of  bine 
Looked  down  on  the  waves  of  the  ocean  : 
O'er  the  breast  of  the  billow  the  razor-bill  flew, 
AU  hushed  was  its  stormy  ccanmotion. 

The  halcyon  rocked  on  his  wave-cradled  bed, 

And  slept  on  tlie  sur^e  as  a  pillow ; 

The  gulis  flapped  their  wings  o'er  the  marinert 

As  his  bai-k  ploughed  the  foam  of  the  billow. 


Like  the  goddess  of  beauty,  arrayed  in  her  charms, 

When  from  Ida  in  triumph  descending, 

Maria,  anmindful  of  future  alarms, 

O'er  the  brealter  that  rippled  was  bending. 

She  saw  in  the  wave,  as  it  rolled  on  the  shore, 
Her  charms,  with  triumphant  emotion, 
And  little  she  thought,  mid  the  billows'  loud  roar, 
How  soon  she  should  sleep  in  the  ocean. 

Her  maids  stood  around  her,  and  scarce  at  her  feet 
Ascended  the  sofl-kis^ng  billow; 
Ah  1  little  they  thought  that  an  angel  so  sweet 
Should  repose  on  a  watery  pUlow. 


That  softly  around  them  was  swelling. 

The  sea-nymphs  were  decking  her  coralline  grave, 

And  her  parting  bell  slowly  was  knelling. 

A  breaker  arose,  like  the  wave  of  the  storm. 

It  foamed  with  a  wild,  heaving  motion, 

Alid  dashed  o'er  the  slrand,. —  overwhelmed  her  fair 

And  buried  her  deep  in  the  ocean. 

A  faint  shriek  was  hoard,  and  't  was  silent  again ; 
She  has  gone,  — she  has  vanished  for  ever : 
Long,  long  shall  tJiey  seek  for  her   corse  ia   the 

But  when  shall  they  find  it  ?  — ■  ah  !  never. 

On  sea-weeds  and  corallines  softly  reclined, 

Maria  is  calmly  reposing: 

Bound  her  wave-polished  bones  the  sea-mosses  shall 
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And  long  shall  the  sea-boy,  wliile  wrapped  in  hh 

dream, 
At  midnight  awake  from  his  pillow, 
And  wondering  view,  in  the  moon's  silver  beam, 
Her  •"-' '  spirit  glide  o'er  the  billow. 


Give  me  a  lonely  seat. 

Where  she  reposes. 

Where  the  rude  billows  beat, 

As  the  day  closes, 

Where  the  waves  on  the  shore, 

White  with  commotion, 

Bdse  the  loud-pealing  roar 

Over  the  ocean. 

There  I  would  sadly  rest 
On  my  cold  pillow, 
There  seek  to  soothe  my  breast 
Under  the  willow ; 
But,  O  my  Mary  dear ! 
Parted  for  ever, 
Comfort  I  cannot  hear, 
Never,  O,  never  I 

Oil  when  the  silver  beam 

Kisses  the  billow, 

Oft  shall  my  8on-ow  stream 

Under  the  willow ; 

And  though  the  midnight  etomt 

Howls  o'er  the  ocean. 

Still  I  shall  view  thy  Ibrm, 

Rapt  in  emotion. 

Bilbws  are  roaring, 
And  ocean  is  swelling, 
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I  am  deploring, 

My  death-bell  is  knelling. 

O,  in  the  stormy  main, 

Loving  for  ever, 

When  can  wo  part  again  ? 

Never,  O,  never  I 

Oft  shall  the  mariner, 
Houghing  the  hiilow. 
Start  from  his  slumber 


Is  silvering  the  ocean, 
And  the  wave  tosses  him 
With  its  light  motion,  — 

Then  shall  he  view  us  gli 
Like  a  bright  vision, 
Over  the  heaving  tide, 
Sweetly  Elysian. 
O,  can  the  sliDnny  main 
Hearts  so  fond  sever  ? 
O,  can  we  part  again  ? 
Never,  O,  never ! 


THE    VIOLET. 


Amokg  all  the  sweet-blooming  flowers  of  the  spring, 

Tlat  deck  every  meadow,  and  scent  every  gale, 

n.1        ■  i_  -  y  [igaj.),g,[|,][  a  transport  can  bring 


t  that  blo! 


The  rose  may  delight  with  its  odors  and  blushes, 
We  may  hang  on  Uie  lily's  leaves  tender  and  pale. 
Hues  of  beauty  may  glow  on  the  laurel's  gay  bushes, 
But  lovelier  the  violet  that  blooms  in  the  vale. 
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Though  the  earliest  dawn  of  the  morning  should  find 

Inhaling  the  fragrance  that  breathes  in  the  gale, 
I  wouldleay  e  all  the  flowers  of  tlie  garden  behind  me, 
To  view  the  sweet  violet  that  blooms  in  the  vale. 

When  tte  fields  are  oni  flower-bed,  all  blooming 

and  gay. 
And  far-floating  clouds  of  aroma  exhale ; 
Still,  no  hues  in  the  sunbeams  so  pleasing' 
As  those  on  the  violet  that  blooms  in  the 

I  hav^  seen  many  beauties  in  woman's  soft  form,  — 
In  the  cheek  gay  with  hope,  or  with  sorrow  all  pale; 
But  noue  eouM  my  heart  so  deliehtfully  charm 
As  the  maiden  that  bloomed  in  obscurity's  vale. 

At  the  accent  of  py,  O  how  bright  was  ber  eye  1 
How  she  wept  when  she  listened  to  pity's  soft  tale  I 
From  eveiy  gay  beauty  of  fashion  I  'd  fly, 
To  the  maiden  who  bloomed  in  obscurity's  vale. 


How  sweet  is  the  turf  on  the  grave  of  my  friend. 
Where  the  joy  of  my  heart,  wrapt  in  slumber,  reposes! 
On  the  dew-spangled  sod  how  the  morning  raj'sblend, 
Ijke  the  bright,  wry  colors  that  evening  discloses ! 

And  bright  he  the  rays, — for  a  soul  that  was  bright 
As  the  star  of  the  morning  here  peacefully  slumbers ; 
O  where  is  the  mortal  so  dew  to  my  sight  I 
O  what  sounds  are  so  sweet  as  Ms  harp's  lively 
numbers  1 

He  tuned  all  the  chords  of  his  harp  to  a  strain  — 
It  seemed  as  if  angels  were  wakmg  their  lyres :  ^ 
There  seemed  every  wild-warbling  bird  on  the  pl^, 
When  his  fingers  swept  gracefiiUy  over  the  wires. 

Cougic 


440  KEST,    O    KY   LYBE! 

But  there  always  was  heard  in  his  liveliest  cotes 
A  slight  Btrain  of  sorrow,  that  hrcathed  in  my  car. 
As  when  on  the  west-wind  the  dii^  sweetly  floats, 
And  from  the  eye  gently  elicits  the  tear. 

I  have  heard  him,  when  sorrowful,  pour  on  the  gale 
Snchsoft  notesofsadnessf  I  wept  at  the  sound- 
It  seemed   that   the   tmllo-dove'a   heart-breathine 
wail  ^ 

Was  filling  the  pines  that  waved  gloomily  round. 

He  would  sweep  o'er  the  chords  all  the  power  of 

And  wake  such  a  strain, — 'twas  alive  to  my  soul,— 
bo  sweet,  't  would  each  pang  of  my  bosom  disarm, 
And  bid  all  my  feelings  m  ecstasy  roll 

But,  minstrel  of  Nature!  thy  soul  breathes  no  more, 
Thine^  eye  darts  no  longer  enlivening  fire ; 

0,  ne'er  shall  thy  harp  its  wild  witchery  pour 

Ko  descant  of  sorrow  e'er  flow  from  thy  lyre. 

Life's  Bea  was  too  stormy  for  bosoms  like  thine,— 
As  well  might  the  child  front  the  tempest's  loud 

But  I  '11  often  retire  to  weep  over  thy  shrine, 
And  the  turf  shall  for  ever  grow  green  on  thy  grave. 


Re&t,  O  my  lyre  !  till  the  winter  of  Borrow 
Is  gone,  and  the  spring-tide  of  pleasure  return  : 
It  may  kindle  its  smile  ere  the  dawn  of  to-morrow, 
A^d  shake  the  sweet  dews  of  delight  from  its  urn. 
Then  let  thy  strings,  brushed  by  fancy's  light  win"s, 
Breathe  the  music  of  joy  in  the  listener's  ear:     ° 
Then  let  thy  note,  like  the  nightingale's,  float, 
Lightmg  rapture's  gay  smile,  stealing  pity's  soft  tear. 
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Thougt  I  should  tune  to  the  key-oota  of  gladness 
Thy  ciiords,  yet  the  hlast  of  the  winter's  ehiH  wind 
Would  wake  them  to  naught  hut  the  moaning  of 

To  an  air  that  would  sink,  not  enliven  the  mind. 
Best  then,  my  lyre,  awhile  I  —  rest  till  with  vernal 

Spring  decks  the  mead  and  enkindles  the  grove  ; 
Ihen  let  the  zephyr's  wings  hrush  gently  o'er  thy 

Waking  them  all  to  the  music  of  love. 

Now  I  am  sorrowful,  —  tears  EJve  me  pleasure  : 

Hush  then  thy  music,  —  he  silent  my  Ivre  I 

For  thy  strings,  tuned  f«  griefs  moumfullest  measure, 

Wake  in  my  heart  an  enlivening  fire ; 

When  pleasure  wreathes  my  head,  and  sorrow's  tear 

lias  fled, 
Then  let  the  wind  kiss  thy  chords  as  it  flies. 
Wafting  a  strain  along,  sweet  as  the  robin's  song. 
Bidding  joy  sparkle  in  beauty's  blue  eyes. 

Lyre  of  my  soul  I  sorrow's  dark  clouds  are  hreakmg; 
Smiles  through  their  gloom  the  clear  azure  of  bliss. 
Every  sweet  warbler  of  rapture  is  waking. 
Every  vale  listens  to  love's  fondest  kiss. 
Now  to  the  passbg  wind  be  all  th^  chords  resigned, 
l*t  each  gay  pinion,  that  shines  m  its  wing. 
Wake  ail  thy  melody,  swell  all  thy  wild  notes  high, 
Till  rock  and  wood  with  thy  ecstiy  ring. 


She  's  gone,  the  idol  of  my  heart,  — 
She  'a  gone,  alas  I  for  ever. 
Could  Heaven  such  tender  lovers  part, 
Such  hnks  of  fondness  sever  ? 


..Google 


So  strong  wc  twined  the  chain  of  love, 
We  thought  no  force  could  break  it ; 
Such  flowers  within  its  links  we  wove, 
'T  was  sweet  as  blisa  could  make  it. 

It  was  a  silken,  flowery  chain, 

And  soft  as  downy  pinions ; 

So  bright  its  links,  night  shows  in  vain 

Heaven's  glittering  "  starred  dommiona." 

And  oh  1  I  thought  no  power  so  strong. 

This  chain  of  love  to  sever ; 

But  ah !  her  vows  were  but  a  song, — 

She 's  gone,  alas !  for  ever. 

There  is  an  angel  in  her  eye. 
So  modest,  sweet,  and  chwmin^ ; 
And  when  her  sudden  glances  ny, 
The  bosom's  peace  alarming, 
Beason  cannot  withstand  her  power, 
Its  light  by  passion  shaded ; 
So  Mis  the  olooming  April  flower, 
Tis  plucked,  rejected,  faded. 

O  save  me  from  a  woman's  eye  1 

There  is  a  fiend  within  it 

O,  guard  me  from  a  woman's  sigh, 

For  death  is  breathing  in  it. 

She  smiles,  enchants  us,  then  betrays ; 

Her  charms  are  man's  undoing. 

And  in  her  flowery  paths  there  strays 

The  harbinger  of  ruin. 

You  cannot  tell  when  woman  loves, 

For  all  she  does  is  smiling ; 

And  when  those  charming  lips  she  moves, 

'T  is  all  for  man's  beguiling ; 

And  though  her  face  like  heaven  is  fiur, 

Each  dart  of  Cupid  wielding, 

Her  heart  is  still  Tike  j-ossamer, 

As  fluttering  and  as  yielding.  ., 


Each  idle  glance  can  make  her  sigh 

A  moment,  and  't  is  over. 

There 's  nothing  like  a  ivomaii's  eye, 

So  wild,  so  light  a  rover. 

She  loves  the  coxcomb  when  he  smilea, 

And  poels  when  they  praise  her ; 

But  gold  alone  has  those  dear  wilea 

That  can  to  rapture  raise  her. 

Then  go,  thou  false  unmeaning  thing,  — 
Go,  and  begone  for  ever  I 
Shalt  thou  again  my  bosom  wring. 
And  steal  my  tears  ?  —  No,  never ! 


There  is  naught  cau  the  gloom  of  affliction  beguile, 
O,  there 's  nothing  can  set  all  my  spirits  a-flowing. 
Like    the    playfumess    sporting   in    woman's    soil 

To  me,  't  is  the  swcet-beamlng  star  of  the  morning, 
When  it  shines  o'er  the  fields  all  bespangled  with 

Or  the  rose  in  its  full  bloom  the  valley  adorning, 
■wu,.^  <i.n  «„,.: — . A„  ;»g  flowers,  and  the  sky  is 


You  may  lay  my  lorn  head  on  the  pillow  of  anguish. 
You  may  draw  round  my  couch  the  dark  curtain  of 

By  night  and  bv  day  I  may  pEunflilly  languish. 
While  the  big  drop  of  sorrow  unceasingly  flow : 
But  the  sweet  snule  that  breathes  on  the  lips  that 

All  my  anguish  can  sootbc,  all  my  sorrow  remove  ; 


When  -woman  looks  kindly,  I  dry  every  tear ; 

O,  there 's  nothing  can  charm  lie  the  Kmiie  of  my 

When  the  Spring  blooms  delightfally,  clothing  the 

With  sweel>-breatliirg  festoons  of  lilacs  and  roses, 
And  yeils  every  meadow  in  Nature's  pm^  green. 
Where  the  eye  as  on  pillows  of  aoftne^  looses,  — 
Though  this  scene  every  thorn  of  auction  Beguiles, 
And  smooths  every  passion  to  quiet  repose, 
There   is   nothing  Eke   beauty   all  beaming  -with 

smiles, 
Like  the  play  of  her  lips,  and  her  check's  blooming 


When  I  roam  o'er  the  fields  at  the  opening   of 

dawn, 
On  the  flowers  that  bloom  round  how  enchanted  1 

But  sweeter  the  dew-drme  that  spangle  the  lawn, 
And  dearer  the  cem  in  the  gay  blossom's  bell : 
So  when  beauty  is  beanung  and  bloommg  around. 
Though  her  bloom  and  her  smile  to  my  bosom  are 

Yet  dearer  the  eye  that  is  bent  on  the  ground, 
And  sweeter  the  ray  of  affliction's  soft  teat. 

When  the  blossoms  of  Nature  are  spangled  with  dew. 
Or   wet  with  the   drops   of   the    Spring's  gentle 

shower, 
O,  there' s  naught  in  creation  more  sweet  to  my 

And  that  which  droops  most  is  the  loveliest  flower ; 
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So  when  beauty  is  weeping,  her  cLarms  are  more 

Those  tears  all  her  blushes,  like  rainbows,  illume ; 
And  oh !  the  most  charming  and  heavenlj'  tear 
A  fair  sister  sheds  on  a  loyed  brother's  tomb. 


I  TVAS  once  happy  and  blest ; 
But  pleasure  has  flown  from  me  long. 
I  was  once  love  and  careised ; 
But  my  loves  only  live  now  in  song. 

I  was  once  cheerful  and  gay, 

The  rose  on  my  cheek  spread  its  bloom ; 

But  the  roses  have  faded  away, 

And  left  but  the  hue  of  the  tomb. 

Pleasure  once  beaned  in  my  eye,  — 

0  how  bUthely  I  laughed  and  I  sung  ! 
But  those  moments  of  bliss  are  gone  by. 
And  my  bower  all  with  mourning  is  hung. 

They  called  me  an  angel,  and  emiled, 
And  I  smiled,  and  believed  they  spoke  true 
O,  how  my  weak  heart  was  beguiled  ' 

1  was  ruined,  —  then  bidden  adieu. 

Ye  who  exult  in  your  youth 

And  your  beauty,  be  taught  by  my  tear ; 

O,  listen  to  nothing  but  truth. 

And  close  on  the  tlattcrer  your  ear. 


44S  DEAR   LITTIB    ANGEL. 

I  love  my  green  meadows,  and  clear-flowing  foun- 

My  hills  gently  swelling,  and  soft-winding  vales. 

When  morning  is  glowing,  or  evening  is  fading. 
These  scenes  all  the  beauties  that  soften  us  wear; 
For  reclined  on  the  seat,  which  the  vine-leaves  are 

shading, 
I  listen  the  music  of  Maiy,  my  fair. 

The  blossoms  that  grow  in  Peruvian  bowers 
May  sparkle  with  colors  more  vivid  and  bright ; 
But  still  the  soft  charms  of  our  dew-breathing  flowers 
Are  sweeter  to  sense  and  more  dear  to  the  sight : 

So  the  maiden  —  whose  Bmiies,  like  the  ray  of  the 

morning. 
Can  soften  the  bosom  and  free  it  from  care. 
Whom  roses  and  Hlies  and  diamonds  adorning 
Have  fashioned  an  angel  —  is  Mary  my  fair. 


Dear  little  angel  of  my  heart. 
How  full  of  life  thy  cheek  is  flushing  I 
But  when  I  tell  thee  wc  must  part, 
How  softly  pure  thy  tears  are  gusMng  I 

Though  thou  art  but  the  opening  bloom, 
The  promise  of  a  richer  treasure  ; 
Thy  breath  is  still  love's  sweet  perfume, 
Thy  smile,  the  dearest  SQule  of  pleasure. 

But  love  with  thee  is  heavenly  love, 
And  pleasure  —  O  how  pure,  how  holy  ! 
The  fondness  of  a  cooing  dove. 
That  top  and  sport?,  nor  dreams  of  folly. 
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Sweet  innocent,  0, 1  could  dream 
Of  thy  pure  angel-charms  for  ever, 
Could  sun  mc  in  thine  eye's  warm  beam, 
And  when  thousmil'at,  be  aad —  0,  never! 

I  love  thee  as  I  love  the  ehild. 
When  ou  its  mother's  hosom  smiling. 
And  low  she  angs  her  murmur  wild, 
The  startled  cherub's  fears  beguiling. 

Thy  flaxen  locks,  thine  eyes  of  blue, 
Thy  ruby  lips  all  sweetly  blooming, 
Tliy  smile,  Gke  roses  wet  with  dew, 
The  murmuring  breath  of  mom  perftmiing,  — 

Thy  glanee,  that  smiles  when  joy  is  nigh. 
Now  through  the  tear  of  pitv  stealing. 
When  feindy  bursts  the  stilled  sigh. 
And  sweetly  breathes  the  voice  of  feeling,  — 

0,  when  I  gaze  on  eharms  so  bright, 
So  heavenly  fair,  so  richlv  gbwing, 
I  feel  a  thriUing,  pure  delist 
Through  every  vein  and  fibre  flowing : 

As  if  my  eyes  beheld  a  form 
Of  cherub-li^ht  from  Heaven  descending, 
WiUi  looks  that  speak  affection  warm, 
O'er  sorrow's  eouch  in  pity  bending. 

0,  dearest !  thou  art  happy  now. 

Ho  pang  thy  bosom's  peace  alarming ; 

Contentment  smiles  upon  thy  brow. 

And  virtue  —  O  how  pure ,  how  charming  I 

And  let  it  not  disturb  thy  rest, 
That  soon  thou  meet'st  a  world  of  sorrow; 
But  from  the  heaven  within  thy  breast. 
The  aid  to  bear  its  evib  borrow. 


And  O,  my  dear,  — my  only  dear,- 
Should  fate  the  hands  that  twine  us 
1  still  would  shed  the  bitter  tear. 
And  think  of  Mary —  O,  for  ever  I 


Come,  come  away,  unto  the  silent  grove, 

And  in  this  solitude 

Indulge  thy  melancholy  mood. 

And  weep  for  flTiitless  love  ; 

Come,  come  and  seek  the  cedar's  shade ; 

Beneath  its  gloomy  shadow  laid, 

List  to  the  turtle's  mournful  lay. 

That  fills  the  solemn  hush  aromid. 

Broke  by  this  soft-lamenting  sound. 

Until  it  dies  away. 

There  lie  and  let  thy  tears  unceasing  flow ; 

Indulge  thy  swelling  grief. 

Until  thou  find'st  a  sweet  relief, 

A  balm  for  all  thy  woe ; 

I'or  tears  can  soothe  the  anxious  breast, 

Ccanpose  af&iction's  throb  to  rest, 

Instil  a  holy  calm  of  peace, 

A  calm  that  lights  a  placid  sm'do 

Upon  our  lips,  and  bids  awhile 

Our  melancholy  cease. 

Then  rise  and  seek  the  brightly  flowering  field. 

And,  as  you  careless  stray, 

Hear  the  brisk  songsters  warbling  gay. 

And  taste  the  joy  Siey  yield : 

Then  think  no  more  of  cruel  love ; 

But  let  thy  thoughts  unfettered  rove. 

And  o'er  the  landscape  wander  free ; 

And  while  thou  feel'st  relief  from  pain, 

O,  never,  never  think  again 

That  Mary  'b  deaf  to  thee. 
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One  evening,  when  the  sky  was  Hue, 
Wlien  Spring  was  clad  in  greenest  hue, 
When  gently  fell  the  cooling  dew, 
1  saw  sweet  M317. 

The  roses  bloomed  upon  her  check, 
Her  sparkling  eye,  though  bright,  was  meek, 
'T  was  music,  when  1  heard  her  speak. 
Ah!  dearest  Mary. 

Her  forehead,  white  as  drilled  snow. 
Was  soft  as  downy  plumes,  that  flow 
Wide  o'er  the  fields,  when  zephyrs  blow. 
Ah !  dearest  Mary. 

Her  look,  ihe  picture  of  her  mind. 

By  eyery  charm  and  grace  refined. 

To  calmest  musing  seemed  resigned. 

Ah  I  dearest  Mary. 

She  sung,  —  her  sweetly  soothing  strain 
Floated  along  the  flowery  plain. 
So  sweet,  the  robin  sings  in  vain. 
Ah !  dearest  Hary. 

Her  voice  was  still,  — her  hand  she  threw 
Around  her  robe,  and  lightly  flew, 
Brushing  the  faintly  glistening  dew. 
Ah  I  dearest  Mary. 

Entranced  in  bliss,  I  saw  her  fly. 
Fair  as  the  moon  that  gilds  the  sky, 
Sailing  enrobed  in  silver  dye. 
Ah  I  dearest  Mary. 

And  when  I  laid  me  down  to  rest, 
I  saw  her  smile,  in  beauty  drest. 
And  clasped  her  vision  to  my  breast. 
Ah !  dearest  Mary. 
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Wc  roamed  throagh  cool  and  shady  groves. 
We  told  our  pure,  unsullied  loves, 
"We  kissed  witt  hearts  as  true  as  doves'. 
Ah  1  dearest  Mary, 

O  maj-  this  visjon  ne'er  depart, 
But  dwell  for  ever  round  my  heart. 
Untouched  by  disappointment's  dart ! 
Ah !  dearest  Mary. 

Then  I,  a  cheerful,  hagpv  swain, 
With  her,  a  nymph,  might  rove  the  plam. 
Nor  ever,  ever  leave  again 
My  dearest  Mary. 


I  LOVE  the  ruddy  cheek,  that  glows 
Bright  as  the  crimson-flowerinff  rose. 
That  in  the  Spring  most  sweetly  blows ; 
But  yet  I  love  to  see. 
More  than  this  cheek  that  brightly  glows. 
The  eye  tha,t  sparkles  brilliantly. 

I  love  the  arm  of  fairest  snow, 
Bound  as  the  tapering  trees  that  grow, 
Where  streams  in  purest  currents  flow ; 
But  yet  I  love  to  see. 
More  than  this  arm  of  fairest  snow. 
The  eye  that  sparkles  brilliantly. 

I  love  the  jetty,  curling  hair. 
That  floats  around  the  bosom  tair, 
And  waves  in  tresses  on  the  air ; 
But  yet  I  love  to  see, 
More  than  this  jetty,  curling  hair, 
The  eye  that  sparkles  brilliantly. 
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I  love  the  gently  heaving  breast, 
In  robe  of  milkj-  softness  drest, 
By  love  and  all  the  graeea  prest ; 
Bat  yet  I  loTe  to  see. 
More  than  this  gently  heaving  breaat, 
The  eye  that  sparkles  brilUantly. 

I  h)ve  the  lips  like  ruby  flowers. 
That  blow  amid  the  sweetest  bowers, 
Smiling  as  wet  with  dewy  showers ; 
But  yet  I  love  to  see. 
More  than  these  lips  like  ruby  flowers, 
The.  eye  that  sparkles  brilliantly. 

I  love  the  tender  hand,  whose  white 
Seems  melting  to  the  enamored  sight, 
And  calls  to  bowers  of  ptire  delight ; 
But  yet  I  love  hi  see, 
More  than  this  hand  of  melting  white, 
The  eye  that  sparkles  brilliaatly. 

I  love  the  artless,  winning  form, 
Whose  easy  gracefulness  can  charm 
And  fill  the  heart  with  soft  alarm ; 
But  yet  I  love  to  see, 
More  than  this  artless,  winning  form, 
The  eye  that  sparkles  brilliantly. 

The  mind  imbued  with  wisdom's  lore. 
And  rich  in  learning's  fairest  store, 
Than  sparkling  eye  delights  me  more,  - 
Yes,  I  had  rather  see 
The  mind  imbued  with  wisdom's  lore, 
Than  eye  that  sparkles  brilliantly. 

The  breast  that  feels  another's  woes. 

With  charity  intensely  glows, 

And  the  kind  heart  of  reeling  shows,— 


Yes,  I  had  rather  see 

The  hreast  that  fccb  another's  woes, 

Than  eye  that  sparkles  brilliantlj-. 

The  life  that  flows  in  gentle  love, 
That  would  each  passing  hour  improve. 
And  tread  the  path  to  ■worlds  above, — 
Yes,  I  had  rather  see 
The  life  that  flows  in  gentle  love, 
Than  eye  that  sparkles  brilliantly. 

May  all  these  charms  and  graces  blend, 
And  beauty,  love,  and  wit  attend 
The  feeling  heart,  the  tender  friend ; 
Oh  I  I  womd  love  to  see 
The  form,  the  heart,  the  ^irit,  blend 
■VViti  eye  that  sparkles  brjlliautly. 


Who  is  that  mourner  bending  o'er  yon  grave. 
Whose  glistening  tears  flow  down  her  pallid  cheek, 
Whose  voice,  like  cooing  dove's, 
Is  full  of  plaintive  woe  ? 

A  mother,  weeping  for  her  infant  dear, — 
A  smiling  babe,  who,  like  the  early  flower. 
Just  blossomed  for  a  day, 
And  then  was  seen  no  more. 

See  how  her  tears  bedew  that  verdant  grave. 
And  on  that  slowly-waving  blade  of  grass, 
Mark  how  that  crystal  drop 
Shines  in  the  moon's  pale  beam. 

Ah  1  listen  to  her  softly  uttered  tale. 
Which,  touching  all  the  chords  of  sympathy, 
Bids  the  unsullied  tear 
Stand  in  the  stranger's  eye. 


"Ah!  lovely  babe,  sweet  image  of  thy  a 
Who  in  the  stormy  bosom  of  the  deep, 
Ere  thou  hadst  seen  the  light, 
Found  hia  cold,  watery  grave: 


"  Thin  cheerin"  thought  enlivened  all  mv  toil, 
Thb  sweetened  all  mv  anxious,  watchful  hours. 
When  through  the  wintry  night 
I  hushed  thy  cries  to  rest. 

"  Oft  I  would  look  upon  thy  sleeping  form. 
And  the  calm  smile  that  played  upon  thy  lips, 
And  when  1  saw  thee  move. 
Would  sing  my  lullaby. 

"  But  cruel  death  thy  opening  blossom  nipped, 
And  laid  thee  low  within  the  silent  tomb. 
And  robbed  me  of  my  sole, 
My  sole  surviving  joy. 

"  Ah  1  can  I  tell  the  i^ny  I  feel, 

The  cruel  pang  that  wrung  my  bleeding  heart, 

When  hollow-sounding  elods 

Pell  in  thy  narrow  grave  ? 

"  How  pleaan^  —  to  behold  thy  early  bloom. 
Like  morning  Bowers;  but  ah  1  how  mournful  t*>o- 
8o  sweet  to  taste  of  bhss, 
So  soon  to  lose  its  balm  1 

"  Soon  I  shall  leave  this  tenement  of  clay, 
Soon  I  shall  meet  thee  and  thy  much-loved  sire, 
Above  yon  starry  sky, 
In  one  eternal  Heaven. 


"  For  o'er  my  cheek  the  lily's  hue  is  spread, 
And  scarce  the  _pulses  beat  within  my  heart. 
While  death,  with  awful  voice, 
Itingg  loudly  in  my  ear. 

"  But  I  can  leave  this  mournful  world  with  joy, 
Can  view  the  last  recess  of  parting  life. 
And  feel  the  icy  chill 
Creep  through  my  withered  veins." 


See,  how  the  clear,  unsullied  streamlet  strayi 
Along  the  windings  of  the  bbjssomed  vale. 
And  o'er  the  genue  slope 
Dashes  its  crystal  flood : 

"With  soothing  sweetness  slowly  (inkles  oi 
"■     ''    f  around  the  verd:    ' 
e  unruiiled  pool 


Now  murmurs  softly  o'er  its  gravelly  bed, 
Now  silent  curls  along  a  sandy  shoal. 
And  now  beneath  a  root 
Its  lucid  current  hides. 

Emei^ng  thence,  it  scarcely  steals  along, 
"Where  bubbles  tinged  with  rainbows  lightly  glii 
And,  dancing  on  the  wave, 
Are  broken  by  the  gale. 

Now,  standing  in  a  pool,  the  whiyjering  breeze 
■'       ^ew-lalle 


Uprears  the  water,  pure  as  new-fallen  si 
And  throws  it  wildly  round 
In  every  lovely  form. 
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It  flows  thus  sweetly  through  the  silent  Tale, 
In  youthful  gentleness,  untjl,  increased 
By  rills  and  oool,  clear  springs, 
It  swells  into  a  brook. 

Louder  the  murmur  rises  on  the  gale. 
And  dashed  along  the  rudely  broken  steep, 
O'ertopped  with  whitest  tbam, 
The  hilfows  tumble  on. 

Now  sunk  to  peace,  the  unambitious  stream 
Floats  in  broM  current  o'er  the  smiling  mead. 
Reflecting  as  a  glass 
The  lily's  snowy  bloom. 

Again  it  darts  with  loud  increasing  roar 
Afong  the  rapid,  pouring  o'er  the  rocks, 
And  swelling  on  the  breeze. 
That  waves  the  boughs  above. 

At  last  it  plunges  in  a  dark  abyss. 

And  throws  amid  the  cliffs,  that  rise  around, 

The  gayly  colored  spray, 

As  sels  the  evening  sun. 

T  is  lost,  —  for  in  a  hoarse-resounding  cave, 
Betiring  from  the  ken  of  mortal  eye, 
It  hides  its  manly  flood 
Within  the  mountidn's  womb. 


Above  the  ignoble  throng  that  grovel  round, 
Passes  his  boyish  days 
In  playful  innocence. 

To  hun,  the  mellow  flute's  melodious  lay, 
The  fair  one's  sweetly  uttered  song  of  fove, 
Are  charming  as  the  strains 
That  heavenly  angels  smg. 
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456  TO  THE  ROSE. 

To  him  the  cool,  retired  grotto's  still 
And  gloomy  solitucie  is  sweeter  far 
Than  all  the  pomp  of  wealth, 
Than  all  the  glare  of  pride. 

Unnoticed  and  unknown  he  tunes  his  lyre, 
Aud  weaves  the  lovely  hymn  of  melody, 
Unheard  hut  by  the  grove, 
That  shields  him  from  the  sun. 

But  when  his  genius  forms  the  manly  song, 
And  fl-om  his  Tips  the  patiiot  accents  breathe, 
He  seeks  the  mountain's  brow, 
And  dwells  amid  the  storm. 

Thus  fair  he  rises,  like  the  towering  pine 
That  on  Monadnock  courts  the  clouiUesa  sky. 
And  fondly  hopes  to  gain 
The  highest  seat  of  fame. 

But  stranger  to  the  baser  arts  of  life, 
By  disappointment  sunk  into  the  grave, 
And  crushed  by  power  and  pride, 
He  slumbers  in  the  dust. 


TO    THE    EOSE. 


Tender  rose-bud  !  sweetly  blooming, — 
Drooping  with  the  dews  of  mom. 
Every  sighing  breeze  perfuming, 
A»  it  flutters  round  thy  thorn ;  — 

Tender  rose-bud !  soon  thy  blossom. 
Nursed  by  dews,  and  fed  by  light, 
Will  unfold  its  velvet  bosom, 
Spreading  beauty  to  the  sight. 

Coot^lc 


Then,  sweet  bud,  I  '11  softly  pluck  thee, 
Droopinglow  with  early  dew ; 
Then  to  Mary  will  I  aive  thee. 
She  whose  cheek  is  thine  own  hue. 

When  the  dew-drops,  sweetly  shining. 
Gently  to  my  lips  are  prest. 
In  the  woodbine  bower  reclining, 
I  will  lay  thee  on  her  breaist 

Could  I,  like  thee,  flower  of  feeling, 
Rest  upon  her  bosom  fair. 
Like  the  bee  its  sweetness  stealing, 
I  would  dwell  for  ever  there. 


Faikest  Nymph  of  lovely  Flora, 
Brightest  beauty  of  the  Spring, 
See,  around  thy  kindling  glory. 
How  the  zephyr  sports  his  wing. 

When  Aurora  gayV  flashes, 
Rising  from  her  saffron  bed, 
O,  what  richly  crimson  blushes 
Wanton  round  tliy  drooping  head ! 

When  the  morning-^lory  closes 
In  the  sultiy  noontide  air, 


e  sultiy  n , 

O,  how  sofl  the  bee  reposes. 


Boand  thy  virgin  beauties  gl( 
See,  the  hummer  spreads  his 
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When  the  breeay  breath  of  morning 
Calls  him  to  his  airy  flight, 
How  his  hues,  thy  bloom  adorning, 
Glitter  in  the  dawning  light  1 

When  the  evening  shades  are  blending 
In  the  gay  enamelled  west, 
See,  the  dews  of  nisbt,  descending, 
Softly  slumber  on  thy  breast. 

Blooming  Kature's  sweetest  blossom ! 
Let  me  pluck,  in  morning's  hour. 
To  adorn  Maria's  bosom, 
Thy  enchanting,  dewy  flower. 


See,  the  r<6e  is  freshly  glowing 
Urough  its  veil  of  morning  dew ; 
Bound  it  perfumed  gales  are  blowing. 
Sweeter  ne'er  in  Eden  blew. 

May  has  clad  the  tangled  bower 
In  a  robe  of  softest  green, 
Blended  everj  early  flower, — 
But  the  rose  is  Flora's  queen. 

Showers  of  bloomy  snow,  descending 
From  tlie  pear-tree,  deck  the  mead  ; 
Honeysuokies  richly  blending 
Weave  then-  many-tinctured  brede. 

When  the  first  spring  cloud  is  flying. 
Wliat  the  flower  that  freshest  glows  ? 
Sweet  when  blooming,  sweet  when  dyii 
O,  the  fair  Idalian  tose ! 


See  the  sylph  on  emerald  pinions 
Lightly  woo  tlie  tlowei-et's  smile, 
Ran^ng  Fiora'a  bright  doniiuiona, 
Sip  at  each  and  stay  awhile : 

When  the  rose's  hreathing  blossom 
By  his  ruby  throat  is  prest, 
Lights  he  on  its  yielding  bosom. 
Furls  his  wings  and  anks  to  rest. 

Though,  tlie  exotic  bower  adorning, 
India's  richest  blossom  glows, 
Give  me,  wet  with  dews  of  morning, 
Give,  0,  give  the  breathing  rose  1 


I BAW  a  flower  of  softest  hue 
Within  a  lonely  vale, 
Aronnd  its  hetid  serenely  blew 
The  evening's  dewy  gale  ; 
The  gem  was  spartliug  in  its  bell, 
T  was  like  the  mourner's  tear. 
And  like  the  dit^e  of  sorrow  fell 
The  zepliyr  on  my  ear. 

The  scene  that  bloomed  around  was  calm 

The  sky  was  softly  blue, 

The  zephyr  breathed  its  sweetest  balm, 


Beneath  the  maple  shade. 
This  modest  floweret  met  i 
This  beauty  of  tlie  glade. 
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And  on  its  weeping  tieantieB  gazed, 
And  kissed  its  balmy  head; 
Then  laid  it  gentl}'  on  my  heart, 
And  pressed  the  treasure  there. 
And  whispered,  •'  We  will  never  part. 
Thou  fairest  of  the  fair  [ 

"  Though  pale  the  tints,  that  deck  thy  leaf 

lUiion  its  ground  of  snow, 

Thy  dew-drops  like  the  tear  of  grief, 

That  eema  the  eye  of  woe,  — 

Thou^  thou  reeall'at  the  dyii^  bed, 

Where  mourners  weep  sincere. 

The  chamber  where  the  pall  is  spread, 

And  dirges  soothe  the  ear,  — 

"  For  this,  sweet  flower,  I  love  thee  more 

Within  the  lonely  vale, 

When  bending  o'er  the  rivlet'a  shore, 

I  list  the  turtle's  wail : 

For  round  thy  unobtrusive  form 

Soft-breathing  odors  dwell, 

Beauties  that  like  enchantment  warm, 

And  calm  the  bosom's  sweli." 


TO     THE     GENTIANA    CRINITA, 


Sweet  floweret  of  the  waninn  year. 
Last  blossom  of  the  fading  plains. 
The  leaves  are  falling  wan  and  sere. 
And  the  lone,  widowed  bird  complains : 

Still  thou  art  dearer  to  my  heart, 
Than  all  the  sweets  the  spring  unveils ; 
Thy  blooms  a  solter  mood  impart. 
Than  violeCa  breathing  in  the  vales. 


T.oc,;ilc 


There  is  a.  melancholy  grace, 
That  spreads  thy  lonely  petals  o'er ; 
They  tell  that  winter  eomes  apace. 
That  sooa  nill  me  the  tempest's  roar. 

The  flowers  decay,  the  fields  are  bare, 
The  humble  violet  fears  to  blow. 
The  woods  no  more  their  honors  wear, 
Light  rustling  fall  the  leaves  below- 
Still  thou  unfold'st  thy  lovely  leaf, 
And  emil'et  amid  the  fields  alone. 
Thou  seem'st  some  weeping  child  of  grief. 
That  mourns  her  every  ccmifort  flown. 

Had  I  not  roved  the  desert  plain. 
Where  'neath  the  hedge  you  sweetly  blew, 
Your  petals  had  been  spread  in  v^, 
Your  only  guest  the  evenbg  dew. 

Or  when  amid  the  leafless  wood 
The  blue-bird  chirped  with  drooping  wing, 
He  might  have  o'er  thy  beauty  stood, 
And  sung  his  lay,  and  thought  it  Spring. 

How  richly  purple  ia  thy  hue. 
Thy  fringe  Lifce  beauty's  ebon  rays. 
Where  the  |iye's  lustre  glances  through, 
And  meeker  shines  its  bving  blaze- 
In  vain  the  pencil  would  essay 
To  give  thy  forai  its  native  erace  ; 
How  weaker  still  the  feeble  lay. 
That  would  thy  mellow  features  trace ! 

Where'er  I  meet  thee  on.  the  plains. 
Thy  beauties  to  my  soul  how  dear ! 
How  worthy  thou  of  higher  straiiis. 
Sweet  floweret  of  the  waning  year! 
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In  the  damp  it  long  has  hung, 

Long  its  chords  have  been  unstrung, 

Mosi^around  its  frame  has  twined, 

It  has  only  felt  the  wind. 

All  its  soothing  tones  have  slept 

In  the  shade  where  dews  have  wept, 

Scarce  a  sigh  the  wind  has  breathed 

Through  its  strings,  by  grasses  wreathed : 

Though  it  long  unused  has  Iain, 

I  wili  touch  my  harp  again. 


Like  the  whispering  breeze,  that  flmgs 
Sweetness  fixan  its  waving  wings, 
It  shall  shed  on  all  around 
Kotes  that  softly,  sweetly  sound. 
Come,  my  harp,  and  let  me  try, 

As  they  could  when  youlh  was  high. 
Age  has  numbed  them,  —  cankering  care 
Chilled  my  heart,  and  planted  there 

S Stead  of  love  and  joy  and  pleasure, 
irth  that  wakes  the  frolic  measure) 
Sorrow  for  a  world  of  woe, 
And  giief,  whose  tears  for  ever  flow : 
Spite  of  this,  a  cheerful  strain 
Shall  my  harp  awake  again. 

Autumn  Eomles,  the  sky  is  blue ; 
Let  me  for  an  hour  or  two 
Draw  thee  from  thy  rest  of  years, 
Brush  away  thy  dewy  tears, 
Brighten  up  thy  chords  again. 
And  wake  them  to  a,  cheerful  strain. 
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They  will  bid  my  sorrows  fly, 
They  will  li^ht  my  fading  eye ; 
Only  for  a  fleeting  hour 
Let  me  feel  their  soothine  power ; 
Let  me,  white  they  breathe  of  love, 
All  my  grie&,  mj"  woes  remove ; 
Though  the  joy  is  short,  'tis  dear:  — 
Cease  to  flow,  thou  falling  War, 
For  I  wake  my  harp  again 
To  a  sweetly  Eoothing  strain. 


Give  me  the  lyre  of  harmony 
To  calm  the  passions  of  my  soul, 
O,  wake  its  choral  symphony. 
And  bid  it  with  my  grieft  condole. 

Sweet  are  the  echoei  of  its  strings. 
Sweet  as  the  sylvan  choir  of  Way, 
When  on  the  rose  the  robin  wngs. 
And  hails  with  song  the  rising  day. 

And  though  the  storm,  that  gathers  round. 
Be  cold  as  winter's  blasting  wind, 
Still  can  this  lyre's  bewitching  sound 
Beguile  my  lorn  and  widowed  mind. 

Though  Jove  is  fled,  and  friends  are  gone. 
This  lyre,  my  solace,  lingers  nigh ;  — 
O,  leave  me  not  to  droop  alone, 
But  be  thy  music  whispering  by  I 

And  what  shall  case  my  troubled  heart? 
Shall  Eoslin's  voice  of  sorrow  flow, 
Or  shaU  thy  trembling  chords  impart 
A  deeper,  darker  strain  of  woe  ? 
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I  hear  it  swell,  —  the  death-marcli  rings, 
The  muffled  drum  ia  rolling  by, 
The  burning  tear  of  sorrow  springs 
And  trkkles  from  the  melting  eye. 

The  bier,  with  slow  and  solemn  tread, 
Attired  in  sables,  steals  along, 
And  o'er  the  grave's  cold,  earthy  bed 
The  minstrel  pours  his  broken  song. 

The  notes  aseend,  —  the  shriek  and  scream 
Alternate  mingle  in  the  lay ; 
They  fall,  —  like  night's  unreal  dream. 
The  wail  of  anguish  melts  away. 

Again  it  strikes  the  watchful  ear, 
Convulsed  with  sobs  and  choked  with  sighs ; 
What  bursts  of  J^ny  I  hear,  — 
A  groan  as  when  a  mnner  dies  I 

How  sweet,  when  sorrow  clouds  the  soul, 
To  hear  thy  strains  funereal  How, 
To  hear  the  burst  of  anguish  roll, 
And  listen  to  the  wail  of  woe ! 

And  when  my  heart  ia  flowing  o'er. 
Come,  weave  thy  ehora!  symphony, 
Come,  bid  my  bosom  ache  no  more, 
Thou  witching  Ij-re  of  harmony. 


Mr  heart  is  sad,  my  harp  is  still, 
It  hangs  upon  the  willow-tree  ; 
No  hand  shall  wake  its  lively  trill. 
No  strain  shall  e'er  enliven  me. 

The  serpent  eare  has  stung  my  heart, 
And  left  his  Tenom  in  my  soul ; 
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"So  balm  can  heal  the  cruel  smart, 
Ko  hand  my  bosom'a  pangs  control, 

Ko,  —  I  must  sit  me  down  and  die  t 
Far  better,  far  —  todie,  than  live; 
For  death  is  but  a  pan^  and  sigh. 
And  what  can  life  bia^de  them  give  ? 

Far  better,  far  —  to  close  our  eyes, 
And  slumber  itt  the  dust  below ; 
In  peaee  the  toli-woni  suflerer  lies, 
In  death  he  found  hia  kindest  foe. 

Then  let  me  dry  ray  tears,  and  wake 
Bly  harp  to  some  funereal  strain. 
Then  all  ils  chords  of  sweetness  break, 
And  seek  the  ^Lent  grave  again. 


BOAT     SONG. 

We  rest  at  Peter's  Point  to-night,  — 
Blow  light,  ye  winds !  flow  smooth,  ye  billows ! 
The  promised  headland  heaves  in  sight, 
Where  we  shall  stay,  till  morning  light. 
And  bind  our  bark  beneath  the  willows. 
Heave,  boatmen '.  heave,  and  sweep  the  oar; 
Soon  we  shall  drown  all  care  and  sorrow. 
Bend  to  the  willow-bordered  shore. 
And  there  repose  till  early  morrow. 

We  rest  at  Peter's  Point  to-night, — 
And  now  we  hear  its  billows  breaking ; 
Tlie  golden  sun  is  settinj;  bright, 
The  wild  swans  take  their  homeward  ffight. 
The  owl  her  k)nely  hoot  is  waking, 
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Heaye,  boatman !  heave,  and  sweep  the  oar. 
And  dash  the  white  foam  from  thu  billows; 
Bend  to  the  soft  and  sandy  shore, 
And  bind  the  bark  beneath  the  willows. 

And  now  the  boat  draws  nigh  to  land, 
The  winds  blow  light  and  lisa  the  billows; 
The  boatmen  leap  upon  the  strand, 
And  draw  their  bai£  upon  the  sand. 
And  bind  it  fast  beneath  the  willows. 
Now,  boatmen !  rest  apon  the  oar,  — 
The  sun  has  set,  your  toils  are  over. 
Eat,  drink,  and  dream  of  care  no  more, 
And  sing,  "  How  gay  the  Western  rover  I 


Thet  say,  that  esteem  is  a  diamond  so  bright, 
It  enkindles  tlic  eye  that  by  sorrow  is  shaded; 
But  glory  to  me  is  the  sun's  dazzling  liglit, 
Tbat  illumines  a  world,  wliith  in  darkness  had  faded. 

You  may  dwell  on  esteem's  twinkling  diamond  who 

will. 
And  love  the  faint  gleam  of  its  scarce-living  fire ; 
I  gaze  on  the  sun's  dazzling  brilliancy  still. 
And  ask  no  esteem  if  tlie  world  but  admire. 

Esteem  is  the  dew-drop  that  freshens  the  flower ; 
Admiration,  the  arehed  hues  that  splendidly  shine. 
The  one  is  a  sprinkle,  the  other  a  shower, . — 
Let  mine  be  the  rainbow,  the  dew  may  be  thine. 


Admiration,  a  beauty,  whose  loye-arrows  fly. 
Like  the  fatcon^lance,  killing  wherever  she  rt 


One's  cieek  is  a  rose,  that  is  shaded  with  dew ; 
The  other's  a  russet,  with  vornioil  tints  brightenino'. 
One's  eye  is  an  orb,  softly,  tearfully  blue; 
The  other's  jet-blaek,  but  it  flashes  like  lightning. 

One's  air  is  so  melting,  so  mournfliliy  sweet, 
You  loTC,  and  you  pitv,  but  cannot  admire ; 
In  the  other,  such  soul-killing  blandishments  meet. 
That  she  wakes  in  the  breast  every  wild-r^ing  fire. 

Then  talk  as  they  will  of  esteem's  gentle  form, 
Of  those  eyes,  that  so  tenderly,  meltingly  roll : 
Let  mine  be  the  sun-burst,  the  boit  of  the  storm, 
That  dazzles,  astounds,  and  snbdues  every  soak 


T  IS  morning,  ajidallis  gay  around;  — 

The  sunbeam  flames  on  flie  billow. 

And  sparkles  along  the  dewy  ground, 

"While  I  'm  dreaming  on  my  pillow ; 

The  mu^c  that  breathes  cannot  bid  me  wake, 

Though  like  siren  melody  closing, 

While  slumber's  soft  wings  all  their  opiates  shake 

O'er  the  couch,  where  I  m  reposing. 

But  Natnre  wears  her  loveliest  smile. 

The  smile  of  her  maiden  beauty, 

And  while  she  invites  by  the  softest  wile, 

I  bear  the  loud  call  of  duty : 

Then  I  '11  sleep  not  beneath  the  morning's  beam, 

That  smiles  like  affection  upon  me, 

Nor  longer  lie  wrapt  in  slumber's  dream. 

Though  she  shower  all  her  roses  on  me. 

It  is  sweeter  to  breathe  the  balmy  breeze 
Th:in  to  dream  of  tho  brightest  vision ; 
And  dearer  to  view  the  wide-waving  trewt 
Than  fancy's  scenes  Elyaiaa; 
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Though  the  one  every  hue  of  loveliness  wears, 

Tliough  like  bloomy  Eden  charming, 

Yet  she  leaves  us  too  soon  to  think  of  our  cares. 

While  her  softness  the  heart  is  disarming : 

O,  who  would  be  happy  in  fancy  alone, 

When  reality's  sell' cam  delight  us. 

Or  be  charmed  with  a  smile,  that  is  instantly  flown, 

When  long-living  beauties  invite  us  ? 

Then  I  '11  sleep  not,  &c. 

How  oft  in  my  childhood's  lovely  days. 
When  I  woke  with  the  lark  from  my  slumbers, 
1  bved  the  sun's  first-brigh(«ning  ra)'s, 
And  the  warbler's  waking  numbers ; 
And  while  each  dewy  bush  and  brake 
Was  Toual  with  sounds  of  gladness. 
And  while  the  sun  glowed  on  tlie  lake, 
Hovr  could  I  be  sunk  in  sadness  I 
O,  in  momiag's  earliest,  brightest  dawn. 
There  are  charms  more  sweetly  smiling. 
Than  in  dearest  scenes  bj-  Fancj-  drawn. 
Though  like  beauty's  self,  beguiling  1 
Then  111  sleep  not,  &c. 

Now  the  birds  are  singing  their  amorous  notes 

Amid  the  boughs  wide-waving; 

And  the  whispered  ai^h  of  the  zephyr  floats 

Wlere  the  brooks  their  banks  are  laving ; 

And  now  is  the  time,  when  all  is  bright. 

And  in  softest  peace  reposine, 

To  kindle  afi*eetion's  purest  light. 

Where  the  sprays  of  the  bower  are  closing ; 

Then  love  will  bum  with  a  brighter  ray. 

And  smile  with  a  glance  more  tender. 

And  dearer  charms  on  his  features  play, 

While  our  hearts  to  his  sway  we  render. 

Then  1  'II  sleep  not  beneath  the  moi-ning's  beam, 

That  smiles  like  affection  upon  me, 

Nor  longer  lie  wrapt  in  slumber's  dream, 

Though  she  shower  »U  her  rose*  on  ma. ,  .  i 


WHY   SLUMBERS    THY    L 


"  Why  alumlDers  thy  lyre,  which  so  often  resounded 
With  the  trill  of  delwht  and  the  warble  of  love, 
By  whose  lively  numbers  the  heart  featly  bounded, 
Which  so  (rflen  the  sweet  wreath  of  melody  wove  ? 

"  Why  sleeps  it  bo  wlentlj?  ?     Is  there  no  lover 
That  asks  for  its  strmn  with  hia  heart  to  condole  ? 
Are  there  no  light  pinions,  that  carelessily  hover, 
To  wake  all  its  sweetness,  and  kindle  its  soul? 

"  Why  hanga  on  the  willow  thy  harp  of  delight  ? 
Why  loves  it  the  gloom  of  those  tow-drooping 

houghs  ? 
Why  hides  it  so  deeply  in  ahadowa  of  night, 
And  asks  for  no  hand  its  i  '"  " 


"  Has  the  hand  of  the  bard  lost  its  magical  skill? 
Is  it  palsied  with  sickness,  or  nerveless  with  woe  ? 
Are  its  finders  benumbed  by  cold  poverty's  chill. 
Hat  they  bid  not  its  wild  not«a  enehantingly  flow  ?  " 

"  'T  is  not  sickness  or  sorrow  that  palsies  my  arm ; 
'T  is  not  poverty's  winter  that  weakens  its  powers ; 
'Tis  what  can  the  hero's  bold  spirit  disarm, 
And  start  the  salt  tear  in  love'a  amaranth-bowera. 

"'T  is  because  no  sweet  pteans  are  swelUng  my  feme. 
No  halo  of  glory  encircles  mj'  brow : 
'T  ia  because  no  dear  maid  fondly  dwells  on  my  name, 
Endly  smiles  when  we  meet,  and  repeals  the  warm 

"When  my  spirits  are  sunk,  when  despondency 

I  hang  up  my  harp  on  the  low-drooping  willow. 
How  can  I  then  waken  its  soft-breathing  strains  ? 
How  can  pleasure  look  smiling  on  griefs  thorny 
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"  Should  I  tune  mj  aweet  harp,  how  discordant 

would  sound 
AH  its  chords,  when  the  demon  is  wringing  my  soul ! 
The  strainwoulddepresseven  mirth's  lightest  bound, 
And  sadden  the  eyes  that  in  ecstasy  roll. 

"  When  you  hear  no  light  strain  trom  my  grot  gen- 
tly flow. 
When  you  scarce  hear  a  breath  in  the  willow's  dark 

Then  know,  that  my  bosom  is  biu'stinc  with  woe, 
Por  fruitless  ambition,  and  fond,  hopeless  love. 

"  When  scarce  a  faint  warble  is  heard  on  the  wire, 
And  sounds  o'er  the  chords  slowly,  dyingly  move, 
O,  there 's  nothing  can  kindle  anew  my  lost  fire. 
But  the  meteor  of  fame  and  the  soft  light  of  love ! " 


AN    IMPKECATION. 

IsMiR  !  fare  thee  well  for  ever  I 
From  they  walls  with  joy  I  go, 
Every  tie  I  freely  sever, 
Flying  from  thy  den  of  woe. 

Thou  my  swellmg  heart  hast  riven. 
Torn  my  every  hope  away ; 
May,  for  tliis,  the  arm  of  Heaven 
Mark  thee  for  its  destined  prey. 

May  the  knell  of  ruin  tollinK, 
Wake  thee  from  thv  feverish  dream, 
While  the  awfiil  bolt  is  rolling. 
And  the  ha^  of  vengeance  scream. 
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May  the  bird  of  desolation, 
On  its  win"s  of  ebon  hue, 
Shrieking  death  and  devastation, 
E*!3t  and  hover  over  you. 

May  the  owl,  at  midnight  screaming, 
Lighting  on  yon  lofty  toi""- 
TcHl  each  soul,  in  horror 
How  the  clouds  of  ruin  lower. 

May  an  awful  bolt  of  thunder 
From  those  elouds  of  blackness  burst, 
Rending  all  thy  walk  asunder, 
Scatter  them  in  formless  dust. 

When  thy  walls  and  turrets,  riven 
By  that  bolt,  to  earth  are  hurled, 
Ruin's  share,  in  fury  driven. 
Blot  tliy  memory  from  the  world. 

May  a  foe,  like  Gaul's  dark  legions, 
Or  the  swarthy  fiends  of  Hell, 
Issuing  from  the  infernal  regions, 
Through  thy  streets  at  midnight  yelL 

May  thy  beU,  its  curfew  ringing, 
Sound  as  by  a  demon  strook, 
And  each  wi-etch,  from  slumber  springing. 
Start  as  if  an  earthquake  shook. 

Wrapped  in  gory  sheets  of  lightning, 
While  eursea  night-hags  ring  thy  Imell, 
May  the  arm  of  vengeance  bright'ning 
O'er  thee  wave  the  sword  of  Hell. 

May  a  sudden  inundation 
Else  in  many  a  roaring  wave. 
And  with  hurried  devastation 
Whebn  thy  thousands  in  the  grave. 
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■When  the  flood,  in  fury  swelling, 
Heaves  tlieiv  corpses  on  the  shoi'e, 
May  fell  hj-sens,  madly  yelling, 
Tear  their  limbs  and  drink  their  gore. 

"While  starved  hounds  the  moon  are  baj'ing, 
Foxes  yell,  and  gaunt  wolves  howl, 
May  the  nightea  wanderer  straying 
Startle  at  tEe  tiger's  growl. 

When  the  moon,  in  crimson  gleaming, 
!^ea  in  the  gloomy  east, 
Throiigh  thy  vaults  may  spectres  streaming 
Seek  in  yawning  graves  their  feast. 

Through  thy  mined  mansions  prowling, 
Where  foul  spirits  love  to  ti-ead, 
May  lean  wolves,  and  Ijgers  growling. 
Gnash  their  teeth  and  tear  the  dead. 

lemir!  land  of  cursed  deceivers. 
Where  the  sons  of  darkness  dwell, 
Hope,  the  cliemb's  base  bereavers, — 
Hateful  city !  fare  thee  well. 


DESPOKDENCT. 


It  is  not  mirth  can  ease  my  heavy  woes, 
Or  cahn  the  throbbing  ttimultfl  of  my  breast; 
O,  there  is  naught  that  can  my  eyelids  close, 
Or  rock  my  spirits  to  a  peaceful  rest  1 
No,  —  life  appears  in  ebon  colors  dreet, 
Where'er  I  turn  my  woe-worn,  aching  aght ; 
The  morning  dawns  by  every  grief  opprest. 
And  sombre  twilight  fades  to  cheerless  night, 
Bereft  of  every  joy,  and  void  of  each  delight. 


DESPOKDENCr.  *'3 

If  pleasure  meet  mj"  ever-weeping  eye, 
I  ace  a  demon  lurking  'neatli  its  flowers ; 
The  smile  of  joy  but  wflkes  the  hea^7  sigh, 
And  seems  as  sad  as  when  the  tempest  lowers : 
O,  there  is  nothing  in  love's  rosy  bowers 
Can  charm  my  heart, or bluut  griefs  poisoned  sdngs ! 
Despair  each  cup  of  bliss  with  misery  sours, 
And  o'er  the  scene  a  sbade  of  sorrow  flings, 
While  ever  in  my  ear  the  knell  of  ruiu  riugs. 

O,  how  I  love  to  ponder  o'er  the  tomb, 

And  view  the  clay  that  wraps  my  Ellen's  ibrm  I 

Sweet  to  my  soul  the  yew's  funereal  gloom, 

And  lovely  to  my  aght  the  coming  stonu ; 

The  smiling  flower  would  but  her  grave  de&nn, 

Its  gayest  charms  would  give  me  no  delight, 

No  warbling  sound  my  frozen  heart  could  warm ; 

But  O  how  dear  the  owlet's  silent  flight. 

The  buely  turtle's  wail,  the  deepest  shade  of  night  I 

Cease,  comforter !  to  pour  thy  honeyed  str^n. 

But  whisper  sorrow's  accents  in  my  ear ; 

0,  let  me  hear  tlie  mournful  lute  complain. 

And  breathe  the  sound  that  starts  the  sudden  t«ar ! 

Can  aught  that  *s  gay  or  cheerful  now  be  dear? 

Think  you,  this  world  will  ever  please  me  more  1 

No, — let  me  rest  upon  my  Blleu'sbier; 

O,  let  mc  hasten  te  that  peaceful  shore, 

Where  hushed  is  every  stonn,  and  still  the  tempest's 


O,  I  could  hide  me  in  the  darkest  cave. 
And  weep  till  grief  my  heavy  eyehds  close; 
My  only  solace  is  the  gloomy  gi-ave, 
'T  is  there  alone  my  heart  can  find  repose : 
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Life  Is  a  dreary  wilderness  of  woes,— 
No  flower  of  fnendahip  blossoms  on  the  wild, 
Dcspaii-'s  dark  wave  in  freezing  current  flows, 
Where  mercy  ne'er  the  otplian  heart  beguiled, _ 
Where  pity  never  wept,  and  friendship  never  smiled. 

What  is  a  ftiend  ?    A  hollow-hearted  thing, 
That  smiles  and  smiles  when  fortune's  look  is  feir; 
But  when  the  knell  of  ruin  "gins  to  ring. 
Those  lying  lips  no. smiles  nor  ampere  wear. 
Can  I  this  cruel  coldness  longer  bear  ? 
Ah  !  shall  I  bend,  and  scarcely  dare  complain  ? 
So.  —  for  the  horrors  of  the  grave  I  dare; 
I  Ion"  that  dreary,  still  abode  to  gain. 
Where  friends  shall  ne'er  deceive,  nor  flatterers 
mock  again. 

To  play  upon  a  sonl  that  feels  like  mine. 
To  rMse  its  hopes,  then  brush  them  all  away, 
To  charm  it  with  a  tranaent  rtunbow's  shine,  — 
It  b  a  devil's  sport,  a  demon's  play. 
Sport  with  the  soul  that  'a  never  sad  nor  gay, 
But  always  plods  in  life's  dull,  joyless  road, 
That  never  smiled  in  pleasure's  shining  ray. 
That  ne'er  was  chilled   with  grief,  with  passion 

n  thoughts  and 


Methought  't  was  in  the  desert,  at  the  hour 
Of  universal  stillneea.  —  the  repo?e 
Of  living  nature.     With  a  dead'nlii^  power, 
The  hand  of  ruin  pressed  me,  and  the  throes 
Of  partjng  life  seemed  passing  by ;  —  the  grave 
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Had  half  enthralled  me,  —o'er  my  sinking  head 
The  dust  of  everlasting  death  waa  thrown. 
A  moment's  consciousness,  —  then  bem^  fled. 
The  last  weak  thought  evanished,  and  the  groan 
Of  dying  nature  ceased.     I  stood  alone, 

And  seemed,  how  long  I  know  not,  in  the  tomb 
Of  nothing,  — thought  and  consciousness  and  lifa 
Stured  not  the  deadness  of  my  soul :  the  -womb 
Of  endless  ni^ht  received  me,  and  the  strife. 

Of  leaving  all  we  know  for ,  was  still ; 

Tlie  feeling  of  the  present  and  the  past 
Alike  liad  fled  before  me,  and  the  will 
To  do  what  sense  refused  to  do,  the  vast, 
O'erwhelming  view  of  ceaseless  darkness,  all 
The  hopes  ofbetter.     Then  oblivion's  pall 

Seemed  drawn  around  me,  and  the  sullen  shroud 
Of  dimforgetfulriess,  and  from  the  sight 
Of  min  I  was  withdrawn  for  ever;  jiroud 
or  standing  on  an  eminence,  the  height 
Of  genius,  I  had  sunk,  and  in  the  night 
Of  gloom  interminable  my  memory  lay. 
How  all  those  golden  blossoms,  by  the  blight 
Of  a  cold,  cankering  wind,  had  passed  away ! 
And  now  not  even  one  form  shall  come  and  tell, 
This  was  the  fatal  spot  where  1  arose  and  fell. 


THE    SUICIDE'S    GRAVE. 

T  WAS  at  the  dark,  the  solemn  hour. 

When  midnight  throws  its  gloom  around, 

Wlien  tlie  deep-frowning  tempests  lower, 

And  the  shrill-whistling  winds  resound 

Along  the  forest  drear,  and  o'er  the  lonely  grave ; 

When  even  the  courage  of  the  bray« 


476  THE   suicide's    crave. 

Sinks  'neath  the  pressure  of  tlio  sullen  stade ; 
Whon  the  heart's  deceitful  visions  fade,— 
Visions  of  bliss  by  mortals  neyor  kno^vn, 
Since  virtue  from  the  earth  had  flown, 
And  anger  bared  his  blood-distilling  blade. 

Lone  I  wandered  by  the  tomb, 

IVhere  a  wretch,  who  with  his  keen-ed"ed  knife 

Loosed  the  bands  that  bind  the  soul  to  life. 

And  plunged  himself  in  misery's  deepest  gloom, 

Slumbered  in  sleep  of  death  profound, — 

"Whieh  shall  ne'er  awake, 

Till  the  earth's  foundations  shake. 

And  the  last  trumpet  cleaves  the  solid  ground. 

A  grisly  spectre  met  my  staring  eight. 

Dim  as  the  purple  meteor  of  the  night, 

In  robe  of  gory  crimson  elad ; 

His  clotted  hands  were  smeared  with  red, 

His  eyeballs  rolled  in  frenzy  mad. 

His  hollow  voice  seemed  issuing  from  the  dead. 
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"  Shun  the  gloomy  thought,  that  loves 
On  the  heart,  and  eats  the  soul  away. 
If  you  dread  a  living  hell, 
Nor  with  misery  love  to  dwell." 

He  said,  —  and  from  the  tomb 

Three  yells,  like  hyans  rushing  on  their  prey, 

Burst  lieu-  rapid  way. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  womb 

Of  those  etem4  realms  of  woe  and  pain. 

Where  agonizing  demons  reign. 

Had  cleaved  its  iron  walls  agiun. 

Soon  he  vanished  from  my  eje, 

In  a  shower  of  blood  that  stained  the  sky. 

Dreadful  was  the  sight 

Of  that  lonely  night. 


Now  in  ebon  darkness  veiled, 

Now  with  crimson  overspread.; 

So  dreadful,  that  the  stoutest  heart  had  quailed, 

And  even  the  undaunted  brave  in  breatlJess  tcnx 


ON  MY  FATHER'S   TOMB. 

No  splendid  stone  adorns  this  honored  dxmt, 
Or  piahta  me  where  my  father's  relk-s  lie ; 
No  beauteous  urn,  or  nicely  seulptured  bust, 
Recalls  his  onee-loved  image  to  my  eye. 

But  memory  still  his  features  can  impart, 
IVhen  by  his  evening  fire  he  sweetly  smiled. 
Or  when,  with  serious  look  and  swelling  heart. 
He  kindly  checked  the  wanderings  of  his  child. 

Ah  I  there  are  those,  who  gratefully  can  fell 
How  oft  his  skill  detained  the  partan"  breath, 
Composed  the  tortured  bosom's  throbbing  swell, 
And  smoothed  to  soft  repose  the  bed  of  death, — 

Can  tell  how  oft  he  eased  the  racking  pain. 
How  ofl  lie  cooled  the  fever's  burning  glow. 
And  bade  fair  health  reviat  once  again 
The  hapless  child  of  sickness  and  of  woe. 

All  these  can  speak,  —  although  no  splendid  tomb 
Recount  his  virtues  or  adorn  his  grave, 
No  yew-trees  weave  their  dark,  funereal  gloom 
Nor  beuding  willows  o'er  his  relics  wave. 
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See  how  the  floweret  bluslies  in  the  mom, — 
A  thousand  colors  o'er  its  hosom  p!aj- ; 
But  SOOD  these  hues,  that  Katurc^  robe  adorn, 
Rent  by  the  winds,  are  scattered  far  away. 

Tis  thus  with  beauty,  lovely,  transient  flower, - 
How  soon,  alas !  its  maiden  sweetness  flies  1 
How  soon  it  fades  in  life's  declining  hour. 
And  in  the  dust  a  withering  rose-bud  lies  1 


THE    MOURNEB 


Slow  wave  the  boughs  above  their  claj-eold  bed. 
And  K'>;!;;ng  zephjTS  breathe  a  mournful  sound ; 
Hushed  is  each  song,  —  each  beam  of  day  is  iled. 
And  chilly  dew-drops  softly  fall  around. 


Weaves  its  dark  curtain  o'er  tlie  lonely  grave ; 
Pale  moonbeams  sadly  glisten  on  t'lo  tomb, 
As  evenin^T  roists  the  weeping  marble  lave. 

There  bending  o'er  the  turf,  where  violets  shed 
Their  sweetest  fragance  on  the  passing  gale, 
A  pensive  maiden  droops  her  downcast  head. 
And  breathes  in  angel  strtuns  a  mourner's  wail. 

Her  cheek  is  white,  —  no  rose  is  blushing  there ; 
The  tear  of  grief  has  dimmed  her  sparkling  eye ; 
tioose  o'er  her  shoulders  falls  her  flowing  hair; 
Faint  from  her  lips  is  heard  the  feeble  ugh. 
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Sweet  mourner!  thou  hast  lost  thy  joy,  —  thy  all; 
No  aater  now  shall  meet  thee  with  her  smile,— 
Ne'er  shalt  thou  run  at  Mary's  gentle  call, 
No  more  shall  Laura's  voite  thy  heart  beguile. 

Cold  19  that  lip,  where  played  the  smile  of  love, — 
Pale  is  that  cheek,  which  vied  the  rose  oF  May,— 
Quenched  is  that  eye,  once  meekly  raised  above, — 
Hushed  i^  that  vi:nce,  —  that  soul  has  flown  away. 

How  calm  they  sleep! — the  storm  is  heard  no  more; 
This  world  shall  never  bid  them  weep  agEun; 
This  scene  of  tral  and  weariness  is  o'er, 
Soothed  into  Heaven's  own  peace  is  every  pain. 

Then  let  thy  tears,  dear  maid  I  no  longer  flow ; 
Wouldst  thou  confine  a  soul  that  seeks  the  sky  ? 
Wouldst  thou  recall  it  to  a  world  of  woe. 
And  dim  with  grief  that  now  exultiog  eye  ? 

Nay,  dry  thy  tears,  —  for  see,  tliey  bend  in  love. 
And  drop  the  dew  of  pity  on  thy  head ; 
Their  Iqve  the  tenderiiess  that  smiles  above,  — 
Their  tears  the  crystal  drops  that  angels  shed. 


So  'neath  the  heaving  clod,  in  death  entwined. 
And  locked  in  love's  embrace,  they  rest  below. 

They  could  not  part ;  Heaven  saw,  with  pitying  eye, 
How  fond  they  loved,  and  joined  their  souls  In  death, 
And  kindly  bade  the  sad  survivor's  sigh 
Become  the  dying  ChristJau's  parting  breath. 

Slow  on  the  breeze  the  bending  ■willows  wave ; 
That  marble  mooument  how  coldly  fair  I 
Still  is  that  tomb,  and  dark  that  lonely  grave; 
But  meek  fieligion  smiles  serenely  there. 
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480    BLOW,  THROUGH  THE  TWILIGHT  GLOOM. 

Still  flow  tliy  tears,  a  brother  bids  them  flow : 
He,  who  was  once  so  dear,  is  now  no  more  ; 
Safe  he  is  rescued  from  this  world  of  woe. 
And  let  us  hope  has  found  a  happier  shore. 

Far,  for  from  thee  he  closed  his  dyine  eye : 
No  sister's  hand  was  there  to  give  reEef ; 
But  still  Affection  o'er  him  breathed  her  sigh, 
And  weeping  Fondness  slied  the  (ears  of  grief. 

Friends,  who  could  calm  his  heart  and  dry  his  tear, 
Around  his  dying  couch  in  sorrow  stood ; 
O'er  him  that  form  his  bosom  held  most  dear. 
Low  bending,  wept  affection's  purest  flood. 

Soft  was  the  pillow  where  his  parting  breath 
Hung  faintly  trembling  on  his  lips  of  snow ; 
Bereft  of  half  its  stings,  the  dart  of  death 
Deep  in  his  bosom  gave  the  fatal  blow. 

His  eye  is  dim,  —  his  cheei  has  lost  its  glow ; 
Cold  IS  his  stiffened  hand,  and  mute  his  tongue; 
White  as  the  waving  drift  of  mountain  snov, 
Those  hps  where  sounds  of  love  and  sweetness  hung. 

His  BOul  —  here  darkness  spreads  her  gloomy  veil, 
But  Hope,  the  cherub,  points  to  worlds  on  hin;h : 
He  may  be  happy,  — cease  thy  plaintive  wail. 
And  wipe  the  tear  of  anguish  from  thy  eye. 


Slow,  through  the  twilight  gloom,  Valerio's  knell 
Swells  in  heart-rending  peals  along  the  gale : 
It  summons  me  to  take  my  last  farewell, 
And  with  the  mourners  blend  jny  feeling  -Vfai!. 


Gone  ja  my  only  friend,  my  dearest  mate, 
With  wliom,  a  child,  I  prattled  o'er  the  plain, 
Or  'neath  the  village  shade  attentive  sat. 
And  lisping  conned,  weli  pleased,  the  rural  stw 

With  whom  I  turned  the  classic  volumes  o'er, 
And  drew  from  Maro's  verse  a  noble  Hame  ; 
With  whom  in  Ahna's  walU  the  palm  1  bore. 
And  keenly  struggled  for  collegiate  fame. 

Dear  were  the  days  in  mutual  kindness  spent,- 
How  fair  they  rise  to  retrospective  view  I — 
When  each  to  each  our  aid  we  kindly  lent. 
Unconscious  of  the  liours  that  o'er  us  flew. 

How  oft  we  wept  at  Orplieus'  plaintive  tale. 
How  oft,  for  hapless  Dido's  slighted  love  1 
How  often  knew  the  moral  muse  prevail, 
And  felt  our  kindling  spirits  mount  above  I 

How  often  loved  the  Teian's  mellow  strain. 


Our  souls  ennobled  and  our  bosoms  fired  I 

On  Ovid's  mournful  strain  we  fondly  hung, 
When,  banished  to  Euxina's  dreary  shore. 
He  swept  his  careless  hand  o'er  chords  ill-stmng. 
And  bade  his  harp  his  hopeless  fate  deplore. 

Warm  was  that  heart  which  soon  is  wrapped  in  clay ; 
I'or  want  he  always  had  a  boon  to  ^ve ; 
He  took  with  freest  choice  fair  Virtue's  way, 
And  listened  to  the  words  that  bid  us  live. 

Whenever  Nature's  wonders  met  his  view, 
With  eye  effulgent  as  the  star  of  even. 
His  pious  glance  serene  he  upward  threw. 
And  traced  the  chain  of  causes  back  to  Heaven, 
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Foreive,  dear  shade !  this  lisping  of  thy  praise  : 
Thou  little  need'at  the  plaudits  of"  thy  friend ; 
But  deign,  when  clothed  in  glory's  cloudless  blaze, 
A  guardiau  angel  o'er  my  form  to  bend. 


Hakd  is  the  Poet's  fate,  —  but  more  severe 
To  luckless  bard,  who  muses  here,  the  doom ; 
Long  he  may  ahed  the  ineffectual  tear. 
Then  starve,  and  sink  unnoticed  to  the  tomb. 

What  though  his  genius  bumeil  with  dazzling  light, 
And  vied  with  those  who  graced  imperial  Rome  ? 
Wealth  he  neglccled,  and  the  heedless  wight 
Must  m^  in  bridewell  or  the  grave  his  home. 

But  if  we  spurn  the  living,  shall  the  dead 
Ne'er  claim  from  us  the  tribute  of  a  sigh  ? 
Tast«  by  exotic  streams  alone  is  fed,  — 
Each  tongue  is  mute,  and  every  cheek  is  dry. 

We  might,  when  years  have  rolled  aronnd  his  tomb. 
Should  foreign  critics  deign  to  crown  hia  bust. 
Or  should  their  praise  his  witherin"  bays  illume, 
Drop  one  scant  tear  upon  the  Poet  s  dust. 

Some  son  ofwealth,  who  thinks  he  loves  the  Muse, 
May  yield  a  stinted  tribute  to  his  fame. 
And,  'neath  the  shelter  of  low-bending  yews. 
Erect  a  wooden  altar  to  hia  name. 

Shame  on  my  country !  —  shall  ignoble  gain 
Be  all  that  charms  or  wakes  the  voice  of  praise  ? 
0,  wilt  thou  never  hear  the  Poet's  strain. 
And  weave  for  him  Columbia's  native  bays  ? 
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The  last  blue  hill  is  fading  in  tlie  sky, 
The  siiores  are  melting  in  the  distant  wave ; 
T  b  there  thy  lovely  woods  and  meadows  lie, 
Land  of  my  birth,  my  home,  my  father's  grare  I 

But  fate  commands  me,  and  I  noir  mustco, 
And  leave  my  friends  and  parent  all  behmd; 
Beneath  my  feet  the  waves  of  ocean  flow, 
And  o'er  them  bounds  the  ship  before  tlie  wind. 

Land  of  my  boyish  days !  and  must  we  part  ? 
Must  all  thy  fond  endearments  charm  no  more  ? 
Mu9t  I  forego  that  ecstasy  of  heart 
I  felt  with  friends  so  often  on  thy  shore  ? 

The  ocean  foams  before  me,  — there  I  go. 
"Who  knows  I  ever  shall  return  again  ? 
"Who  kiioivs  what  gloomy  scenes  of  deepest  woe 
Await  me  far  —  far  distant  o'er  the  mam  ? 

But  I  mnat  go,  —  my  land  has  bid  me  fly, 
The  sword  of  justice  drives  me  o'er  the  wave. 
Yea,  I  must  ^,  m  foreign  lands  to  die. 
And  find,  with  strangers  cold,  a  tearless  grave- 
How  gush  my  tears,  —  how  throbs  my  fevered  brain, 
To  think  my  folly  drove  me  from  that  shore ! 
O,  I  shall  never  sleep  in  peace  again  I 
Pleasure  shall  dawn  and  mercy  smile  no  more. 

My  prospects  —  O  how  fair  !  the  mominn;  sun 
Ne'er  shone  more  lovely  on  a  world  in  bloom ; 
But  ere  I  loft  the  goal  my  race  mas  done. 
My  scenes  of  pleasure  changed  to  scenes  of  gloom. 

Justice  pursues  me, ^  I  must  leave  that  shore. 

And  trust  my  hopeless  fortune  to  the  wave ; 

O  how  I  long,  when  life  shall  all  be  o'er  — 

0  how  I  long  to  rest  me  in  the  grave  !       /•  ,,,1,1, 
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I  WOUI.D  not  rob  tliat  rose-busli  of  a  flower,  — 
No  I  not  for  all  the  charins  of  Jhlary's  sinile, 
Although  she  begged  the  blooming  gift  the  while 
With  all  B.  lovely  woman's  softening  power : 
No !  for  that  glowing  shi-ub  at  mommg's  honr, 
Wliile  bending  o'er  the  bank  of  yonder  isle, 
Can  with  its  sjiancled  gems  my  soul  beguile. 
Such  soothing  influence  hath  a  dewy  flower. 
And,  Macy,  when  I  see  thee  gently  bending 
O'er  yonder  monument,  where  Laura  lies, 
Where  marble-snow  and  crimson  blooms  are  blend- 

Metliinks  T  see  an  angel  in  thine  eyes, 

While  heavenly  tears,  in  crj-stal  draps  descending, 

Tell  of  our  anguish  when  a  sister  dies. 


Retreat  of  Innocence !  receiye  my  form,  — 
The  form  of  one  who  wishes  for  repose. 
And  asks  a  pillow,  where  his  eyes  may  close,  — 
Where  he  may  slumber  safe  from  earthly  harm : 
And  oh !  within  thy  shade,  where  every  charm 
Of  Nature  wantons  on  the  dewy  rose, 
Where  sweetest  music  on  the  zephyr  flows, 
E'en  now  I  feel  my  chilly  heart  grow  warm : 
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Sure  angels  might  repose  in  such  a  bower, 
No  stain  of  eartli  mi"lit  dim  their  purity ; 
Here  dumbcring  at  the  even's  quiet  hour. 
The  dew  of  innocence  might  o'er  them  lie, 
While  heavenly  harps  a  seraph  strain  might  pour, 
And  raise  the  Listener's  soul  to  ecstasy. 


Soft,  velvet  lid,  that  shades  the  living  spring 
Whence  flows  the  stream  of  BensiWlity,  — 
Where  meek-eyed  loves  in  gentle  ambush  lie. 
And  graces  flutter  round  on  glittering  wiiw  I 
Why  o'er  that  sparkling  fount  thy  curtain  fling  ? 
Why  hide  the  lustj-e  of  that  ebon  eye. 
Where  Sylphs,  on  filmy  pinions,  hover  nigh. 
And  Fairies  trip  around  m  frolie  rin^  ? 
Like  morning  dew-drops  on  a  bed  of  roses. 
Serenely  shines  my  loved  Maria's  tear. 
When  on  that  orb  of  Imht  the  drop  reposes, 
Or  slowly  steals  along  flie  sable  bier, 
And  as  her  strain  of  sorrow  sweetly  closes. 
There  seems  an  angel  breathing  in  my  ear. 


SoT-r  heaving  wave,  whose  pure  translucency 

Swells  oa  the  bosom  of  tlic  placid  lake. 

And  as  it  slowly  swells,  the  watery  flake 

Plays  on  the  snowy  pebble  gracefully,  ^ 

Wiile  breathes  around  fair  Nature's  minstrelsy. 

And  morning  zephyrs  in  the  willows  wake, 

And  from  the  boughs  the  showery  moisture  shake, 

And  winding  riv'lets  murmur  tunefully : 

IIow  sweet  upon  the  mossy  bank  to  lie. 

And  view  the  shining  trout  that  darts  below, 
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While  drowsy  slumber  hovers  o'er  my  eye, 
And  all  its  poppy  dewa  around  mo  flow, 
IVhile  through  the  quivering  leaves  the  breezes  sigh, 
And  round  my  pillow  whisper  mournfully  I 


Winter  has  gone,  and  Spring  returns  ag^n ; 
The  lonely  thrush  is  singing  by  the  rill, 
The  lively  robin  warbles  on  the  hill. 
And  blue-birds  flutter  o'er  the  flowery  plain. 
And,  as  they  flutter,  breathe  a  cheerful  strain; 
"While  horaeUer  sounds  the  budding  scenery  fiU,  — 
The  tinkling  shepherd-bell,  the  rattling  luiU, 
And  the  fsunt  rolling  of  the  distant  nam  ; 
And  lovely  is  the  lay  the  milkmaid  singfi. 
As  'neath  the  elm  she  fills  her  snowy  pail. 
And  sweet  the  tolling  bell,  that  slowly  rings, 
The  softly  breathing  flute  within  the  vale. 
While  zephyrs  hover  round  on  downy  wings. 
And  the  rapt  Poet  strikes  his  quivering  stnnga. 


Hail,  universal  friend !  whose  gentle  hand 
Showers  o'er  our  heai-j'  eyes  thy  cooling  dew, 
And  closes  for  a  time  the  anxious  view 
Of  past  existence.    Thou,  with  mighty  wand, 
Above  the  tortured  couch  art  seen  to  stand. 
And  lay  the  brain's  delirious  rage  at  rest. 
And  ease  the  heart  by  sorrow's  weight  opprest. 
All<'onquering  power !  to  whose  supreme  command 
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All  living  nature  bows,  —  whose  deep  control 
O'ermasters  mightiest  monarchs,  —  calm  and  siJU 
Thou  stealest  on  the  sage's  unfleshed  soul, 
And  bendest  pride  and  glory  to  Ihy  will : 
Thy  whiaijered  voices  harmonize  the  whole. 
And  all  beneath  thy  sway  in  peaceful  current  roll. 


There  is  a  coach,  whereon  we  all  must  lie ; 

There  is  a  pillow,  where  the  burning  thought 

Will  find  the  oblivious  ease  it  Ion"  has  sought, 

And  memory  will  close  her  wakeful  eye. 

And  conscience  spread  her  vulture  wmgs,  and  fly 

To  find  on  Caucasus  another  prey. 

Where  die  may  pounce  and  pounce,  from  day  to  dayj 

The  heart  that  kmas  Ibr  death,  but  will  not  die ; 

And  there  forgetftilness  has  drawn  around 

Her  raven  curtain,  and  her  hand  has  sealed 

The  inflamed  eye  of  sorrow,  and  has  bound 

The  venomed  gash  of  early  wrong,  and  healed 

The  spirit's  every  malady  ;  for  deep 

We  fall  in  dreamless,  unawakening  sleep. 

vm. 

'T  IS  not  the  future  dread  that  makes  me  shun 

The  end  of  all  the  living,  —  not  the  fear 

Of  thM  which  thunders  in  the  coward's  ear, 

And  drives  him  to  his  fancied  hell,  ^  not  one 

Of  those  the  hypocrite  can  work  upon. 

Who  plays  with  childish,  female  weakness:  —  No, 

There  is  no  darker  world  where  I  can  go, 

And  all  that  justice  can  inflict  is  done  : 

But  life  will  linger  even  when  hope  has  fiown. 

And  we  will  cling  to  all  that  onue  had  power 
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To  charm  ua,  soothe  us,  bless  us,  and  the  hour 
Of  early,  unstained  passion  — that  alone- 
Comes  hke  a  flash  of  light  across  the  heart, 
From  whose  imagined  hea,v en  we  cannot,  will  i 


Wk  think  of  what  wo  might  have  heen :  the  stream 

Was  cpj-stal  at  its  fountain,  —  though  it  flowed 

Without  ili€U  strong,  deep  current,  still  it  glowed 

Beneath  a  brighter  sky,  and  gay  the  beam 

Played  on  its  dancing  waters,  as  we  dream 

In  sunnj'  climes  of  faur-land,  where  blows 

In  never-fading  hues  the  living  rose. 

Where  myrtles  shed  their  fragrance,  and  we  seem, 

Such  is  the  luxury  of  feeling  there. 

The  kindling  energy  our  souls  inhale, 

Ourselves  a  portion  of  the  balmy  air,  — 

So  flowed  the  stream  of  life,  as  through  the  vale 

It  threw  its  unstained  waters  from  the  spring. 

And  with  its  freshness  wet  the  zephyr's  silent  wing. 

But  while  the  scanty  rill  stole  through  the  glen 

In  peaceful  playfulness,  it  chanced  to  meet 

The  turbid  torrent  of  the  wide  world ;  beat 

By  rushing  floods,  its  shores  reechoed ;  then 

Za  its  devouring  vorl«x  sucked,  again 

To  be  no  more  the  pure,  unmiugled  stream. 

We  hun-ied  down  the  steep,  whidi  most  men  deem 

Tlie  only  path  to  pleasure,  but  the  den 

Lies  at  the  bottom,  where  Eemorse  has  built 

Her  iron  walls,  wherein  the  boiling  surge, 

■Whirled  round  and  round  with  all  the  rage  of  guilt, 

The  ever-rushing  past  will  madly  ui^e ; 

For  in  the  heart  wEiere  sense  and  passion  dwell, 

Erelong  will  heave  the  flood  of  such  a  restless  helL 
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But  there  are  some  more  silent,  calm,  and  slow ; 
Through  temperate  climes  they  take  their  steady 

Their  wave  scarce  ruffled  by  the  ripple's  play. 
Enlarging  through  the  wide,  rii^h  plain  they  flow, 
While  brooks  on  brooks  uniting  swell  it  so, 
At  length  it  rolls  a  river  broad  and  deep ; 
Li  calmest  light  the  tranquil  waters  sleep, 
And  there  in  gallant  trim  proud  vessels  go. 
And  moving  like  a  swan  along  the  tide, 
Widi  cleavmg  prow,  and  wide-extended  wing, 
And  oary  anus,  the  bounding  wave  they  ride. 
And  as  their  canvas  to  the  gale  they  fling. 
In  stately  march  they  walk  the  liquid  plam. 
And  down  the  widening  stream  plough  to  the  deep 

The  boundless  ball  of  ocean :  —  Life  the  shore, 
The  only  shore,  it  spreads  and  s'preads  for  ever, 
And  though  the  barB  sail  onward,  it  can  never 
Traverse  the  unlimited  expanse,  —  its  floor 
Inliud  with  blue  and  green  and  cold,  as  rise 
Its  lifted  waves,  its  canopy  the  skies, 
The  ever-glowing  sun  its  lamp,  the  roar 
Of  seas  its  muac,  and  the  sun-lit  sparkle 
Of  curling  foam,  the  phosphorescent  glow 
That  flashes  when  at  night  the  waters  darkle, 
The  pearls  and  gems  and  sands  and  ores  that  strow 
Its  pavement,  —  'tis  the  home  of  majesty, 
The  palace  and  the  shriue,  where  dwells  eternity. 


I  TOO  have  seen  thv  ever-pouring  flood, 
Mightiest  of  cataraiits,  Niagara ! 
Have  seen  thy  restless  waters  rush  away, 
And  on  thy  beetling  rock  alone  have  stood, 
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And  seen  tlie  morning  sunbeams  paint  tliy  spray, 
And  countless  rainbows  on  tliy  light  mist  play ; 
And  I  have  walked  along  thy  field  of  blood, 
Whereon  the  free  invaders  stood  at  bay, 
And,  mantled  in  the  shadow  of  the  night, 
Infuriate  warriora  wrestled  in  the  fight, 
The  pale  moon  weeping  o'er  the  mortal  fray ; 
And   I   have   gazed,   from   Queenston's   hallowed 

height. 
On  river,  Take,  and  plain,  in  sunset  bright, 
Gilt  atreama,  dark  woods,  blue  waves  in  sweet  array; 
And  hither,  as  the  years  shall  roll  away. 
The  pilgrim  of  our  land  shall  fondly  hie. 
And  here  the  tribute  of  his  heart  shall  paj-, 
And  kneel  before  the  shrine  of  God  and  liberty. 


My  hand  is  clasped  upon  my  burning  brow, 

And  pressed  to  ease  the  torturea  of  my  brdn; 

I  aeek  to  cool  my  parched  (hirst,  but  in  vain, 

The  unpitying  fiend  no  respite  will  allow, — 

My  life  consumes  within  me  with  a  slow, 

Delirious  fever,—  in  a  heavy  chain 

Depression  fetters  all  my  hopes,  —  again 

No  days  in  love  and  innocence  shall  flow. 

We  might  have  been,— that  is  the  maddening  thought 

Which  gnaws  my  heart  untuing,  —  I  have  thrown 

Tlie  jewel  of  my  life  away :  —  I  sought 

Bliss  high  and  perfect ;  but  the  prize  has  flown, 

And  I  must  grope  in  darkness,  till  I  fall. 

And  slumber  in  the  grave  that  shrouds  my  being's 
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Sweet  instrument,  whose  mellow  voice  is  flowing, 
From  yonder  silken  canopy,  in  waves 
Canorous,  like  the  hidden  stream  that  kve3_ 
Its  grassy  banks,  where  eglantines  are  blowing, 
And,  arching  o'er  the  watere,  deeply  glowing ; 
And  as  the  musie  murmurs  in  ray  car, 
The  days  of  long-l<»t  happiness  appear. 
When,  early  life  its  dearest  gifts  bestowing, 
I  glided  smoothly  down  the  sunny  stream. 
And  dreaming  eyed  the  ofl>-reflected  beam, 
That  o'er  the  cnaping  waters  gayly  sparkled. 
And  breathed  the  scent  of  blossoms  from  the  bank, 
Where  bloomy  shrubs  the  flowing  crystal  drank; 
And  where  beneath  the  plane  its  bosom  darkled, 
I  rested  on  my  oar,  and  heard  a  sound, 
Tender  and  sweetly  modulate,  that  filled 
The  thicket  with  its  echoes,  far  around 
Unnumbered  voices  whispered  from  the  wild. 
The  zephyr  drooped  his  wmgs,  the  clear  wave  smiled, 
And  nature  seemed  as  by  enchantment  thrilled. 
There  was  a  form,  who  breathed  that  melting  tone ; 
She  sat  beneath  the  branches,  and  she  threw 
Her  fairy  fingers  o'er  her  keys,  and  drew 
The  essence  of  their  melody ;  —  alone 
She  sat,  and  seemed  enamored  of  her  strain, 
And  now  she  eyed  her  notes,  and  then  f^ain 
Lifted  her  brow  io  heaven ;  —  and  0  what  pure, 
Exalted  harmony  breathed  from  that  face. 
The  living  seat  of  symmetry  and  grace  1 
I  gazed,  and  from  that  kiniflin^  fountain  bore 
A  draught  of  love  admiring,  which  no  more 
Can  fail,  but  in  perennial  flow  endure. 
I  hear  thy  voice,  sweet  instrument  1  and  then 
This  fwry  vision  comes,  and  o'er  me  throws 
The  mantle  of  its  magic,  and  again 
I  hear  the  mellow  tone,  that  from  her  sweet.lip  flows. 
' Cooylc 
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THE  INTERLUDES  OF  TASSO'S 
AinSTA, 

I. 

Yeb,  I  am  hp,  who,  on  the  sounding  shore 
Of  Mot  lone  island,  to  tbe  wondrous  man 
Who  o'er  the  sea  his  fated  esile  ran. 
So  many  varying  fonns  and  features  wore ; 
By  me  was  found  the  art  to  change  the  scene 
Of  the  life-mockin"  theatre,  when  night 
Holds  such  a  kindhng  mirror  to  the  sij^ht, 
That  things  seem  gay  and  bright,  which  else  wi 

And  then  how  many  images  are  seen, 
All  pure  and  sweet  and  beautiful,  light  shades 
Of  raptured  youths,  and  coy,  retiring  maids  1 
And  when  the  night  is  silent  and  serene, 
And  throws  her  starlit  canopy  around, 
I  show  the  scenic  pomp,  the  elastic  bound 
Of  merry  revellers,  while  no  rude  throng 
Disturbs  the  harmony  of  heart  and  song. 


H. 

Te  sacred  laws  of  love,  by  Nature  given, — 

Ye  lioly  chains,  where  purest  constancy 

And  warm  desire  are  blent,  like  hues  of  heaven 

Dissolving  in  Aurora's  brilliancy, 

Whoso  links,  of  kindred  thoughts  and  feelings  woven, 

No  other  hand  but  death's  can  rend  away. 

By  all  the  tender  cares  of  marriage  proven, 

Grow  easier  and  dearer  day  by  day,  — 

Sweet  yoke,  delightful  burden  !     O  how  sweet 

And  how  delightlul  on  the  unequal  way. 

Where  thorns  and  roses  meet,  tliy  gentle  sway, 

0  Love  I  by  whom  two  hearts  together  beat, 
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Two  souls  are  kindled  in  one  mutual  flame. 
And  every  thought,  wish,  feolmg,  is  the  same, 
And  till  the  last  and  bitter  partmir  come 
lime  flows  on  in  one  bright,  unniffied  stream. 
Thou  art  the  kindling  and  consoling  beam 
Of  life  for  ever  hastening  to  the  tomb, 
Tired  nature's  sweet,  restoring  anodj-ne ;  — 
What  other  power,  like  thee,  can  make  our  souls 
divine  ? 

m 

Yes,  we  are  gods,  and  in  the  blue  serene 
Of  ever-during  heaven,  among  the  gems 
That  deck  the  night,  the  crystal  diadems 
Of  sainted  souls,  on  a  celestial  scene, 
We  sport  in  mingled  dances,  where  the  green 
Of  Spring  for  ever  flourishes,  her  flowers 
Are  alwavs  bright  and  balmjr,  and  her  showers 
Of  droppmg  nectar  light  their  pearly  sheen. 
Such  high  adventure,  such  immortal  grace, 
W&in  this  munic  school  of  life  display, 
And  here  the  world's  best  imagery  we  trace, 
And  sport  in  plavful  dance  the  hours  away,  — 
And  here,  at  night,  along  the  lighted  ball. 
Where  burning  cressets  emulate  the  day, 
And  harmony's  sofl;  flutes  and  citterns  play, 
Shepherds  and  nymphs,  in  youth  and  beauty  gay, 
In  blended  chou^  lead  round  the  flying  ball 


IV. 

Fahewei,!.  !  't  is  now  the  hour  of  sofl;  repose. 

Ye  pensive  lovers  and  ye  ladies  fair  I 

Now  to  your  silent  eouoh  of  sleep  repair; 

Now  niglit  with  showering  hand  her  poppies  strowa, 

And  rams  her  violets ;  —  now  the  dew-steeped  rose 

Hangs  faintly  drooping,  for  the  day  is  done. 
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And  mountain  peaks  with  the  departing  sun 
Are  pajiy  glowing.     Now  your  ej-clldg  close ; 
But  if  your  thoughts  will  wake,  and  fancy  paint 
Her  airy  hues  ofecBtasy,  may  loye, 
Wakeful  or  dreaming,  all  yonr  cares  remove, 
Nor  night  nor  morning  hear  your  sad  complaint. 
Our  pastoral  is  ended,  now  adieu  ! 
And  may  the  young  God  stdl  be  kind  to  you. 


AN  ACRE  ONTIC. 

To  poSou  rii  tSw  ipmTaP.     Ana*.  Od.  E. 

Now  blend  the  breathing  roses 
Of  lore  with  Dionusos; 
Now  bind  the  fair-leafed  roses 
Around  your  dripping  temples, 
And,  laughinff,  di"ain  the  goblet 
That  foams  with  brimming  nectar. 

0  rose  I  the  sweetest  blossom, 
Of  spring  the  fairest  flower, 

0  rose  !  (he  joy  of  heaven. 
The  god  of  love,  with  roses 
His  yellow  locki  adorning, 
Dances  with  the  hours  and  graces. 
Then  crown  my  head  with  roses, 
For,  by  thy  festive  temple, 

1  tune  my  harp,  Lyieus  ! 

And  wreathed  with  rosy  garlands 
I  dance  among  the  maidens. 
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O  FOR  a  mantling  bower  hung  by  the  loaded  v 

""     ugh  whose  qui'      '       '  i  ■    -    ■> 

mellow  light; 


Through  whose  quivering  leaves  shines  tl 
"       light, 


O  for  a  soft  hour  at  ere,  with  her  my  heart  adores  ! 
O  for  that  unioft  of  souls,  where  thought  to  thought 

responds. 
And  our  harmonized  feelings 
Blended  may  rise  on  the  winds  to  heaven. 

O  for  that  language  of  looks,  where  eye  to  eye 

speaks  love. 
Where  amile  answers  to  suule,  and  tear  is  shed  for 


0  for  those  days  that  are  gone,  when  one  heart 

beat  with  mine, 
When  she  smiled  as  we  met,  wept  her  soul's  tribute 

at  leaving  me. 
And  with  seeming  devotion 
Hung  on  the  lessons  I  loved  to  give. 

Days !  ye  were  lovely  to  me,  brightest  I  ever  knew ; 
Brighter  ye  still  might  have  been,  had  not  a  eloud 
from  hell. 


Backward  I  look  on  a  dream  checkered  witJi  bright 

and  dark ; 
Youth  swelled  with  hope,  fame-enthralled,  health, 

peace,  and  ic 


Such  were  tlie  lights;  but  tlie  shades  —  fear  and 

despondenty, 
Hopes  blighted,  health  lost,  neglect,  folly,  and  in- 

dolenM, 
Till  despair  wrapped  her  raven  pall 
Round  my  torn  heart  to  eternity. 

Fjurest  and  purest  and  best,  —  f^r  as  the  world  in 

Pore  as  the  clear  wount^n  spring,  bright  as  the 

souls  in  heaven,  — 
Such  my  fancy  believes  thee, 
Such  —  but  no  efforts  can  make  thee  mine. 

Life  without  thee  is  a  waste,  with  thee  a  paradise ; 
Kever  on  earth  tan  w«  meet,  —  0,  can  we  meet  in 

heaven  ? 
We  have  parted  for  ever,  — 
Thine  be  the  joy,  mine  the  wretchedness. 

Tossed  like  a  ship  on  flie  sea,  mast  broke  and  rud- 
der gone, 

Sorrow  and  madness  behind,  darkness  and  death 
before, 

Live  a  few  moments  in  i^ny. 

Then  be  as  though  I  had  never  been. 


Srtjtrai/  atLpavres. 

HiBH  they  raised  the  mast,  and  spread  the  white 

sail  to  the  zephyr, 
Wide  before  the  wind  the  bellying  canvas  yielded. 
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Bound  the   gliding  keel   roared   loud  the  purple 

Over  the  foaming  wares  the  sivift-flymg  vessel 
bounded, 

She  flew,  like  a  hawk,  through  the  sea,  and  the 
shores  drew  nearer  and  nearer. 

The  foam  curled  round  the  prow  as  the  wind  im- 
pelled her  onward. 


pell 
Through  tl 


The  thirsty  fields  a  robe  of  sadness  wear. 
And  the  grass  withers  in  the  sultry  £ur ; 
On  the  fair  hillocks,  where  the  swains  recline, 
The  yellow  leaf  drops  from  the  parched  vine : 
Let  Phyllis  come,  the  groves  are  green  i^in. 
And  the  dark  clouds  pour  down  reviving  nan ; 
Smiles  every  meadow,  blooms  each  lovely  flower. 
And  the  pleased  songsters  bail  the  genial  shower. 

The  dark-green  poplar  whispers  o'er  the  rills, 
And  the  vine  blushes  on  the  sunny  hills ; 
The  beauteous  myrtle  trembles  o'er  the  wave. 
The  laurel  shades  the  eool,  sequestered  cave : 
But  while  my  Phyllis  loves  the  hazel  grove 
The  lowly  hazel  I  shall  ever  love. 


The  lofty  ash  is  tairest  in  the  woods. 
The  trembling  aspen  o'er  the  erystal  flm 
In  flowery  giuiiens  waves  the  whisj 


The  fir  looks  fwr  where  towering  hills  decline 
But  when,  my  Lycidas,  you  once  return. 
When  for  your  absence  I  shall  eease  to  mourn, 
The  ash  shall  yield  to  you  among  the  woods, 
And  aspen  trembling  o'er  the  crystal  floods. 
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"  Hie  eclidifonUa.-' — Ecu  X.  42. 

Here  mossy  fountains  pour  their  coolini;  wave, 
And  (juiet  streams  their  pebbly  borders  lave. 
Here  thickest  shades  inweave  a  lovely  gloom 
And  blushing  flowerets  shed  a  sweet  perfume, 
Here,  dear  Serine,  we  can  spend  each  day. 
And  here  can  wear  our  cteerfiil  lives  away. 


IlArpY  old    roan !    here,    'mid    your   well-knowi 

And  sacred  fountains,  you  may  long  enjoy 

The  quiet  coolness  of  the  solemn  sliadc. 

There  o'er   the  hedge,  that  bounds  your  narrow 

field, 
The  bees,  that  wanton  on  the  willow's  bloom, 
Shall,  by  their  hum,  invite  you  to  repose  : 
There,  'neath  the  brow  of  yonder  lofty  cliff, 
The  pruner'a  voice  shall  wng  aloud  to  heaven : 
Meanwhile,  amid  the  still  and  gloomy  grove. 
The  hoarse  wood-pigeons,  thy  delight,  shall  coo, 
Anil  high  amid  the  elm's  aerial  boughs 
The  lonely  turtle  pour  her  ceaseless  moan. 
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Thop,  who  erst  on  Etna's  top, 

In  dreaming  fancy,  sat. 

And  lookea  on  wide  Sicanla'e  plains. 

Adorned  with  fruita  and  flocks  and  aolden  grain, 

Where  Ceres,  Flora,  Pan,  ia  mingled  dance  com- 

Mned, 
Led  on  the  jocund  hours  to  music's  sweetest  breath: 
And  as  the  sun  at  height  of  noon. 
From  heaven's  blue  canopy,  effused 
His  living  radiance  o'er  the  earth. 
Shining  on  mountfdns  capped  with  snow  and  ice. 
Or  blackened  with  a  waving  wilderness 
Of  forests,  iJiatfor  ages  long  had  braved 
The  shock  of  tempests  and  the  war  of  winds, 
When  rushing  from  the  dark  Liparian  caves  they 

And  sweep  o'er  land  and  sea. 

Upturning  from  its  lowest  bed, 

In  curling  foam,  old  Ocean's  roiling  waves; 

Glittering  on  sunny  rocks  ajid  hills, 

Where  purple  vineyards  teem  with  nectared  juice, 

the  tount  of  joy. 
On  hillocks  sweet  widi  thjme  and  dittany. 
Where   Hybla's   murmurmg  bees,   from   laughing 

flowers, 
Ambrosia  cull,  like  molten  gold  in  hue. 
Translucent  as  the  crystal  wave. 
That,  in  Ortygia's  searsurrounded  isle, 
From  Arethusa  wells ; 


,„  Coot^lc 


500  THE    CYPIttSS,    IS    ITS    DABK,    ETC. 

Glowina  on  plains  perfumed  witli  roses,  where  the 

fliepherd's  flute 
An  amorous  descant  warbled,  while  the  bleat  of 

flocks 
And  low  of  herds  came  floating  on  the  wind; 


n 

The  cypress,  in  its  dark  funereal  dress, 
Hangs  o'er  the  sacred  tomb  where  Vii^il  lies, 
And  as  the  evening  breeze  begins  to  ciirl 
The  aolden  waves  that  lave  the  Baian  shores, 
And  heave  in  gu:^liii"  tides  their  crest  of  foam, 
Kissinc  the  poushed  shells  and  snowy  sands, 
A  Etram  of  sorrow  seems  to  breathe 
Fromtfaoselow-bendingboughs,  the  wlibpering  wind 
Wakes  every  leaf  to  music,  and  the  tree  becomes  a 

harmony 
Of  myriad  voices,  as  if  Heaven's  whole  choir, 
Cherub  and  Seraph,  on  their  harps  of  gold. 
Should  pour  a  dirge  for  man's  unhappy  fall. 
And  weep  that  powers,  which  took  m  Heaven 
The  kindlinfr  spark  of  life, 
Should  lose  that  light  and  die. 
The  mind  is  bound  to  sense. 
And  if  the  reins  of  sense 
Are  loosed  in  youth's  impetuous  hour, 
Tt'ithout  a  skill'ul  hand  to  check  or  guide, 
Like  ftill-fod,  fieiy  coursers  bursting  from  the  goal 
They  rush,  and  witli  them  hurry  on  tlie  mind,  the 

cliarioteer : 
Then  Eeason's  voice  is  beard  in  vain. 
Wild  as  the  tempest-winds  they  fly. 
Obscured  by  dust,  and  bathed  in  tbam, 
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The  arrow  flies  with  awful  twanp;,  — 
It  leaves  the  body  spent,  but  kills  the  mind ; 
And  aouls,  that  migtit  have  soared  aloft  and  sung, 
Like  him  who  sleeps  within  this  hallowed  eave. 
Lose  all  their  fire,  and  dnk  to  earth,  in  dust  and 
darkness  lost. 


m. 

The  clouds  are  black  in  heaven,the  roar  of  winds 

Is  heard  among  the  tall,  aspiring  tops 

Of  hoary  oaks,  that  wave  on  Gargarus, 

And  proudly  heave  their  giant  arms. 

These  oaka  have  stood  unhurt,  unmoved, 

The  storms  of  ao;es  as  they  rolled : 

Kb  tempest  broke  their  boughs. 

No  lightning  scathed  their  trunks. 

They  stand  m  mockery  i^wnst  the  winds. 

And  laugh  the  fury  of  the  storm  to  scorn ; 
But  man,  poor  feeble  man,  can  lay 

Their  honors  in  the  dust ; 
By  constant  toil  ho  rules. 

But  man,  to  rule,  must  rule  himself. 

Or  all  his  toil  is  vain. 

In  life's  first  dawn  he  needs 

The  watchful  care  of  friends. 

The  flower  that  early  blooms, 

Must  from  the  chilly  winds 

Be  shielded,  or  it  droops  and  dies ; 

The  tender  plant  of  childhood  needs  that  care,  — ■ 

It  takes  each  form  you  give ;  the  parent's  hand 

Can,  if  the  task  with  life  begin. 

Train  it  as  easily 

To  virtue  as  to  vice ; 
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But  if  you  let  it  shoot  luxuriant,  wild, 

Or  train  it  up  to  vice  in  life's  weak  dawn, 

It  wastes  its  early  strength  for  nauglit, 

And  when  the  time  of  fruit  arrives,  you  come 

And  find  its  branches  withered,  scorched,  and  bare. 


THE    GOBLET. 

Where  gay  Falernum  lifts  its  sunny  brow 
O'er  wide  Campania's  sea  of  bending  com, 
I  rose  and  shook  my  tendrils  to  the  gale. 
And  glowed  with  living  purple  and  gold. 
How  rich,  to  see  the  teeming  clusters 
Droop  beneath  their  neetarwi  load, 
To  inhale  the  airs  of  fr:^ance. 
As  the  wantau  wind 

Loaded  his  wings  with  dewy  sweetness,  culled 
The  choicest  perfumes  that  I  shed, 
And,  whiapenng  o'er  the  banks 
Of  blossoms,  gave  them  richer  sweets  ! 
Fluttering  zephyrs  hovered  round  me, 
Ksscd  my  purjJe,  frosted  coat. 
And  duged  their  lips  with  honey.     Dews 
"Wet  my  clusters,  till  themselves 
Lnbibed  my  sweets,  and  then  exhaled 
In  fragrant  mist  away- 
Preyed,  and  refined  by  time.  I  stand 
Within  the  crystal  goblet,  while  a  light 
Of  purest  amber  floats  around  and  sheds  a  mel 
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Expand  jour  snowy  wio^,  ye  swans  of  Plelicon  I 

And  bear  me  to  some  paradise 

On  India's  verdant  mountains,  or  on  Iran's  plaiaa : 

Lay  me  beneath  the  spreading  palm, 

Tbat  beaves  ita  poliabed  shaft  aloft,  and  wares 

Its  capital  of  verdure ;  flowera  that  glow 

Like  morning's  gay  effulgence,  fruits  that  hang 

Their  purple  clusters,  in  communion  blent, 

Mingle  their  beauty  and  their  sweetness ;  —  gale!) 

Breathe  from  the  lovely  union,  frs^ance-laden, 

And  cheer  for  nian^  a  lee^e  the  desert  round, 

As  budding,  blooming,  ripening,  and  mature. 

In  soft  accordance  pensilely  they  droop ;  — 

The  camel  scents  the  wind, — he  knows  the  spring 

Of  living  coolness  bubbles  where  it  loads 

Its  wings  with  odors,  and  at  once  he  Btarta 

And  scours  the  dazzling  pliun :  —  O,  lay  me  there, 

And,  hovering  over,  pour  your  dying  notes. 

The  dirge  of  one  who  sang  and  shone,  a  child, 

And  su^  at  manhood  in  the  dust,  despised. 


How  liappy  is  the  pure,  good  man,  whose  life 
Was  always  gowi,  who  in  the  tender  years 
Of  childhood,  and  the  trying  tune  of  J'outh, 
Was  shielded  by  a  kind  parental  baud ! 
No  stain  deforms  the  brightness  of  his  soul, 
Only  those  specks  of  frau  humanity. 
Which  almost  need  the  microscopic  eye 
To  trace  their  being.     As  the  river  rolls 
Pure  and  unsullied  o'er  its  sandy  bed 
In  ffentlo  agitation,  that  ita  waves 
Sink  not  in  silent  stagnancy,  his  life 
Passes  in  peaceful  industry  its  round. 
He  rises  with  the  lark,  and  like  that  bird, 
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Who  singa  her  morning  melody  aloft 

Amid  the  blue  of  heaven,  he  pours  hia  voice 

To  God  in  secret  prayer : 

"  Father  in  Heaven ! 
Omnipotent,  eternal !  ere  the  world 
Rose,  at  thy  hidding,  from  the  formless  void, 
Bleat  in  thy  own  essential  good,  thou  liv'dst. 
With  space  thy  home,  eternity  thy  day. 
Before  the  Sun  of  Being  rose,  when  night 
And  chaos  brooded  o'er  the  seeds  of  thin^a. 
Thy  spirit  wandered  through  the  black  aEj-ss, 
And  oer  the  boundless  waste  of  waters  moved. 
The  word  went  forth,  —  Confusion's  voice  was  still. 
At  once  from  darkness,  light  and  form  and  life, 
And  harmony  and  beauty,  love  and  joy, 
And  melod}-  and  sweetness  rose  and  filled 
Creation  with  the  wondera  of  thy  power. 
How  sprang  the  infant  sun  from  ocean's  bed. 
And  glowed  and  glittered  o'er  ils  tossin"  waves! 
How  all  the  effulgent  company  of  stars, 
Blent  in  a,  choir  ^perfect  harmony, 
Lifted  their  voices  m  the  arch  of  heaven, 
And  sang  the  birth  of  Being !   how  the  moon, 
Mantled  in  paler  lustre,  filled  her  orb 
■\yith  borrowed  beams,  and  thro'  the  dark-blue  sky, 
Dispensing  love,  her  nightly  journey  ran  1 
How  from  its  calm,  the  yet  untainted  air. 
Waked  by  the  morning,  swept  the  teeming  earth 
In  gentle  gales  and  zephyrs  bland,  and  shook 
The  Tocal  forest,  and  the  glassy  plain 
Of  ocean  curled  with  billows  1     Tlien  no  storm, 
Pregnant  with  the  munitions  of  thy  wrath. 
Hung  frowning  on  the  mountains,  black  as  night, 
And  grim  as  terror,  waiting  for  thy  voice 
To  unfold  its  lurid  skirts,  and  onward  move 
To  do  thy  vengeance.     Then  the  sky  was  clear, 
No  fleecy  vapor  dimmed  its  purity. 
Gay  laughed  the  sun  amid  its  fields  <rf  blue. 
And  peace  and  health  and  pleasure  cheered  the 
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No  stagnant  marsli  nor  festering;  swamp  sent  up 
Its  vonomed  mists  and  baleful  ftigs,  the  dews, 
Di-awn  by  tho  Bim  from  living, pfanla,  dropped  iree 
Protn  all  infection,  —  tlicn  no  pestilence 
Lifted  Its  hydra-head,  and  through  the  streets 
Of  cities,  eonaeience-strucfc,  replete  with  vice, 
And  misery  and  filth,  Its  iriiit,  stalked  on 
Exhaling  death,  —  no  battle  squared  its  front. 
To  feed  its  ravening  maw  with  human  blood,  — 
No  priMin  spread  its  gates,  to  swallow  up 
And  bury  in  ita  hidden  gloom  the  wretch 
"Who  dared  to  violate  thy  holy  law, 
And  hft  agMust  society  Ws  hand ; 
Nor  had  the  grave  its  all-devouring  jaws 
Disclosed,  tho  couch  where  man  must  lay  his  head, 
And  sleep  with  rank  corruption  and  the  worm. 

"  All  then  was  pure ;  the  blue  sky  overhead 
Transparent  opened  to  tho  farthest  ken 
Of  human  vision,  like  a  hollow  sphere 
Of  crystal,  closing  all  creation  in. 
The  star  of  day,  a  radiant  jewel  set 
In  that  unblemished  azure,  to  the  eye 
Insufferably  brilliant,  from  the  east 
Irapurpled,  as  the  dewy  morning  rose 
And  wrung  the  tears,  that  night  wept,  from  her  hair, 
To  the  midway  throne,  whereon  he  sits  at  noon 
And  pours  his  most  effulgent  effluence  down. 
And  thence  des<;ending  to  the  western  wave. 
Or  forest  ridae,  that  ttsses  like  a  sea 
Its  living  bilfcws,  as  a  conqueror,  marched,  — 
Thy  purest  spark,  vicegerent  of  thy  love. 
That  orb  has  dipped  his  brightness  in  the  stream 
Of  ocean,  and  his  last  rays  on  the  clouds 
Have  painted  evening's  tapestry,  wherewith 
She  eurt^ns  round  her  canopy  with  gold 
And  purple,  ruby  and  emerald  and  blue : 
Then  night  ascends  her  car,  —  her  plumy  steeds, 
Like  birus  nocturnal,  through  the  drowsy  air. 
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riy  silently  and  slow ;  slie  waves  her  wand, 
And  evening's  many-colored  veil  ia  gone ; 
The  sky  puts  off  its  soft  cerulean  robe, 
And  detks  itself  in  sable  Hvery, 
"Whereon  innumeroua  gema  of  starry  gold 
Shine,  with  their  bright  eyes  twinkling,  as  a  train, 
Encircling  yon  fur  light,  that  charms  the  west. 
Following  the  set  of  sun,  or  in  the  east, 
Gay  Phosphor,  bringing  on  his  orient  beams. 
Thus  one  unvaried  mantle  hid  the  face 
Of  earth  from  every  eye,  and  blended  all 
The  charms  of  hill  and  valley,  bush  and  tree, 
Kiver  and  fountain,  in  one  common  shade : 
Until  the  queen  of  heaven,  from  the  deep, 
Emerged,  and  blushing  through  the  fiery  zone 
Of  the  low-hanging  vapor,  by  her  light 
Enkindled,  slowly  onward  held  her  way, 
"Walking  in  regal  majesty,  until 
She  reached  the  clear  meridian,  —  there  she  hung, 
An  orb  of  purest  silver,  with  the  shades 
Of  sea  ana  mountMU  checkered,  as  with  pearls 
L^d  glittering  on  a  snowy  satin  ground ; 
Ascending  there,  she  hung  a  milder  sun. 
And  poured  her  borrowed  brightness  o'er  the  face 
Of  this  round  earth,  that  rolls  self-poised  thro'  space, 
And  takes  its  annual  journej-  round  the  sun. 
For  ever  balanced  in  its  orbit,     Nidit, 
By  this  illumined,  silvered  o'er  her  dtow  ; 
And  straiirhtway,  rising  from  a  formless  waste. 
Smiled  hill  and  forest,  meadow,  vale,  and  stream, 
And  many  a  white  tent,  where  the  shepherd  lies 
Enwrapped  in  downy  slumber,  many  a  fold, 
Where  flocks  and  herds  concoct  the  feed  of  day, 
And  many  a  loaded  bower  with  purple  hung, 
And  many  a  harvest'field,  that  called  the  swain 
To  put  his  sickle  forth  and  reap  its  gold. 

"  The  unseeded  earth  was  bare, — its  towering  rocks 
And  sparkling  sands,  its  snowy  chalks  and  c&ya 
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Imbrowned,  were  void  of  vegetation,  when 
The  word  went  forth, '  Let  herb  and  tree  ajqwar.' 
Ai  by  the  touuh  of  some  magician's  wand- 
Pair  pilacea,  bright  domes,  and  gardens  gay 
With  all  the  we^th  of  art  and  nature,  ri^e, 
Aad  oscupy  the  cheerless  desert,  —  Life, 
In  all  its  countless  forms  of  plant,  arose. 
And  in  its  mantle  robed  the  barren  earth. 
The  Cedar  sprang  on  Lebanon,  the  Fir 
Wived  oa  the  roct^  of  Norway,  whispering  Fines, 
Towering  on  Alpine  summits,  widely  apread 
Thair  feathered  umbrae,  danuing  to  the  gale 
And  murmuring  with  the  zephyr ;  o'er  the  plEuni 
or  sterile  sand,  along  the  southern  shores 
Of  tideless  Baltic,  or  the  long-drawn  coast. 
By  which  the  03ean  toiTent  rushes,  pUdns 
Bsneath  a  tropic  sun,  like  Zara,  bare, 
The  home  of  desolation,  —  here  by  dews, 
From  sea  and  lake  and  neighborina  mountain,  clad 
With  dirk,  perennial  foliage,  like  the  shade 
Funereal,  that  enwraps  the  sepulchre 
Of  Turk  and  Persian  in  an  awflil  gloom, — 
There  o'er  the  dry,  unwatered  ridge,  that  swells 
R:>und  as  the  ocean  wave  that  erst  involved 
The  forest  in  its  waters,  and  the  sand, 
Naw  filled  with  shells  and  corals,  made  its  bed, — 
The  pitsh-tree  lifts  her  spiry  head,  with  cones 
In  russet  mantled,  when  the  north-wind  blows, 
Black  at  a  distance,  as  the  mourning  pall. 
When  all  the  world  is  say  with  new-born  life, 
And  mjintled  in  a  sea-mue  covering  at 
The  coming  on  of  winter,  taking  on 
Hit  young  leaves,  when  deciduous  foliage  drops 
And  strows  the  ground  it  shaded,  in  the  day 
Of  general  mourning  to  the  field  and  grove, 
SaUin™  in  tears  to  see  herself  renewed. 
When  Djath  is  riding  round  her.  Where  the  streams 
And  fount^ns  send  their  tribute,  in  the  vale 
Soooped  out  among  the  hillocks,  like  a  howl. 
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And  o'er  the  boundless  plwn,  low-lying,  drenclied 
By  torrent  rains,  the  cypress  weaves  its  dusk, 
Dank  canopj',  tiat  in  its  mantle  shrouds 
The  Btagnant  flood  teeming  with  life  bctow. 
Ah !  who  would  venture  tlirough  those  boundless  fena, 
Cor  which  the  tree  of  ag^  frowns,  bowed  down 
With  mossy  tresses,  spangled  o'er  with  flowers, 
Like  gay  Anacreon  in  hia  rosy  wreath  ? 
There  grenadillas  ramble  o'er  the  boughs. 
Laden  ■with  blue  and  crhnson  blossoms,  himg 
With  temptin"  fruits,  like  golden  apples,  which 
Stole  on  the  vii^m's  heart  and  conquered  her : 
Above  't  is  beauty,  and  below  green  sedge 
And  spiry  reeds  and  purpled  fla^  conceal 
The  hideous  forms  that  batten  there,  the  snake. 
Who  twines  his  jetty  folds  of  giant  length, 
And  throws  around  his  fascinating  eye 
Of  living  glow,  to  draw  the  hcedleas  prey 
Within  his  crushing  coils.     The  wanderer's  foot 
Disturbs  a  reedy  tait ;  the  rustling  grass 
Awakes  the  serpent,  who,  with  tooth  of  fire, 
Lurks  in  the  thicket,  —  hark  I  the  warning  sound, 
The  death-announcing  rattle  sinn;9  and  Uds 
The  invader  fly  his  danger,  —  adders  hiss. 
And  lizards  roar,  unseen  destroyers  wait 
To  instil  their  poison,  with  a  living  wall 
Of  separation  cutting  from  the  world 
These  sweltering  holds,  wherein  is  found  the  home 
Of  reptiles,  plagues,  and  pestilence  and  death  r 
But  from  their  watery  stores  the  sun  draws  up 
Dews, mists,  and  clouds,  that  quench  the  thirsty  sands 
And  clothe  what  else  had  been  one  giarkling  waste 
In  a  wide  sea  of  never-dying  green. 

Thus  pass  the  moments  by,  till  night  draws  on ; 
At  rest  with  all  the  world,  calm  in  himself, 
Consoious  of  rectitude  and  purity, 
He  lays  him  down  upon  his  homely  couch ; 
Peace,  on  her  dove-wings,  hovers  o'er  his  head 
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And  fans  his  piliow  ;  through  the  slumbrous  night 
Fair  dreams  of  calm  oblivion  soothe  his  soul ; 
No  muttered  groan,  no  sudden  shriek,  nor  start, 
Disturb  his  quiet,  but  his  sleep  is  sweet, 
And  gives  hun  kind  refreshment  dll  the  mom. 


Wb  have  a  body,  —  and  its  clamorous  calls 

And  appetites  importunate  demand 

The  service  of  our  nobler  part,  the  soul. 

O,  how  I  long  to  throw  this  garment  off, 

Which  burdens  me  with  flesh,  which  dims  the  light 

That  else  had  shone  so  brilliantly,  and  moved 

With  such  a  lofty  grandeur  through  the  fields 

Of  intellect  and  fancy !    Had  not  sense 

Inthralled  me  in  my  childhood,  ere  the  bud 

Hid  opened  to  tlie  influence  of  Heaven 

And  hope  and  love  and  beauty,  had  no  worm 

Crept  to  the  core,  and  nested  and  consumed 

The  heart  within,  while  all  without  waa  fair, 

Until  it  slowly  withered,  and  the  bloom 

Of  j-outh  was  changed  to  paleness,  where  the  hand 

Of  death  had  set  its  seal,  and  ruin  traced 

Its  mark  indelible,  1  now  had  walked 

With  front  erect  beneath  tlie  argent  shield 

Of  conscious  rectitude,  despising  wealth 

And  pomp  and  power  and  pride,  and  trampling 

"Vice,  though  she  came  in  all  the  outward  charms 
Of  paradiaal  houris,  or  in  folds 
Alluring  twined  herself  around,  and  fawned 
With  leering  eye,  and  called  with  flattering  tongue. 


Youth  sees  the  world  before  him,  and  the  path 
Of  sin  how  fiur,  hedged  in  by  every  sweet 
That  flowers  can  breathe,  or  melting  frulu  distil ; 
For  ever  winding  in  its  blossomed  mate. 


It  meets  the  eye  with  pleasures  ever  new  ; 

It  leaUs  to  luaeious  ganlens,  snowy  beds 

Of  lilies,  heaps  of  rosea,  citron  shades, 

That  breathe  alluring  fragrance,  cool  retreats 

Beneath  o'erarching  vines,  and  lonely  grots, 

Where  nectared  fountains  bubble,  amber  streams 

Of  kindling  waters  murmur,  on  whose  banks 

Couches  of  matted  grass  and  scented  bloom 

Invite  to  slumber;  muMC  flows  around. 

The  flute  soft-warbling,  and  the  violin. 

That  calls  the  dance,  and  wakes  the  revelry 

Of  jolly  hearts,  who  float  like  bubbles  down 

The  wave  of  being;  myrtle  thickets  hide 

The  haunts  of  lawless  love,  where  whispered  sighs 

And  tittering  voices  through  the  night  are  heard, 

And  every  deed  of  dallying  wantonness 

Conceived  and  done;  fair  women,  like  the  forma 

Who  spread  their  arms  to  meet  the  warm  embrace 

Of  saints,  who  dwell  beneath  the  golden  groves 

Of  Paradise,  as  Eastern  fables  tell. 

Call  to  illusive  pleasures.     How  the  form 

Mantled  in  ganzy  drapery,  which  shows 

Each  fair-turned  limb  and  rounded  muscle,  steeps 

The  soul  in  dreams  voluptuous !  how  the  face. 

Whereon  a  thousand  seeming  graces  sit, 

Where  the  eye  shines  in  ebon  brightness,  dark, 

Insufferably  dark,  and  with  its  lure 

In  fascination  chains  the  gazer,  till 

She  come  and  clasp  her  prey,  or,  dyed  in  blue 

Of  liquid  softness,  roUs  its  languid  look. 

And  often  throwing  round  the  artful  leer. 

Turns  from  the  meeting  eye  and  rinks  abashed ! 

The  cheek  for  ever  dimpUng  with  the  play 

Of  life's  red  current,  now  the  crimson  stream 

DepaHinft  leaves  it  just  incamardined, 

And  meltmg  into  milky  softness,  then 

The  blush  calls  all  the  living  lustre  forth. 

And  like  a  full-blown  rose  it  kindling  swells. 

Such  is  her  path  of  roses ;  but  its  end 

Is  sickness,  sorrow,  shame,  despair,  and  death. 


n  of  life  that  flowed  on  Calvaiy 


May  yet  have  power  to  wash  away  mv  st^ns, 
d  grace. 


;  my  sufferiM  ^irit  pure  in  Hi 
be  there,  sueh  innocence  and  f 


And  leave 

Shemustt ,  .    .  „        . 

Such  cherub  mildness,  must  find  there  its  home. 

O,  had  I  never  wandered  in  my  youth. 

Had  but  the  living  wave  flowed  onward  pure, 

Aa  when  it  left  its  fountain,  J  might  now 

Mingle  my  hopes  and  happiness  with  hers. 

But  this  can  never  be  ;  tlie  ills  of  life 

Have  thrown  a  separating  gulf  between, 

Impassable,  till  I  shall  launch  my  bark 

Upon  the  sea  of  dark  futurity. 

And  steer  my  course  for  Heaven,  those  happy  shores, 

That  bloom  with  love  eternal :  there  our  souls 

May  mingling  meet,  and  never  part  again. 


THE    DKAMA. 

"Where  is  the  light  that  shed  its  holy  beam 
And  fired  the  bard  by  Avon's  silver  stream, 
When  Katiire  threw  her  mantle  o'er  her  child 
And  woke  his  infant  voice  to  wood-aotea  wild. 
Bathed  in  her  kindling  flood  his  ardent  soul, 
And  bade  his  heavenward  eye  in  frenzy  roll,  — 
That  falcon  eye  which  kwked  creation  through. 
From  earth  to  heaven  in  quic:k  eonc^itjon  flew. 
Left  all  the  fainter  pinions  far  behind. 
And  read  at  one  wide  glance  th'  expanded  mind. 
Knew  every  spring  and  passion  of  the  heart, 
And  rivalled  Greece  in  all  the  pride  of  art  ? 

Where  is  that  daring,  strong,  gigantic  age, 
The  glorious  morning  of  the  Englisli  stage. 
When  Genius  took  a  bold  and  lofty  fli"bt, 
And  burst,  all  dazzling,  from  her  Gothic  night  ? 
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O,  where  are  now  those  souls,  Ihat  seemed  on  fire 

And  burning  with  a  poet's  wild  desire, 

Who  saw  and  keenly  loved  the  grand  and  fair, 

And  bodied  forth  their  forms  of  viewless  air  ? 

0,  where  are  now  those  thoughta  and  words  of  flame. 

That  shine  most  brightly  on  the  roll  of  feme. 

Those  passion-speaking  sounds,  which  fire  and  thrill, 

And  bind,  as  with  a  magic  ehain,  the  will, 

Those  streams  of  native  eloquence,  that  flow 

Like  torrents  rushing  to  the  vales  below, 

PourinB  their  white  floods  down  the  mountain's 

height. 
And  sparkling  in  the  blaze  of  solar  light  ? 

la  Genius  dead  ?  shall  fancy  wake  no  more  ? 
Are  all  the  triumphs  of  our  drama  o'er  ? 
la  there  no  infant  Shakespeare,  who  would  spring. 
And  soar,  with  upward  breast  and  daring  wing, — 
Who  gnaws  with  restless  tooth  his  galling  chain. 
And  toils  for  freedom,  toils  and  strives  in  vain, — 
Who  looks  on  glory  with  untiring  eyes. 
Who  would  be  great,  but  cannot,  dare  not  rise  ? 
Awake,  ye  sons  of  poesy !  awake. 
And,  with  determined  grasp,  yonr  fetters  break ; 
Against  the  painted  swarms  of  fashion  dare. 
And  from  their  locks  her  perfumed  garlands  tear. 
Indignant  sweep  her  cobweb  strains  away, 
And  hush  the  love-sick  warblers  of  the  day: 
Dare  with  a  frown  to  front  this  downward  age. 
And  drive  melodious  weakness  from  the  stt^. 
And  once  more  seating  Nature  on  her  throne. 
There  bid  her  reign  for  ever  and  alone. 
And  from  her  full,  exhaustless  fountwn  roll 
The  words  that  kindle  and  exalt  the  soul. 

IVhere,  throned  on  Alps,  eternal  winter  reigns, 
And  Freedom  wanders  through  her  rude  domains, 
A  race  of  demigods  she  loves  to  breed, 
And  with  the  bitter  bread  of  hunger  feed  ; 
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Tlil,  harily  as  the  rocks  that  round  them  rise, 
And  stainless  as  their  own  unclouded  skies, 
Her  strong-nerved  sons,  by  want  and  labor  nursed, 
Like  giants  from  those  bard-bouud  mountains  burst, 
Fierce  as  the  tiger,  when  he  stands  at  bay, 
And  wild  as  gaunt  wolves  rushing  on  their  prey ; 
Cruel  as  hytens,  when  they  rend  the  grave. 
And  on  the  red  field  tear  the  slaughtered  brave : 
Thus,  in  their  new-waked  might,  they  rush  amun, 
And  crush  the  puny  drivlers  of  the  plain. 
Then,  sheathing  in  a  myrtle  wreath  their  swords, 
Walk  with  the  port  and  majesty  of  lords. 
So  wake,  ye  true  and  native  sons  of  songi 
Four  all  your  unbought  wealth  of  soul  ajong. 
And  every  energy  to  Natiire  eive :  — 
Then  once  more  Hamlet,  Eiehard,  Lear,  shall  live. 


There  is  a  world  of  mind,  which  few  can  know. 
High  raised  above  the  sensual  crowd  below, 
Where  thought  is  pure  and  free,  and  fancy  fires 
In  rapture,  where  the  mounting  soul  aspu^g, 
And  sails  on  wings  untiring,  — -neaven  is  there. 
And  all  is  grand  and  beauti&l,  and  fair. 
How  the  heart  swells  beneath  the  living  tide, 
ThEd,  rolls  in  kindling  effluence,  deep  and  widel 
How  man  drinks  in  the  clear,  untainted  ray. 
And  dwells  delighted  in  meridian  da^ ! 
The  mists  that  dimmed  him,  and  the  crimes  that  sunk. 
When  blind  with  folly  and  with  pleasure  drunk, 
Are  all  dispersed,  and  o'er  his  august  bead 
Heaven's  purest  light  in  streams  of  love  is  shed: 
As  when  an  eagle,  from  the  monntari's  height, 
Lifts  to  the  god  of  day  his  towering  flight. 
Spurns  with  strong  wing  the  fields  of  netherwr, 
AJid  soars  where  ether  girds  him,  pure  and  xare^ 
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With  keen  ej-e  fixed  upon  the  burning  ball, 
He  feels  no  more  this  cold  and  eartblj-  thrall, 
But,  ever  mounting  with  intense  desire, 
Seeks  with  untiring  flight  the  fount  of  fire. 
0  that  my  soul  had  always  been  thus  high. 
Had  found  no^oy,  no  home  beneath  the  akj ! 
O  had  perfection  been  my  only  aim, 
My  spirit  kindled  with  a  purest  flame, 
Its  energies  all  acdve,  all  awake, 
Athirstthatheaven,  and  heaven  alone,  could  slake,— 
0  had  this  boundless,  quenchless  fire  been  mine, 
My  soul  might  still  in  all  its  brightness  shine; 
But  sense  has  poured  around  its  inky  streams. 
And  in  its  Sty^aw  current  quenched  the  beams ; 
It  cannot  rise,  it  will  not  sink,  it  must 
Waste  with  this  mortal  body  into  dust ; 
It  has  one  wish,  one  only,  —  in  the  grave 
To  find  for  all  its  sorrows  Lethe's  wa^e. 
And  there  in  deep  ibrgetfulness  to  lie. 
And  know  that  body,  feeling,  thought,  must  die. 
That  all  the  glories  of  our  heaven  will  fade. 
And  hell  be  but  a  formless  phantom's  shade. 


He  spake,  and,  springing  iromtli' embattled  ground. 
Soared  from  the  woiid'rmg  hosts  that  gazed  around : 
Transformed  to  spirit,  through  the  yielding  air 
His  wavy  wings  al<rfl  their  burden  bear ; 
His  shield  hangs  o'er  his  shoulder,  like  the  moon, 
When  pale  she  glitters  in  her  highest  noon ; 
His  spear  is  tipt  with  lightning,  and  his  crest 
Waves  with  majestic  sweep,  and  round  his  breast 
Hia  gold-bossed  corselet  flashes,  like  the  gem 
That  slitters  in  a  Ciesai-'s  diadem ; 
His  foght  is  as  a  meteor,  when  it  sails 
O'er  the  blue  sky,  and  far  behind  it  trails 
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A  stream  of  liquid  silver;  — now  more  dim, 
His  dry  form  m  ether  seems  to  swim, 
Lessens  and  lessens  to  the  admiring  sight, 
Then  disappears  amid  the  solemn  night : 
So  fled  the  prodigy,  and,  wrapped  in  awe. 
The  kfteeling  hosts  the  heavenly  herald  saw. 


Maxvacea  calls  her  tribes  aromid  her  throne, 
Decked  in  her  crimson  robe  and  golden  zone ; 
Around  her  flowing  locks  she  binds  a  wreath 
Of  brightest  blossoms,  while  her  curls  beneath, 
Of  softest  auburn,  wanton  in  the  wind. 
And  her  ai^ntine  veil  floats  loose  behind. 
Her  nymphs  attend,  from  meadow  and  from  streMn, 
From  plain  and  hillock,  —  gay  as  morning's  beam. 
The  tropic  Naiad,  Carolinea,  moves 
Resplendent  through  Guiana's  giant  groves ; 
Cer  the  blue  wave  she  bends,  and  round  her  binds 
Loose  floating  robes,  that  wanton  in  the  winds ; 
A  gaudy  chaplet  decks  her  flowing  hair, 
Such  as  the  the  festal  maids  of  Chio  wear. 
Bright  crimson  sprigs  on  yellow  beds  repose, 
And  morning's  radiance  mingles  with  the  rose. 
Where  Niger  grandly  rolls  Ins  mystic  wave. 
And  Afric^  jetty  nymphs  in  freedom  lave. 
Majestic  Adansonia  rears  her  form, 
And  braves,  through  countless  years,  the  flood  and 

The  gathered  tribes  beneath  her  bouzhs  enjoy 
Kind  Nature's  wmple  gifts  without  alloy. 
Indulge  in  slumbers,  which  no  cares  invade, 
Secure  beneath  this  wilderness  of  shade. 
Or,  dancing,  lead  the  happy  moments  by. 
When  evening  suns  go  down  the  golden  sky ; 
And  as  the  ceaseless  generations  roll. 
From  life's  first  dawn,  to  death's  unerring  goal,  , 
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